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CHAPTER I. 



THE NIGHT RIDE. 



The night was as black as ink ; not a solitary twinkling star 
looked out through that wide expanse of shadow, which our 
great Poet has called the ^^ blanket of the dark ;" clouds 
covered the heaven; the moon had not risen to tinge them 
even with grey, and the sun had too long set to leave one 
faint streak of purple upon the edge of the western sky. 
Trees, houses, villages, nelds, and gardens, all lay in one 
profound obscurity, and even the course of the high-road 
itself required eyes well-accustomed to night- travelling to be 
able to distinguish it, as it wandered on through a rich part 
of Hampshire, amidst alternate woods and meadows. Yet 
at that murky hour, a traveller on horseback rode forward 
upon his way, at an easy pace, and with a light heart, if one 
might judge by the snatches of homely ballads that broke 
from his lips as he trotted on. These might, indeed, afford 
a fallacious indication of what was going on within the 
breast, and in his case they did so ; for habit is more our 
master than we know, and often rules our external de- 
meanour, whenever the spirit is called to take council in the 
deep chambers within, showing upon the surface, without 
any effort on our part to hide our thoughts, a very different 
aspect from that of the mind's business at the moment 

Thus, then, the traveller who there rode along, saluting 
the ear of night vrith scraps of old songs, sung in a low, but 
melodious voice, was as thougthful, if not as sad, as it was 
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2 AGINCOURT. 

in his nature to be; bat yet, as that nature was a cheerful 
one and all his habits were gay, no sooner were the eyes of 
the spirit called to the consideration of deeper things, than 
custom exercised her sway over the animal part, and he gave 
Toice, as we have said, to the old ballads which had cheered 
his boyhood and his youth. 

Whatever were his contemplations, they were interrupted, 
just as he came to a small stream which crossed the road 
and then wandered along at its side, by first hearing the 
quick foot-falls of a horse approaching, and then a loud, but 
fine voice, exclaiming, " Who goes there ?** 

" A friend to all true men,** replied the traveller ; " a foe 
to all false knaves. ^ Merry sings the throstle under the 
thorn.' Which be you, friend of the highway ?" 

" Faith, I hardly know,** replied the stranger ; " every man 
is a bit of both, I believe. But if you can tell me my way to 
Winchester, I will give you thanks." 

"I want nothing more," answered the first traveller, 
drawing in his rein. " But Winchester ! — Good faith, that 
is a long way off; and you are going from it, master :" and 
he endeavoured, as far as the darkness would permit, to gain 
some knowledge of the stranger's appearance. It seemed 
that of a young man of good proportions, tall and slim, but 
vrith broad shoulders and long arms. He wore no cloak, 
and his dress fitting tight to his body, as was the fashion of 
the day, allowed his interlocutor to perceive the unencum* 
bered outline of his figure. 

^' A long way off!" said the second traveller, as his new 
acquaintance gazed at him ; ^^ that is very unlucky ; but all 
my stars are under that black cloud. What is to be done 
now, I wonder ?" 

" What do you want to do ?" inquired the first traveller. 
'^ Winchester is distant five and twenty miles or more." 

^' Odds life ! I want to find somewhere to lodge me and 
my horse for a night," replied the other, '^ at a less distance 
than twenty-five mUes, and yet not quite upon this very 
spot." 

*^ Why not Andover ?" asked his companion ; '' 'tis but six 
miles, and I am going thither." 

^^ Humph !" said the stranger, in a tone not quite satisfied; 
^' it must be so, if better cannot be found ; and yet, my 
friend, I would fain find some other lodging. Is there no 
inn hard by, where carriers bait their beasts and fill their 
bellies, and country-folks carouse on nights of merry-making i 
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or some old hall or goodly castle, where a truckle bed, or one 
of straw, a nunchion of bread and cheese, and a draught of 
ale, is not likely to be refused to a traveller with a good coat 
on his back and long-toed shoes?'' 

^^Oh, ay!" rejoined the first; ^^of the latter there are many 
round, but, on my life, it will be difficult to direct you to 
them. The men of this part have a fondness for crooked 
ways, and, unless you were the Daedalus who made them, or 
had some feiir dame to guide you by the clue, you might 
wander about for as many hours as would take you to Win- 
chester." 

^'Then Andover it must be, I suppose," answered the 
other ; ^^ though, to say sooth, I may there have to pay for a 
frolic, the score of which might better be reckoned with other 
men than myself." 

'^A frolic!" said his companion; ''nothing more, my 
friend?" 

" No, on my life 1" replied the other ; " a scurvy frolic, 
such as only a fool would commit ; but when a man has no- 
thing else to do, he is sure to fall into folly, and I am idle 
perforce." 

" Well, I '11 believe you," answered the first, after a mo- 
ment's thought ; '' I have, thank Heaven, the gift of credulity, 
and believe all that men tell me. Come, I will turn back 
with you, and guide you to a place of rest, though I shall be 
well laughed at for my pains." 

" Not for an act of generous courtesy, surely," said the 
stranger, quitting the half-jesting tone in which he had 
hitherto spoken. " If they laugh at you for that, I care not 
to lodge with them, and will not put your kindness to the 
test, for I should look for a cold reception." 

" Nay, nay, 'tis not for that, they will laugh," rejoined the 
other, '' and perhaps it may jump with my humour to go 
back, too. If you have committed a folly in a frolic to-night, 
I have committed one in anger. Come with me, tlierefore, 
and, as we go, give me some name by which to call you when 
we arrive, that I may not have to throw you into my uncle's 
hall as a keeper with a dead deer ; and, moreover, before we 
go, give me your word that we have no firolics here, for I 
would not, for much, that any one I brought, should move 
the old knight's heart with aught but pleasure." 

" There is my hand, good youth," replied the stranger, fol- 
lowing, as the other turned his horse ; '' and I never break 
my word, whatever men say of me, though they teU strange 
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4 AGINCOURT. 

tales. As for my name, people call me Hal of Hadoock ; 
it will do as well as another.'' 

^^For the nonoe," added his companion, understanding 
well that it was assumed; "but it matters not. Let us ride 
on, and the gate shall soon be opened to you ; for I do think 
they will be glad to see me back again, though I may not 
perchance stay long. 

' The porter rose anon certaine 
As soon as he heard John call/ " 

" You seem learned for a countryman," said the traveller, 
riding on by his side ; " but, perchance, I am speaking to a 
clerk?'' 

" Good faith, no," replied the first wayfarer; ** more soldier 
than clerk, Hal of Hadnock ; as old Robert of Laugland says, 
^ I cannot perfectly my Paternoster, as the priest it singeth, but 
I can rhyme of Robin Hode and Randof Earl of Chester.' I 
have cheered my boyhood with many a song and my youth 
with many a ballad. When lying in the field upon the 
marches of Wales, I have wiled away many a cold night with 
the — 

' Quens Moontfort, sa dure mort/ 
or, 

' Bichard of Alemaigne, while he was king/ 

and then in the cold blasts of March, I ever found comfort 
in — 

' Summer is icumen in, 
Lhude sing cuccu, 
Groweth sede and bloweth mode, 
And springeth the wode nu.' " 

" And good reason, too," said Hal of Hadnock ; " I do the 
same, i'faith ; and when wintry winds are blowing, I think 
ever, that a warmer day may come and all be bright again. 
Were it not for that, indeed, I might well be cold-hearted.'* 

" Fie, never flinch !" cried his gay companion ; " there is 
but one thing on earth should make a bold man cold- 
hearted." 

" And what may tliat be ?" asked the other ; " to lose his 
dinner?" 

" No, good life !" exclaimed the first, — ^^ to lose his lady's 
love." * 

'* Ay, is it there the saddle galls?" said Hal of Hadnock. 

'' Faith, not a whit," answered his fellow-traveller; "if it 
did, I should leave off singing. You are wrong in your 



AGINCOURT. 



guess. Master HaL I may lose my lady, but not my lady's 
love, or I am much mistaken ; and while that stays with me 
I will both sing and hope.** 

" Tis the best comfort,'' replied Hal of Hadnock, " and 
generaUy brings success. But what am I to call you, fair 
sir? for it mars one's speech to have no name for a compa*> 



nion." 



" Now, were not my uncle*s house within three miles," said 
the other, " I would pay you in your own coin, and bid you 
call me Dick of Andover ; for I am fond of secrets, and keep 
them faithfully, except when they are likely to be found out; 
but such being the case now, you must call me Richard of 
WoodviUe, if you would have my firiends know you mean a 
poor squire who has ever sought tlie places where hard blows 
are plenty ; but who missed his spurs at Bramham Moor by 
being sent by his good firiend Sir Thomas Rokeby to bear 
tidings of Northumberland's incursion to the King. I would 
fain have staid and carried news of the victory ; but, good 
sooth. Sir Thomas said he could trust me to tell the truth 
clearly as well as fight, and that, though he could trust the 
others to fight, he could not find one who would not make 
the matter either more or less to the King, than it really was. 
See what bad luck it is to be a plain-spoken fellow." 

*' Qood luck as well as bad," replied Hal of Hadnock ; and 
in such conversation they pursued their way, riding not quite 
so fast as either had been doing when first they met, and 
slackening their pace to a walk, when, about half a mile far- 
ther forward, they quitted the high road and took to the nar- 
row lanes of the country, which, as the reader may easily 
conceive, were not quite as good for travelling in those days, 
as even at present, when in truth they are offcen bad enough. 
They soon issued forth, however, upon a more open track, 
vrhere the river again ran along by the roadside, sheltered 
here and there by copses which occasionally rose from the 
very brink ; and, just as they regained it, the moon appearing 
over the low banks that fell crossing each other over its 
course, poured, from beneath the fringe of heavy clouds that 
canopied the sky above, her full pale light upon the whole 
extent of the stream. There was something fine but melan^ 
choly in the sight, grave and even grand ; and though there 
were none of those large objects which seem generally neces- 
sary to produce the sublime, there was a feeling of vastness 
given by the broad expanse of shadow overhead, and the long 
line of glistening brightness below, broken by the thick black 
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masses of brushwood that here and there bent over the flat 
surface of the water. 

*^ This is fine,*" said Hal of Hadnock ; ^ I love such night 
scenes with the solitary moon and the deep woods and the 
gleaming river — ay, eyen the dark clouds themselves. They 
are to me like a king's fate, where so many heavy things 
brood over him, so many black and impenetrable things sur- 
round him, and where yet often a clear yet cold efiulgence 
pours upon his way, grander and calmer than the warmer and 
gayer beams that fiill upon the course of ordinary men." 

His companion turned and gazed at him for a moment by 
the moonlight, but made no observation, till the other con- 
tinued, pointing with his hand, ** What is that drifting on the 
water ? Surely 'tis a man's head P' 

*^ An otter with a trout in his mouth, speeding to his hole," 
replied Richard of Woodville ; '^ he vrill not be long in sight 
*-See ! he is gone. All things fly from man. We have esta- 
blished our character for butchery with the brute creation ; 
and they wisely avoid the slaughter-house of our presence.^' 

*^ I thought it was something human, living or dead," re- 
plied Hal of Hadnock. *' MelMnks it were a likely spot for 
a man to rid himself of his enemy, and give the carrion to 
the waters ; or for a love-lorn damsel to bury griefs and me- 
mories beneath the sleepy shining of the moonlight stream. 
The Leuoadian promontory was an awful leap, and bold as 
well as sad must have been the heart to take it ; but here, 
timid despair might creep quietly into the soft closing v^ve, 
and find a more peaceful death-bed than the slow decay of a 
broken-heart" 

^^ Sad thoughts, sir, sad thoughts," replied Richard of 
Woodville ; ^^ and yet you seemed merry enough just now.** 

^^ Ay, the fit comes upon me as it will, comrade," replied 
the other ; *^ and, good faith, I strive not to prevent it I 
amuse myself witli my own humours, standing, as it were, 
without myself, and looking inward like a spectator at a 
toumay — ^now laughing at aU I see, now ready to weep ; and 
yet for the world I would not stop the scene, were it in my 
power to cast down my warder at the keenest point of strife, 
and say, ^ Pause ! no more !' Sometimes there lives not a 
merrier heart on this side the sea, and sometimes not a 
sadder within the waters. At one time I could laugh like 
a clown at a fedr, and at others would make ballads to the 
little stars, full of sad homilies." 

"Not so, I," rejoined Richard of Woodville. **I strive 
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for an eqaal mind. I would fain be always light-hearted ; 
and thongh, when I am crossed, I may be hot and hasty, 
ready to strive with others or myself, yet, in good truth, I 
soon learn to bear with all things, and to endure the ills that 
fall to my portion, as lightly as may be. Man 's a beast of 
burden, and must carry his pack-saddle ; so it is better to do 
it quietly than to kick under the load. Out upon those who 
go seekiiig for sorrows, a sort of oonmiodity they may find 
at their own door! One whines over man's ingratitude; 
another takes to heart the scorn of the great; another broods 
over his merit neglected, and his good deeds forgotten ; 
but, were they wise, and did good without thought of thanks 
— ^were they high of heart, and knew themselves as great in 
their inmost soul as the greatest in the land — ^were they 
bright in mind, and found pleasure in the mind's exercise— 
ihey would both merit more and repine less, ay, and be surer 
of their due in the end." 

''By my life, you said you were no clerk, Richard of 
WoodviUe," cried his companion, ^' and here you have 
preached me a sermon, fit to banish moon-sick melancholy 
from the land. But say, good youth, is yonder light looking 
out of your uncle's hall window — ^there, far on the other side 
of the stream ?** 

*^ No, no," answered Woodville ; '^ ride after it, and see 
how &r it will lead yon. You will soon find yourself neck 
deep in the swamp. 'Tis a Will-o'-the-wisp. My uncle's 
house lies on before, beyond the village of Abbot's Ann, just 
a quarter of a mile from the Abbey ; so, as the one brother 
owns the hall, and the other rules ^e monastery, they can 
aid and countenance each other, whether it be at a merry-- 
making or a broil. Then, too, as the good Abbot is as meek 
as an ewe in a May morning, and Sir Philip is as fiery as the 
sun in June, the one can tame the other's wrath, or work up 
his courage, as the case may be—but here we see the first 
houses, and lights in the window, too. Why, how now ! 
Dame Julien has not gone to bed — ^but, I forgot, there is a 
glutton mass to-morrow, and, as the reeve's wife, she nrast 
be cooking capons, truly. But, hark ! there is a sound of a 
oithem, and some one singing. Good faith, they are making 
merry by their fireside, though curfew has tolled long since. 
Well, Heaven send all good men a cheerful evening, and a 
happy hearth ! Perhaps tfiey have some poor minstrel within, 
and are keeping up his heart with kindness ; for Julien is a 
bountiful dame, and the reeve, though somewhat hard upon 
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the young knaves, is no way pinched when lliere is a sad 
face at his door. Well, fiair sir, we shall soon be home. A 
pleasant place is home ; ay, it is a pleasant place, and, when 
far away, we think of it always. God help tne man who has 
no home ! and let all good Christians befriend him, for he 
has need.** 

Although Hal of Hadnock made no farther observations 
upon his companion's mood and character, there was some- 
thing therein that struck and pleased him greatly ; and he was 
no mean judge of his fellow-men, for he had mingled with 
many of eveiy class and degree. Quick and ready in dis- 
covering, by small traits, the secrets of that complicated 
mystery, the human heart, he saw, even in the love of music 
and poetry, in a man habituated to camps and fields of 
battle, a higher and finer mind than the common society of 
the day afforded ; for it must not be thought, that either in 
the knight or the knight's son, of our old fnend Chaucer, the 
poet gave an accurate picture of the gentry of the age. That 
there were such is not to be doubted — but they were few ; 
and the generality of the nobles and gentlemen of those 
times were sadly illiterate and rude. The occasional words 
Bichard of Woodville let drop, too, regarding his own scheme 
of home philosophy, showed, his companion thought, a 
strength and vigour of character which might be serviceable 
to others as well as himself, in any good and honourable 
cause ; and Hal of Hadnock, as they rode on, said to him- 
self, *^ I will see more of this man." 

After passing through the little village, and issuing out 
again into the open country, they saw, by the light of the 
moon, now rising higher, and dispersing die olouds as she 
advanced, a high isolated hill standing out, detached from 
aU the woods and scattered hedge-rows round. At a little 
distance fix»m its base, upon the left, appeared the tail pin- 
nacles and tower of an abbey and a church, cutting dark 
against the lustrous sky behind ; and, partly hidden by the 
trees on the right, partly rising above them, were seen the 
bold lines of anodier building, in a sterner style of archi- 
tecture. 

^ That is your uncle's dwelling, I suppose i*^ said Hal of 
Hadnock, pointing on with his hand. ** Shall we find any 
one up ? It is hard upon ten o'clock.'' 

« Oh, no fear," replied Bichard of Woodville. " Good Sir 
Philip Beauchamp sits late in the halL He will not take his 
white head to the pillow for an hour or two ; and the ladies 
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like well to keep him company. Here, to the left, is a shorter 
way through the wood ; but look to your horse's footing, for 
the woodmen were busy this morning, and may have left 
branches abouf 

In less than five minutes more they were before the em- 
battled gates of one of those old English dwellings, half 
castle, half house, which denoted the owner to be a man of 
station and consideration — just a step below, in fortune or 
rank, those mighty barons who sheltered themselves from 
the storms of a factious and lawless epoch, in fortresses 
filled with an army of retainers and dependants. As they 
approached, Richard of Woodville raised his voice and 
(^led aloud, 

" Tim Morris I Tim Morris ! " He waited a moment, 
singing to himself the two verses he had repeated before — 

" ' The porter rose again certaine 
Ab soon as he heard John cdll ;* " 

and then added, ^ But it will be different now, I fancy ; for 
honest Tim is as deaf as a miller, and his boy is sound 
asleep, I suspect. Tim Morris, I say ! — He wUl keep us 
here all night: — Tim Morris ! — ^How now, old sluggard ! ^ he 
continued, as the ancient porter rolled back the gate ; ^^ were 
you snoring in your wicker-chair, that you m^e us dance 
attendance, as you do the country folk of a Monday morn- 
ing?" 

^ *Tis fit they should learn to dance the Morris dance, as 
they call it. Master Dick,'' answered the porter, laughing, 
and holding up his lantern. ^^ God yield ye, sir ! I thought 
you were gone for the night, and I was stripping off my 
jerkin." 

^ Is Simeon of Boydon gone, then ? " asked Woodville. 

^ Nay, sir, he stays liJl night," answered the porter. 
*^ Here, boy ! here, knave ! turn thee out, and run across 
the court to take the horses." 

A sleepy boy, with senses yet but half awake, crept out 
from the door, and followed Bichard of Woodville and his 
companion, as they rode across the small space that sepa- 
rated the gate from the Hall itself. There, at a flight of 
steps, leading to a portal which might well have served a 
church, they dismounted ; and, advancing before his fellow- 
traveller, Bichard of WoodvUle raised the heavy bar of 
hammered iron, which served for a latch, and entered the 
hall, singing aloud — 
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' As I rode on a Monday, 
Between Wettenden and Wall, 
All alonf the broad way, 
I met a uttle man withal/ " 

As he spoke he pushed back the door for Hal of Hadnock 
to enter, and a scene was presented to his companion's sight 
which deserves rather to begin than end a chapter. 



CHAPTER H. 

THE HALL AND ITS DENIZENS. 

The hall of the old house at Dunbury — long swept away by 
the two great destroyers of man's works. Time and Change 
— ^was a spacious vaulted chamber, of about sixty feet in its 
entire length, by from thirty-five to forty in width ; but, at 
the end next the court, a part of the pavement, of about nine 
feet broad, and some eighteen or twenty inches lower than 
the rest, was separated from the hall by two broad steps 
running all the way across. This inferior space presented 
three doors ; the great one communicating at once with the 
court, and two oUiers in the angles, at the right side and 
the left, leading to chambers in the rest of the building. At 
the further end of the hall, on the left, was another small 
door, opposite to which there appeared tlie first four steps of 
a staircase, which wound away with a turn to apartments 
above. There was a high window over the principal entrance, 
from which the room received, in the daytime, its only light ; 
and about half way up the chamber, on the left hand, was 
the wide chimney and hearth, with seats on either side, and 
two vast bars of iron between them for burning wood. In 
the midst of the pavement stood a long table, with some 
benches, one or two stools and a great chair, in which the 
master of the mansion seated himself at the time of meals ; 
but the hall presented no other ornament whatever, except a 
number of lances, bows, cross-bows, axes, maces, and other 
offensive arms, which were ranged with some taste against 
the walls. The armoury was in another part of the house, 
and these weapons seemed only admitted here to be ready 
in case of immediate need ; for those were tames in which 
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men did not always know how soon tlie hand might be called 
upon to defend the head. 

When Richard of Woodville and his companion entered, 
some six or seven large logs, I might almost call them trees^ 
were blazing on the heartii ; and, in addition to the glare 
they afforded, a sconce of seven burners above the chimney 
shed a full light upon the party assembled round the fire. 
That party was very numerous, for several maids and re- 
tainers, of whom it may not be necessary to speak more 
particularly, were scattered round the principal personages, 
busy with such occupations for the evening as were common 
in a rude age, when mtellectual pursuite were very litde 
cultivated. 

The group in front, however, deserves more attention, 
consisting of seven persons, most of whom we shall have to 
speak of more than once in the course of these pages. In 
the seat within the chimney, just opposite the door, sat the 
master of the mansion, a tall poweriul old man, who had 
seen many a battle-field in his day, during that and the pre- 
ceding reign, and had borne away the marks of hard blows 
upon his &ce. He was spare and large boned in form, with 
his hair and beard* very nearly white ; but he was hale and 
florid withal, and his countenance, though strongly marked, 
had an expression of kindness and good humour, not at all 
incompatible with the indications of a quick and fiery temper, 
which were to be discovered in the sparkle of his undimmed 
blue eye, and the sudden contraction of his brow when any* 
thing surprised him. The seat on the other side of the &re 
was not visible from the door by which the two wayfarers 
entered ; but beyond the angle of the chimney, protruded 
into the light, the arm, shoulder, and part of the head of 
another tall old man, apparently clothed in the grey gown 
of some monastic order. 

On the left of Sir Philip Beauchamp was seated a young 
lady, perhaps eighteen or nineteen years of age, widi her 
arm resting on his knee, and her head and figure bent grace- 
folly towards him. Her hair was as black as jet, her skin 
soft and clear, and her complexion somewhat pale, though a 
slight tinge of the rose might be seen upon her cheek. Her 
eyes, like her father's, were of a deep clear blue, though the 

* The beard was, at this time, usually shaved off by the Enelish 
nobles ; but many of the older barons still retained it, and I find the 
mustachio very frequently in contemporaneous representationB of 
younger knights. 
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long black fringes that bordered her eyelids in a long sweep- 
ing line, made them, at a distance, look as dark as her hain 
She seemed neither above nor below the ordinary height of 
woman; and her whole figure, though by no means thin, was 
slim and delicate. The small exquisite foot and rounded 
ancle inclining gracefully towards the fire, were displayed by 
the posture in which she had placed herself; and the hand 
that rested on her father's knee, with long fingers tapering to 
the point, showed in every line the high Norman blood of 
her race. 

Next to Isabel Beauohamp, the only daughter of the old 
knight, was another lady, perhaps a year younger. She was 
in several respects strikingly contrasted to her fair companion, 
though hardly less beautiful. Her hair was of a light glossy 
brown, catclung a warm gleam wherever the light fell upon 
it, as fine as silk new spun firom the cone, yet curling in large 
bunches wherever it could escape from l^e bands that con- 
fined it Her complexion was £Bdr and glowing; her cheek 
warm with health, and her skin as soft and smooth as that of 
a child. To look upon her at a little distance, one would 
iiave expected to find the merry grey or blue eye, so often 
seen in the pretty village maid ; but hers was dark brown, 
large, and full, and soft, yet with a laughing light therein, 
that seemed to speak a buoyant and a happy heart. In form 
she was somewhat taller than the other; but though her 
waist looked as if it would have required no giant's hand to 
span it round, yet there was that sort of full and graceful 
sweep in all the lines, which painters and statuaries, I believe, 
call contour. Nought but the tip of one foot was seen from 
beneath the long and flowing petticoat then in fashion; but 
«ven from that, one might judge that nothing much more 
neat and small ever beat the turf, except amongst the elves of 
fair}' land. Her hand rested upon a frame of embroidery, at 
which she had been working, and her head was slightly bent 
forward, as if to hear something said by the good Abbot of 
the convent, who sac opposite to his brother, in the seat 
within the chimney. But between her and him, was another 
group, consisting of three persons, which somewhat detached 
itself from the rest. Two were seated, a lady and a gentle- 
man, and the third was standing with his arms folded on his 
chest a little behind the others. 

The backs of these three were turned towards the door by 
which Woodville and his companions entered; and they were 
somewhat in the shade, being placed between the lower end 
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of the hall and the light both of the fire and the sconce ; but 
as we are now looking at the picture of the whole, we may as. 
well examine the details before we proceed. 

The lady bore a striking resemblance in features, com- 
plexion, and form, to Isabel Beauchamp, whom we have 
already described; and the Lady Catherine might well be 
taken, as was often the case, for her cousin's sister. She was 
taller, indeed, though not much; but the chief difference was 
in the expression of the two countenances. Catherine's 
wanted all the gentleness, the tenderness, the thoughtfulness, 
of Isabel's. It could assume a look of playful coquetry, it 
could seem grave, it could seem joyous; but with each ex- 
pression there mingled a touch of pride, perhaps, too, of 
vanity; and a scornful turn of the lip and well-chiseled 
nostril, as well as a quick flash of the eye, spoke the rash and 
haughty spirit which too certainly dwelt within her breast. 

We are the slaves of circumstances from our cradle; and 
the mother and the nurse form as much part of our fate as 
any of the other events which mould our character, guide our 
course, and lead us to high station, retain us in mediocrity, 
or plunge us into misfortune. Catherine Beauchamp, like 
her cousin, was an only child, and an heiress ; but her mother 
had brought large possessions to her father, and with those 
large possessions an inexhaustible store of pride. She had 
looked upon herself, indeed, as her husband's bene£a,ctor, for 
he was a younger brother, of small estate; and, after his 
death, she and a foolish servant had rivalled each other in 
instilling into her daughter's mind high notions of her own 
importance. In this, as in many another thing, the mother 
had proved herself weak; and the spoilt chUd had early 
shown her the result of her own folly. She did not live long 
enough to correct her error, even if she had possessed sense 
enough to make the effort; and when Catherine came to the 
house of her uncle, as his. ward, her character was too far 
fixed to render any lessons effectual, but the severe ones of 
the world. There, then, she sat, beautiful, rich, vain, and 
haughty, claiming all admiration as her due, and believing 
that even her faults ought to be admired for her loveliness 
and her wealth. 

Beside her was placed her mother's nearest relation, a 
distant cousin, named Simeon of Boydon. He was a tall^ 
robust, well-proportioned man, of two or three and thirty 
years of age, with a quantity of light hair close cut in front, 
and left long upon the back o the head and over the temples. 
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His features were in general good; and what with youth and 
health, a florid complexion, &ir skin, bright keen eyes, an 
aquiline nose, somewhat too much depressed, and an air of 
<sfidm self-importance and courtly ease, he was the sort of 
man so often called handsome by those who little consider 
or know in what beauty really consists. Nothing, indeed, 
that dress could do, was left undone, according to the 
feishions of the day, to set off his person to the best of 
advantage. His long limbs were clothed in the light- 
coloured breeches and hose, without division from the waist 
to the foot, which were then generally worn by men of the 
higher class; but so tightly did they fit, that scarce a muscle 
of the leg might not be traced beneath; and his coat was 
also cut so close to his shape, that except on the chest, 
where, perhaps, some padding added to the appearance of 
breadth, the garment seemed to be but an outer skin. His 
shoes exhibited points of at least six inches in length beyond 
the toe; and the sleeves of his mantle, which he continued 
to wear even in the hall, hung down till they swept the floor. 
He wore a dagger in his girdle with a jewelled hilt, and a 
<dasp upon his coat with a ruby set in gold; while on his 
thumb appeared a large signet-ring of a very peculiar fashion 
and device. 

Notwithstanding dress, however, and good features, and a 
countenance under perfect command, there were certain 
minute, but very distinct signs, to be perceived by an eye 
practised in the study of the human character, which be- 
trayed the fact, that his smooth exterior was but a sheU con- 
taining a less pleasant core. There was a wandering of the 
eyes, which did not always seem to move in the same orbits; 
there was an occasional quiver of the lower lip, as if words 
which might be dangerous were restrained with difficulty; 
there was a look of keen, eager, almost fierce, inquiry, when 
anything was said, the meaning of which he did not at once 
comprehend; and then a sudden return to a bland and sweet 
expression almost of insipidity, which spoke of something 
false and hollow. He was talking to Catherine Beauchamp, 
when Bichard of Woodville and Hal of Hadnock entered, in 
gay tones, often mingling a low laugh with his conversation^ 
and eying his own foot and leg as it was stretched out to- 
wards the fire, with an air of great self-admiration and 
satisfaction. 

The figure of the third person, who stood close behind the 
lady — as if he had come round thither and left vacant a stool 
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which appeared on the other side, to take part in her con- 
yersadon with Sir Simeon of Roydon — ^was as tall and finer 
in all its proportions than that of the knight who sat by her 
side. His chest was broader; his arms more muscular; the 
turn of his head, and the fall of his shoulders, more graceful 
and symmetrical. His dark hair curled short round his 
forehead, and on his neck ; his straight-cut features, of a 
grave and somewhat stem cast, wore their least pleasing look 
when in repose; for they wanted but the fire of expression 
to light them up in a moment, and render them aU bright 
and glowing. His eye, however, the feature which soonest 
receives that light, had in it a fixed melancholy, which 
scarcely even left it when he smiled; and now, though he 
had come round thither to interchange a few words vrith 
Catherine, his betrothed wife, and her gay kinsman. Sir 
Henry Dacre had fallen into thought again, and remained 
standing with his arms folded on his chest, and his look fixed 
upon Isabel Beauchamp, as she leaned upon her father's 
knee. His gaze was intense, thoughtful — I might call it 
inquiring; but yet it was not rude, for he knew not that his 
eyes were so firmly fixed upon her. He was buried in his 
ovm thoughts; and perhaps the peculiar investigating ex- 
pression of that look might be accounted for by supposing that 
he was asking questions, difficult to solve, of his own heart. 

Isabel herself did not remark that he was gazing at her, 
for she was listening to some anecdote of other days which 
her father was telling. But the old knight did observe the 
glance of his young friend, and he observed it with pain, 
yet ^^ more in sorrow than in. anger;'' for there were some* 
things for which he bitterly grieved, but which could not be 
amended. He broke off his story for a moment to mutter to 
himself, *^ Poor fellow !" and just at that instant his eye 
lighted upon Richard of Woodville, as the young traveller 
opened die great door of the hall. His brow contracted 
while perhaps one might count ten, but was speedily clear 
again, and he exclaimed, laughing aloud — ^^ Ha ! here is 
Dickon again ! I thought he would not go fieur." 

Every one turned round suddenly ; and all laughed gaily, 
except one. But the fair girl vrith the rich brown hair, 
sitting next to Isabel Beauchamp, gazed down the hall, with 
a smile indeed, but with a kindly look gleaming forth through 
her half-closed, merry eyes. 

^^ Ah, run-away !" cried Isabel Beauchamp, still laughing; 
«< so you have come back ?" 
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^ Yes, sweet cousin/' replied Richard of Woodville, ad* 
▼ancing up the hall with his companion ; *^ but I have a 
cause — I should have been half way to Winchester else. — 
Here is a gentleman, sir,'' he continued, addressing his uncle, 
^ whom I have met seeking the right way, and &iding the 
wrong ; and I failed not in promising him your hospitality 
for the night.^ 

" Right, Richard — ^you did right !'* replied the old knight, 
raising his tall form from the seat by the fire. ** Sir, you 
are most welcome. Quick, Hugh of Clatford, leave cutting 
that bow, and speed to the buttery and the kitchen. Bid 
them bring wine and meat. I pray you, sir, take the seat 
by the fire.** 

^ Nay, not so, noble sir,** replied Hal of Hadnook, in a 
courteous tone. *^ I am not one to take the place of vene- 
rable years and high renown. Thanks for your welcome, 
and good fortune to your roof-tree. I beseech you, let me 
make no confusion. I will place me here ;** and he drew a 
stool from the table somewhat nearer to the fire, and seated 
himself, while all eyes were fixed upon him. 

Richard of Woodville, too, took a better view of his com- 

E anion than he had hitherto obtained, and that view satisfied 
im that he had not introduced to his uncle's hall a guest, 
who, in point of rank and station, at least, was not well de« 
serving of a place therein. 

The stranger was, as I have already said, a tall and some- 
what slim young man, perhaps four or five and twenty years 
of age, widi black hair and close-shaved beard, keen dark 
eyes, long and sinewy limbs, and a chest of great width and 
depth. His features were remarkably fine, his brow wide 
and expansive, his forehead high, and the whole expression 
of his countenance noble and commanding. His dress was 
rich and costly, without being gaudy. His coat of deep 
brown, covering the hips, like that of a crossbowman, was of 
the finest cloth, and ornamented with small lines of gold, in 
a quaint but not ungraceful pattern. Instead of the hood 
then commonly worn, his head was covered with a small cap 
of velvet, and one long pennache, or feather, clasped vrith a 
large jewel ; his dagger and the hilt of his sword were both 
studded widi rubies, and though his riding-boots of untanned 
leather were cut square off at the toe, instead of being en- 
cumbered with the long points still in fashion, over them 
were buckled, with a broad strap and flap, a pair of gilt 
spurs, showing that he had seen service in arms, and had 
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won knightly rank. His tight-fitting hose were of a light 
philimot, or brownish yellow colour, and round the leg, 
below the knee, was a mark, as if the impression of a thong, 
seeming to prove that when not in riding attire, he was ac- 
customed to wear shoes so long, that the horns points were 
obliged to be fastened up by a gilt chain, as was then not 
unusual. His manner was highly courteous ; but it was re- 
marked, that at first he committed what has, in most ages, 
been considered an act of rudeness, remaining with his head 
covered some minutes after he entered the hall. But, at 
length, seeming suddenly to remember that such was the 
case, he took off his cap, and laid it on the table. 

Sir Philip Beauchamp, without asking any question of his 
guest, proceeded at once to name to him the different persons 
assembled round the fire ; but as we have already heard who 
they were, it is needless to give a recapitulation here. 
Richard of Woodville, however, marked or fancied, that as 
the old knight pronounced the name of Sir Simeon of 
B.oydon, a brief glance of recognition passed between that 
personage and his companion of the road; but neither 
claimed the other as an acquaintance, and Woodville said 
nothing to call attention to what he had observed. 

" It will seem scarcely courteous, sir,'* said the guest, as 
Sir Philip ended, " not to give you my own name, though 
you in your hospitality will not ask it; but yet, for the 
present, I will beg you to call me simply Hal of Hadnock ; 
and ere I go. Sir Philip, to your own ear I will tell more. 
And now, pray let me not kill mirth, or break off a pleasant 
talc, or stop a sweet lay ; for doubtless you pass the long 
eves of March as did the knights and dames in our old friend 
Chaucer's dreams — 

' Some to rede old romances, 
Them occupied for ther pleasances, 
Some to make ver^kues and laies, 
And some to other diverse plaies.' " 

'^ Nay, sir," answered the old knight, who had glanced 
with a smile at his guest's gilded spurs, as he gave himself 
the name of Hal of Hadnock, '^ we were but talking of some 
old deeds of arms, which, doubtless, yon in your career have 
oiiten heard o£ As to lays, when my nephew Richard is 
away, we have but little poesy in the house, except when this 
sweet ward of mine, Mary Markham, will sing us a gay ditty." 

^^ Not to-night — ^not to-night !" cried the lady on Isabel 
Beauchamp's left; ^' I am not in tune to-night.** 

c 
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Isabel bent her head to her fair companion, and whispered 
a word which made the blood come warm into Mary Mark- 
ham's cheek ; bat Catherine, with a gay toss of her head, 
and a glance of her blue eye at the handsome stranger, ex- 
claimed — ^^ I love neither lay nor ballad ; they are but plain 
English twisted out of form, and set to a dull tune." 

*^ Indeed, lady !^ said the stranger, gazing upon her with 
an incredulous smile. ^' I have ever thought that music and 
verse made sweet things sweeter ; and, methinks, even now^ 
were it some tender lay addressed to your bright looks, you 
would not find the sounds so rude.'' 

A smile passed round the little circle, but did not visit the 
lip of Sir Henry Dacre ; and though Catherine Beauchamp 
laughed with a scornful smile, it seemed as if she knew not 
well whether to look upon the stranger's words as kind or 
uncourteous. 

" Ha, Kate 1 he touched you there," said the old knight. 
'^ What think you, Abbot ? has not our guest judged our 
niece aright ?" 

*^ I believe it is so with all ladies," answered the Abbot, 
gravely ; ^ they find the words of praise sweet, and the words 
of blame bitter, whether it be in song or saying. You men 
of the world nurture them in such folly. You flatter them 
too much ; so that, like the tongue of a wine-bibber, they can 
taste nothing but what is high-seasoned." 

^' Faith, not a whit, reverend lord," cried Hal of Hadnook, 
gaily; ^ craving your forgiveness, we deal with them as 
heaven intended. Fair and delicate in mind and frame, we 
shelter their persons from all rough winds and storms, as frur 
as may be, and their ears from all harsh sounds. They were 
not made to cope with the rough things of life ; and if they 
find wholesome exercise for body and soul, good feither, in 
the chase and in the confessional, it is as much as is needed. 
The Church has the staple trade for truth, especially with 
ladies ; and for any laymen to make it their merchandise 
would be against the laws of Cupid's realm." 

^^ I fear you speak lightly, my son," said the Abbot, with a 
good-humoured smile ; '' but here comes your meal, and I 
will give it my blessing." 

By such words as these, the ice of new acquaintance waa 
soon broken, and, as the guest sat down at the side of the 
long table, to partake of such viands as his entertainer's 
hospitality provided for him, the party round the fire sepa- 
rated into various groups. The good master of the manaion 
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approached to do the honours of his board, and press the 
stranger to his food. Catherine seemed smitten with a 
sadden fit of affection for her uncle, and placed herself near 
him, where, with no small spice of coquetry, she sought 
to engage the attention of the visitor to herself. Sir 
Henry Dacre remained talking by the fire with Isabel Beau- 
champ ; and, whateyer was die subject of their discourse, 
the faces of both remained grave, almost sad ; while, at a 
little distance, Richard of Woodville conversed in low tones 
with fair Mary Markham, and their faces presented the 
aspect of an April sky, with its clouds and its sunshine, being 
sometimes overshadowed by a look of care and anxiety, 
sometimes smiling gaily, as if the inextinguishable hopes of 
youth blazed suddenly up into a flame, after burning low and 
dimly for a while, under some cold blast from the outward 
world. 

The Abbot had resumed his seat by the fire, and Sir Simeon 
of Roydon had not quitted his ; but the latter, though the good 
monk spoke to him from time to time, seemed buried in his 
own thoughts, answered briefly, and often vaguely, and then 
fell into a reverie again, turning occasionally his eyes upon 
his fair kinswoman and the stranger with an expression of no 
great pleasure. 

With the old knight and Catherine Beauchamp, in the 
meanwhile, Hal of Hadnock kept up the conversation gaily, 
seeming to find a pleasure in so mingling sweet and bitter 
things together, in his language to the lady, as sometimes to 
flatter, sometimes to pique her; and thus, without her know- 
ing it, he contrived to put her through all her paces, like a 
managed horse, till every little wellness and fault in her 
character was displayed, one after another. 

At first, Sir Philip Beauchamp was amused, and laughed at 
the stranger's merry jests, thinking, *^ It will do Kate good to 
hear some wholesome truth from an impartial tongue ;" but 
as he saw that, whether intentionally or not, the words of 
Hal of Hadnock had the effect of bringing out all the evil 
points in her disposition to the eyes of his guest, he grew 
uneasy for his brother's child, and felt all her faults more 
keenly from seeing her thus expose them, in mere vanity, to 
the acquaintance of an hour. He saw, then, with satis&c- 
tion, his guest's meal draw towards a close, and, as soon as 
it was done^ proposed that they should all retire to rest 

There was some consideration required as to what chamber 
should be assigned to Hal of Hadnock, — ^for small pieces of 

c2 
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ceremony were, in those days, matters of importance, — ^but 
Sir Philip Beauchamp deciaed the matter, by telling Richard 
of Woodville to lead the visitor to the rose-tapestry room, 
and to place a good yeoman to sleep across his door. It 
was one of the principal guest-chambers of the house ; and 
its selection showed that the good knight judged his nephew's 
fellow-traveller to be of higher rank than he assumed. 

Lighted by a page, Richard of Woodville led the way, and 
entered with his companion, when they reached the apart- 
ment to which they had been directed. Although it was now 
late, he remained there more than an hour, in conversation 
deeply interesting to himself, at least. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE FOREGONE EVENTS. 

** Come," Richard of Woodville," said his companion, as 
soon as they entered the chamber of the rose-tapestry, *^ let 
us be friends. You have served me at my need ; and I 
would fain serve you ; but I must first know how." 

" Faith, sir, that is not easy," answered Woodville, " for I 
do not know how myself." 

"Well, then, I must think for you, Richard," rejoined 
Hal of Hadnock ; ^* what stays your marriage ?" 

Woodville gazed at him with some surprise, and then 
smiled. ** My marriage ! — with whom ?" he asked. 

" Nay, nay," answered his new friend, " waste not time 
with idle concealments. I am a man who uses his eyes ; 
and I can tell you, methinks, all about every one in the hall 
we have just left." 

** Well, stay yet a moment, till we can be alone," replied 
Woodville ; "they will soon bring you a livery of wine and 
*manchet bread." 

" In pity stop them," cried Hal of Hadnock ; " I have 
supped so late that I can take no more." But, as he was 
speaking, a servant entered with a cup of hot wine, and a 
small roll of fine bread upon a silver plate. As bound in 
courtesy, the guest broke ofi* a piece of the manchet, and put 
the cup to his lips ; but it was a mere ceremony, for he did 
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not drink ; and the man, taking away the rest of the wine 
and bread, quitted the room. 

^' Now, Richard, yoii shall see if I be right," continued 
Hal of Hadnock. '^ There is one pretty, maid, called Maiy 
Markham, or I heard not your unde , right, whose cheek 
sometimes changes from the soft hue of the rose's outer 
leaves, to the deep crimson of its blushing breast, when a 
certain Richard of Woodville is near; and there is one good 
youth, called Richard of Woodville, who can whisper sweet 
words in Mary Markham's ear, while his uncle holds con- 
verse with a new guest at a distance.** 

Woodville laughed, and made no answer ; and his com- 
panion went on. 

^* Well, then, there is a fair Lady Catherine, beautiful and 
witly, but somewhat shrewish withal, and holding her own 
merits as most rare jewels, too good to be bestowed on 
ordinary men ; who would have a lover, like a bird in a 
cage, piping all day to her perfections, and would think him 
well paid if she gave him but one of the smiles or looks 
whereof she is bountiful to those who love her not: and, 
moreover, there is one Sir Harry Dacre, a noble knight and 
true — ^for I have heard his name ere now — ^whom I should 
&ncy to be her husband, were it not that " 

>' Why should you think them so nearly allied ?" asked 
Woodville. 

^ Because she gave him neither word nor look," replied 
Hal of Hadnock. '^ Is not that proof enough vdth such a 
dame?" 

^* You have read them but too rightly," rejoined Richard 
of Woodville, with a sigh. ^^ He is not, indeed, her husband, 
but as near it as may be — ^betrothed in infancy ; a curse upon 
such doings, that bind together in the bud two flowers that 
but destroy each other's blossoms as they grow. They are 
to be wedded fiilly when she sees twenty years ; and poor 
Dacre, as noble and as true a heart as e'er was known, looks 
sternly forward to that day, as a prisoner does to the hour 
of execution ; for she has taught him too early, and too well, 
all those secrets of her bosom which a wiser woman would 
have hidden." 

'* He does not love her, that is clear," answered his com- 
panion, in a graver tone than he had hitherto used. ^' Did. 
he never love her .'" 

*^ No, not with manly love," replied Richard of Woodville. 
*' I remember well, when we were both boys together, and 
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she as lovely a girl as ever was seen, he used to be proud then 
of her beauty, and call her his fair young wife. But even then 
she began we lessons, of which die has given him such a 
course, that never pale student at Oxford was better indoc* 
trinated in Aristotle, than he is in her heart Even in those 
early days she would jeer and scoff at him, and if he showed 
her any litde tenderness, would straightway strive to make 
him angry; would pretend great fon^ess for some other — 
&r me — for any one who happened to be near; would give 
his gifts away; admire whatever was not like him. Oh, 
then fair hair was her delight, blue eyes were beautiful. 
She hated him, I do believe, because she was tied to him, 
and that was the only bond upon her own capricious will ; 
so that she resolved to use him as a boy does a poor bird 
tied to him by a string, pulling it hither and thither till its 
litde heart beats unto bursting with such cruel tyranny ! 
Had she begun less early, indeed, her power of grieving lum 
would have been greater, for he was well inclined to let 
affection take duty's hand, and love her if he could. But 
she herself soon ended diat source of torture. She may 
now play the charmer with whom she will, she cannot wring 
his heart with jealousy.** 

^< He does not love her, that is dear,** repeated Hal of 
Hadnock, in a still graver tone, *^ but he may love another.** 

" Ha !'* exclaimed WoodviUe ; " whom ttunk you, sir ?** 

^ Nay,** replied his companion, after a pause, ^ it is not 
for me, my good Mend, to sow suspicious doubts or fears, 
where I find them not I do believe Sir Harry Dacre will 
do all that is right and noble ; and I did but mean to say, 
that his poor heart may know greater tortures than you 
dream o^i^ tied as he is by the act of others, to a woman who 
will not suffer him to love her, he has met, or should here* 
after meet, with one on whom all his best affections can be 
placed. I say not that he has, — I only say, such a thing 
maybe.** 

Bichard of Woodville gazed down upon the rushes on the 
floor for several moments with a thoughtful look. *' I know 
of whom you would speak,** he said at length ; ^ but I think, 
in this, you have deceived yourself, sharp as your observa* 
tion has been« Isabel has been the companion of both firom 

£outh; and to her, in early days, Dacre would go for conso- 
ition and kindness, when worn out by this cold, vain lady's 
caprice and perverseness. She pitied him, and soothed; 
and often have I heard her try to soften Catherine*s conduct^ 
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making it seem youihfiil folly and high spirits ; and trying 
to take the venom from the wonnd. He looks upon Isabel 
as a sister — ^nothing more — I think/^ 

Hal of Hadnook shook his head ; and then suddenly 
turned to another subject " Well,'^ he said, ^* you will not 
deny that I am right in some things, and, therefore, as I am 
in yoin: secret, whether you will or not, now answer me my 
question — ^What stays your marriage ?" 

^* Grood sooth, I cannot tell,^ replied Bichard of Wood- 
TiUe; ''the truth is, this dear lovely girl came here some 
years gone, none knew from whence ; but it was my unde 
brought her, and ever since he has treated her as a daughter. 
All have loved her, and I more than all ; but day after day went 
by in sports and pleasures ; and, in a full career of happi- 
ness, I did not think till yesterday of risking the present by 
striving to brighten the future. Last evening, however, I 
said some plainer words than usual. What she replied 
matters not ; but I saw that, afterwards, she was not so gay 
as usual ; and to-day I took a moment, when I thought good 
Sir Philip was in a yielding mood, and asked the hand of 
his dear ward — or daughter; for I must not hide from you 
that men have suspicions, there is blood of the Beauchampa 
in this same lady's veins. He gave me a rough answer, 
however ; told me not to think of her, and would assign no 
reason why. I will not say we quarrelled, for I love him 
too much, and reverence him too much for that; but I said 
in haste, that if I were not to think of her, I would stay no 
longer where suing only bred regret ; and diat I would seek 
honour, if I could not find a bride. He answered it was the 
best thing I could do ; and so, without more thought than 
to feed my horse, and bid them all fiurewell, I put foot in 
stirrup for my own place hard by West Meon, with the 
intent of seeking service in some foreign land, as the wars 
here have come to an end. My good uncle only laughed at 
me, and told them, as I mounted in the court, that Dickon 
was out of humour, but would soon find his good spirits again. 
I did not do so for a long way, however; but, as I went well 
sure of my ladjr's grace, I began to take heart after a-while, 
and resolved diat she should hear of me from other shores, 
till I could claim her, and no one say me nay.^ 

''It was a good resolve,** answered his companion; "for 
in such a case I know not what else could be done. But 
whither did you intend to bend your steps — to France ? " 

" Nay, not to France,** said Woodville ; " I love not the 



24 AGINCOURT. 

Frenohmen. If our good king, indeed, were again to draw 
the sword for the recovery of bM that sluggish men and evil 
times have lost of our rightful lands since iJbe Black Prince's 
death, right willingly would I follow thither to fight against 
the French, but not serve with them." 

^* But his royal thoughts are turned to other things," 
replied Hal of Hadnock ; '^ he still holds the mind, I hear, 
to take the cross, and couch a lance for the sepulchre." 

^^That is gone by, I am told," answered Richard of 
Woodville; *^this frequent sickness that attacks him has 
made him think of other things, men say; but, doubtless, 
you know better than I do ? " 

^^ Nay, I know nought about it," said his fellow traveller; 
** but it is predicted that he shall die at Jerusalem." 

** Heaven send it," exclaimed Woodville; "for if he live 
till then, his will be a long reign, methinks." 

"Amen!" rejoined the other; " but whither thought you, 
then, to go?" 

" Perchance to the court of Burgundy," replied Blchard; 
" or to some of those Italian states, where there are ever hard 
blows to be found, and honour to be gained by doughty 
deeds." 

" That famous land of Italy is somewhat far from our poor 
northern isle," answered Hal of Hadnock ; " especially for a 
lover. Methinks Burgundy were best ; but, doubtless, since 
you have come back again, your resolution has been left on 
the road behind us." 

" No, not a whit," cried Woodville; " what I judged best 
in haste some hours ago, I now judge best at leisure. I have 
told Mary that I go for her sweet sake, to make me a high 
name, and with Heaven's blessing I will do it." 

" Well, then," answered his new friend, " if such be your 
determination, I know some noble gentlemen in the court of 
that same Duke of Burgundy, who may aid your advance- 
ment for Hal of Hadnock's sake." 

Richard of Woodville smiled, repljring, " Doubtless, you 
do, fair sir ; but may I tell them you sent me to them ?" 

" If you will but wait a day or two," said the other, " I will 
write them a letter, which you shall take yourself; and you 
vrill find that I have bespoke you kind entertainment" 

" Thanks, noble sir — many hearty thanks," rejoined the 
old knight's nephew; " wait for a time I must, for I will not 
go solitary and unprepared. I must have horses, and men, 
4iiid arms of the new fashion. I must also sell some acres of 
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new copse, and some tons of old wine, to equip me for my 
own journey." 

'* Well, then, ere you go, you shall hear more firom me," 
replied Hal of Hadnoek; ''and now, good Richard, let us 
talk more of the folks in the hall. I would fain hear farther. 
This Sir Harry Daore, his face pleases me ; there is thought 
and a high heart therein, or I read not nature's book aright. 
Methinks, if he were wise, he too would seek renown in arms, 
instead of dangling at a lady's side that loves him not. 
Perchance, if he were to seem to cast her by as worthless, 
and fix on honour for a mistress, her love — ^for who can tell 
all the wild whimsies of a capricious woman's heart? — would 
follow him." 

'' He might think that worse than the other," said Wood- 
ville; '' I do not think he seeks her love." 

'' There he is wrong," answered his companion ; " for it is 
against all rule of philosophy, when we are bound by a chain 
we cannot break, to let it rust and canker in our flesh. It is 
as well to polish it with any soft thing we can find; and^ 
granted that she has lost his love, 'twere well he should have 
hers, if she is to be his wife." 

''Perhaps he may long to break the chain," replied 
Richard, drily ; " were both to seek it, such contracts have 
been annulled by law, and by the Church, ere now; and the 
Pope, or at least his cardinals, are not always stubborn 
against gold and reason. But I doubt she will consent," he 
added; "she loves a captive, and if she sees he seeks his 
freedom, she will resist of course." 

" A most sweet temper," observed Hal of Hadnoek ; " yet 
it is to be thought of; and if I can help him, I will. To- 
morrow early, indeed, I thought to speed me back to West- 
minster; but I will stay an hour or two, and see if I cannot 
play wiih a capricious lady, with art equal to her own. At 
all events, I shall learn more of what are her designs." 

" Designs ! she has none ! " exclaimed Richard of Wood- 
ville, "but to reign and triumph for the hour. Here has 
been Simeon of Roydon, doing her homage for these three 
days, as if she were the Queen of Love; and she has smiled 
upon him, for she still fancies she can so give Dacre pain ; 
but no sooner did you come, than she turned all the archery 
of her eyes on you." 

" Yet left a blank target," replied Hal of Hadnoek. " But 
of this Sir Simeon of Roydon I would have honest men 
beware, my good inend. I know something of him." 
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^ And he of you,** answered Woodville. 

^' A7? *' asked his companion, '' what makes yoa fancy so? ** 

** Why I too am one of those who use their eyes, fiur sir," 
said WoodTille. 

^ And not their tongues, good friend,'* rejoined the other. 
^* Well, you are wise. Bat tell me, did not Sir Harry Dacre 
go with the Duke of Clarence into France ? '* 

'^Yes, it was there he gained his spurs last year,** 
answered Richard; ^ he fought well, too, at Bramham Moor ; 
and earlier still, when a mere hoy, against the Scots, when 
they last broke in:— 

' Muche hath Scotland forlore, 
What at but, what before. 
And little pries woime/ " 

** 1 thought I had heard of him,*' replied Hal of Hadnock. 
^* However, if you hold your mind to go to-morrow, we will 
ride together, and can talk further of these matters by the 
way; so, for the present, good night, and fair dreams attend 
you." 

^^ I must go and bid one of the men sleep across your 
door,** said Richard of Woodville : " though this house is safe 
enough, yet it is as well always to be careful." 

'^ It matters not, it matters not," answered his companion. 
^' I have never found a man, against whom my own hand 
could not keep my head or my heart" 

^^As for your heart, sir," rejoined Woodville, laughing; 
<< you may yet find a woman who will teach you better." 

^^ I know not," replied Hal of Hadnock, laughing ; ^ I am 
strong there, too; but no one can tell what is written in the 
stars," and thus they parted. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE GLUTTON MASS. 



Breakfast was over, and yet, between the lower edge of the 
sun and the gentle sweeping line of the hills above which he 
was rising, not more than two hand-breadths of golden sky 
could be seen ; for our ancestors were still, at that period, a 
matutinal people, rising generally before the peep of day^ 
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and hearing the birds* first song. On a large, smooth green, 
at the back of the Hall, yet within the limits of the park by 
whieh it was surrounded, with Dunbury Hill and die lines 
of the ancient invaders' camp at the top, rising still grey and 
cold before their eyes, the group which we have described in 
the second chapter, with the exception of the Abbot, was 
assembled to practise or to witness some of the sports of the 
day. The ladies, having their heads now covered with the 
strange and somewhat cumbrous coifs then worn, stood upon 
a stone-paved path, watching the proceedings of their male 
companions; and with them appeared good Sir Philip Beau- 
champ, in a long furred gown, with Hid of Hadnock, talking 
gaily to Catherine, on his right hand. 

<" Well pitched, Hugh of Clatford," cried the old knight; 
^ well pitched ; a toise beyond Sir Simeon.'' 

** I will beat him by two," exclaimed Richard of Woodville, 
taking the heavy iron bar which they were engaged in casting. 
''Here goes!" and, afi«r balancing it for a moment in his 
hand, he tossed it high in the air, sending it several yards 
beyond any one who had yet played their part. 

^ Will you not try your arm, noble sir ?'^ asked Sir Philip, 
turning to Hal of Hadnock. 

** Willingly, willingly," replied the guest ; " but Sir Henry 
Dacre has not yet shown his skill." 

" He will not do much," said Catherine Beauchamp, in a 
low tone. 

** Fie, Kate," cried Isabel, who overheard her ; '' that is un- 
true, as well as unkind." 

As she spoke, Dacre took the bar, which had been brought 
back by one of the pages, and, without pausing to poise it 
carefully, as the rest had done, cast it within a foot or two of 
the spot which it had reached when sent £rom the hand of 
WooaviUe. 

Hal of Hadnock then advanced, looking round with a gay 
laugh to the ladies, and saying, '' I am upon my mettle before 
such bright eyes. Here, boy, give me the bar." 

The page placed it in his hand ; and, setting his right foot 
upon the mark where the others had stood, he swung himself 
gracefully backward and forward on one leg, for a moment, 
and then tossed the bar in air. So light, so easy, was his 
whole movement, that no one expected to see the iron go half 
the distance it had done before ; but, to the surprise of all, 
it flew from his hand as if expelled from some of the military 
engines of the day, and, striking the ground full twenty paces 
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feurther than it had yet done, bounded up off the sward and 
rolled on beyond. 

" Well delivered ! well delivered !" exclaimed Sir Philip 
Beauchamp ; and the men and boys around clapped their 
hands and cried ^^ Hurrah !" 

^^ I will send it farther or break my arm," cried Richard of 
Woodville. 

^^ If you do, I will beat you by a toise," replied Hal of 
Hadnock, laughing. But they all strove in vain ; no one 
could toss the bar within several yards of the stranger's mark. 

^' And now for a leaping bar," cried Hal of Hadnock. 
*^ Oh ! there stands one I see by the trees. Away, Wood- 
ville ! place it how high you will.'' 

^' I will beat you at that, noble sir," said young Hugh of 
Clatford, who was reported the best jumper and runner in 
the country. 

^^ And should you do so, I will give you a -quiver of arrows 
with peacocks' feathers," rejoined the gentleman. ^^Now, 
take it in turns, I will leap last." 

Sir Simeon of Boydon declined the sport, however, and Sir 
Harry Dacre stood back ; but Clatford, and others of the old 
knight's retainers, took their stations, as well as Richard of 
Woodville; and the bar having been placed high in the 
notches, each took a run and leapt ; some touching it with 
their feet, some clearing it clean. 

Hal of Hadnock then gave a gay smile to his fair compa- 
nions, with whom he had for the time resumed his place ; 
and advancing at a walk, as if to put the pole up higher, he 
quickened his pace, at the distance of three or four steps, and 
cleared it by severed inches. 

*^ You try him higher, Hugh," cried Richard of Woodville, 
laughing ; ^' I have done my best, good fedth." 

*^ Where will you put it ?" asked the traveller, turning to 
the young retainer of the house. 

^* Oh, at the highest notch," answered Hugh of Clatford, 
lifting up the bar ; *^ can you do that, sir ?" 

'^ I will see," replied Hal of Hadnock ; ^^ stand back a bit," 
and, taking a better start, he ran, and went over, with an inch 
to spare. 

Poor Hugh was less fortunate, however, for though he 
nearly accomplished the leap, he tipped the bar with his heel, 
cast it down, and overthrowing his own balance, fell upon 
his face, amidst the laughter of his comrades. He rose some- 
what abashed, with bloody marks of his contact with the 
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ground ; but Hal of Hadnock laid his hand kindly on his 
arm, saying, 

^^ Thou art a nimble fellow, on my life. I did not know 
there was a man in England could go so near me, as thou 
hast done. Here, my friend, thy sheaf of arrows is well won,*' 
and he poured some pieces of gold into his hand. 

The words were more gratifying to the good yeoman than 
the money; and bowing low, he answered, ^^I was sure you 
were no ordinary leaper, sir, for few can go higher than I can.*' 

'^ Oh, I am colled Deersfoot,*' replied Hal of Hadnock, 
laughing ; *^ get in and wash your face ; for you have done 
well, and need not be ashamed to show it.*' 

Some other sports succeeded; but the stranger took no 
further part therein, resuming his place by Catherine's side, 
apparently greatly smitten with her charms. The weak, vain 
girl, flattered by his attention, gave way to all the coquetry of 
her nature, made her fine eyes use dieir whole artillery of 
glances, whispered, and smiled, spoke soft, and sometimes 
sighed ; till the good old knight. Sir Philip, not the best 
pleased with his niece's demeanour, broke off the amuse- 
ments of the morning, exclaiming, ^^ To the mass ! to the 
mass, sirs ! It is high time that we were on our way." 

The sports, then, immediately ceased; and passing through 
the great hall, the court-yard, and the gates, the whole party, 
arranged two and two, walked on amidst the neighbouring 
wood towards the parish church. Hal of Hadnock kept his 
place by Catherine's side, and Sir Harry Dacre followed with 
Isabel; but, somewhat to Richard of Woodville's annoyance. 
Sir Philip Beauchamp retained Mary Markham to himself, 
while his nephew and Sir Simeon of Roydon came after, 
neither, perhaps, in the best of humours. 

The noble party found the church crowded with the vil- 
lagers, every woman having her basket with her, covered with 
a clean white napkin, but apparently crammed as full as it 
well could be; and Hal of Hadnock remembered that, as his 
companion had said the night before, this was one of the days 
appointed for those festivals which were then called. Glutton 
masses. 

When the service was over, old Sir Philip advanced to 
leave the building with his household, not approving the dis- 
graceful scene that was about to take place; but Hal of 
Hadnock whispered to his companion of the road,^ 

" Let us stay and see. I have never witnessed one of these 
feats* of gormandizing^" 
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^Well, we shall saTe the credit of the family,^ replied 
Biehard of Woodville, in a low tone ; '^ for the good priest 
looks upon my uncle as half a Lollard, because he will not 
stay in the church and eat till he bursts, in honour of the 
Blessed Virgin.** 

Hal of Hadnock and his new friend accordingly lingered 
behind ; and hardly had the old knight passed through the 
doors, when a scene of confusion took place quite indescrib- 
able. Every one brought forward his basket Some who 
had lost their store, hunted for it among the rest Some 
hurried forward to present, what they considered, very choice 
yiands to the priest Many a pannier was overturned ; and 
chickens, capons, huge lumps of meat, and leathern bottles of 
wine, mead, and ale, rolled upon the pavement One or two 
of the latter got uncorked, and the contents streamed about 
amongst the napkins, which several of the women were 
spreading forth upon the ground. Knives were brandished ; 
thumbs and fingers were cut ; one man nearly poked out the 
eye of his better half in giving her assistance, and was 
heartily cuffed for his pains ; and a fat chorister slipped in 
consequence of putting his foot upon a fine trout dressed in 
jelly, and fell prostrate on his back in the midst The people 
roared, the priest himself chuckled, and was a long time ere 
he could get his flock, or his countenance, into due order. 

A song to the Virgin was then sung by way of grace ; 
and every one fell to, with an intention of outdoing his 
neighbour. To Richard of Woodville and his companion 
were assigned the places of honour near the clergy ; and the 
priest, looking well pleased down the long aisle, literally en- 
cumbered witib the preparations for excess, whispered to the 
old knight*s nephew, with an air of triumph, — 

^ Well, I think we shall outdo Wallop this time, at least.** 

" Undoubtedly,** replied Biehard of Woodville, gravely ; 
^ but I fear you will ^ink my friend and me no better than 
heathens, having brought nothing with us either to eat or 
drink.** 

"Poo ! there is plenty — there is plenty,** replied the good 
man, " and to spare. Eat as hard as we can, we shall be 
scarcely able to get through it ; and it is fitting, too, that 
something be left for the poor. We will all do our best, how- 
ever, and thank you for your help*** 

The onslaught was tremendous. One would have thought 
that the congregation had frtsted for a month, so eagi^rly, so 
rapidly did they devour the provisions before diem ; and then 
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they took to iheir bottles and drinldng-honis, and when they 
had assui^d their thirsty recommenced the attack upon the 
meat with renewed Yigour. 

Bichard of WoodvUle, and Hal of Hadnock, had soon 
seen enough of the Glutton mass ; and, at a hint from his 
companion, the former took an opportunity of whispering to 
the priest, — 

*^ We must go, I fear ; lest my unde be angry at our ab- 
sence." 

" Well, well," said the worthy clerk, " if it must be so, we 
cannot help it ; but Ms a sad pity. Master Bichard, that so 
good a man as the Knight of Dunbury, should be such a 
discourager of pious ordinances." 

^^ It is, indeed," answered WoodyiUe, in a solemn tone ; 
*^ but all men have their prejudices ; and you know, father, 
he loves the Church." 

*^ Ay, that he does, that he does," replied the other, hear- 
tily ; *' he sent me two fat bucks last summer." 

** Oh, yes, he loves the Church, he loves the Church !" re- 
joined Woodville, and gliding quietly down the side aisle, so 
that he might not disturb any of the congregation in their 
devout exercise of the jaws, he left the building, accompanied 
by Hal of Hadnock. 

Both laughed as soon as they were out of the church; but 
the guest of Sir Philip Beauchamp soon fell into deep 
thought; and after walking forward for a little distance, he 
observed, '^It is strange, how men are inclined to make 
religion subservient to all their appetites. What are such 
things as these? what are many of our solemn customs, but 
the self-same idolatrous rites practised by the ancient pagans, 
who deified their passions and their foUies, and then took 
the simplest means of worshipping them? — What can be the 
cause of such perversity ? " 

^ The devil ! the devil ! " answered Bichard of Woodville ; 
''he who leads every one on from one wickedness to another; 
who first teaches man to infringe Ood's commandment, in 
order to gratify some desire, and then, as that desire grows 
fat and strong upon indulgence, first persiuides us that its 
gratification is pleasing to Grod, and in the end makes us 
worship it, as a god." 

^ But yet these same good folks fast and mortify them- 
selves at certain times," said Hal of Hadnock; ''and then 
carouse and revel, as if they had won a right to excess." 

"To make up for lost time," said Woodville; "but the 



32 AGINCOURT. 

truth is, it is like a man playing at cross and pile, who, when 
he has lost one stake, tries to clear off the score against him 
by doubling the next. We have all sins enough to atone 
for; and we play the penance against the indulgence, and 
the indulgence against the penance. Give me the man who 
always mortifies himself in all that is wrong ; who fasts firom 
anger, malice, backbiting, lying, and uncharitableness ; who 
denies himself, at all times, excess in anything, and holds a 
festival every day, with gratitude to God for diat which he, 
in his bounty, is pleased to give him. But, after all, it is very 
natural that tliese corruptions should take place, even in a 
&ith like ours. Depend upon it, the purer a religion is the 
more strong will be the efforts of Sathanus to pervert it; so 
that men may walk along his broad high-road, while tliey 
think they are taking the way to everlasting salvation.^' 

'' There is truth in that, good Richard," replied his com* 
panion; ^^but I fear me, you have caught some of the doc- 
trines of the Lollards, of whom you were speaking." 

^^ Not a whit," answered Woodville; ^^ I am a good catholic 
Christian; but I may see the evils which men have brought 
into the Church, without thinking ill of the Church itself; just 
as when looking at the Abbey down yonder, I see that a 
foolish architect from France has changed two of the fine 
old round arches, which were built in King Stephen's time, 
to smart pointed windows, all bedizened with I don't know 
what, widiout thinking the Abbey anything but a very fine 
building, notwithstanding." 

Although Richard of Woodville would not admit that any 
impression had been made upon him by the preaching of the 
XioUards, certain it is, that the teaching of Widiff and his 
disciples had led men generally to look somewhat narrowly 
into the superstitious practices of the day, and that the minds 
of many were imbued with the spirit of their doctrines, who, 
either from prejudice, timidity, or conviction, would not adopt 
the doctrines liiemselves. Nor was the effect transitory; for 
it lasted till, and prepared the way for, the Reformation. 

In a thoughtful mood, both the young gentlemen proceeded 
on their way through the wood; and, on their amval at the 
hall, found Sir Philip Beauchamp, and the rest of his family 
and guests, already seated at the early dinner of those days. 
The old knight received their excuses in good part, laughed 
at Hal of Hadnodi's curiosity to see a Glutton mass, and in- 
sisted he should sit down and finish his meal with him. 
^* Had you been at Andover yesterday," he said, '^ you 
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might have seen another strange sight: the Mayor sit in the 
stocks, and a justice on either side of him/' ' 

*' Indeed!" cried Hal of Hadnock, seriously; ^' that were 
a strange sight to see. Pray, on whose authority was it done? 
and what was the crime these magistrates committed?" 

^' Good truth, I know not," answered Sir Philip. '' A party 
of wild young men, they say, did it; and, as for the crime, it 
is not specified : but, on my life, it was justice, though of a 
rash kind ; for Master Havering, the Mayor, has worked well 
for such a punishment; though, belike, the hands that put 
him in were not the best fitted for the office." 

^ I should think not, certainly,*' replied Hal of Hadnock, 
in the same grave tone, and with an immovable countenance ; 
though Richard of Woodville, who had contrived to seat him^ 
self next to Mary Markham, on the other side of the board, 
gave him a merry glance of the eye, as if he suspected more 
^an he chose to say. 

When the meal was over, which was not speedily, Hal of 
Hadnock proposed to take his departure; but Sir Philip, with 
all courtesy, besought him, at least, to stay till the afternoon 
meal, or supper (then usually served at four o'clock), with the 
hospitable intent of urging him afterwards to spend another 
night under his roof; and, in the meantime, he promised to 
show him his armoury, his horses, and his library ; though, 
to say the truth, the suits of rich armour were more nume- 
rous than the books, and the horses more in number than 
the people who firequented the library. Hal of Hadnock, for 
reasons of his own, accepted the invitation ; and Richard of 
WoodviUe, though his approaching departure was already 
announced, agreed to stay, in order to bear him company 
when he went. 

I will not lead the patient reader through all the rooms of 
the hall, or detain him with a description of the armoury and 
its contents, or carry him to the stable, and show him all 
the horses of the good old knight. Sir Philip, from the battle- 
horse, which had borne him through many a stricken field in 
former days, to the ambling palfrey of his daughter Isabel. 
Hal of Hadnock, indeed, submitted to all this with a good 
grace; for he was a kind-hearted and considerate person, 
and little doubted that his friend Richard of Woodville was 
employing the precious moments to the best advantage vrith 
fair Mary Markham. To all these eights, with the discussion 
of sundry knotty points, regarding shields, and pallets, and 
unibers, the properties of horses, and the form and extent of 





34 AGINCOURT. 

the mani&ire, were given well nigh two hours; and, when 
Hal of Hadnook and his noble host returned to the great 
hall, they found it tenanted alone by Catherine Beaudiamp 
and Sir Simeon of Boydon. 

Richard and Dacre, Isabel and Mary, the lady said, were 
gone to walk together in the park; but she had waited, she 
added, with a coquettish air, thinking it but courtesy to give 
her uncle's honoured guest a companion, if he chose to join 
them. 

So direct an invitation was, of course, not to be refused by 
Hal of Hadnock; and he thanked her with high*coloured 
gallantry for her consideration. 

'< Do you go too. Sir Simeon?" inquired Sir Philip Beau- 
champ; but the courtly knight replied that he had only 
waited to take his leave ; as he had business to transact in 
the neighbourhood, and must be home ere night Before 
Catherine and her companion set out, however. Sir Simeon 
drew her aside, as the relationship in which she stood towards 
him seemed to justify, and spoke to her for a moment 
eagerly. A few of his words caught the quick ear of Hal of 
Hadnock, as he stood talking to the old knight, who took 
care to impress him with the knowledge, that his fair niece 
was fully betrothed to Sir Harry Daore ; and though those 
words were, apparently, of small import, Hal of Hadnock 
remembered them long after. 

^ I will tell you all, if you come," replied Sir Simeon, to 
some question the lady had asked; ^^ but mind, I warn you. 
— ^Will you come ? " 

^^ I do not know," answered Catherine, with a toss of the 
head ; '* it is your business to wait and see." 

" Wait I cannot," rejoined the knight ; " see I will ;" and 
the lady, turning to her uncle and his companion, accom- 
panied the latter through a long passage at die back of the 
hall, to the door which led to the ground where the sports of 
the morning had taken place. 

The park of Dunbury was very like that described by old 

Chaucer: — 

' A parke enclosed with a wall 

In compace ronnde, and bv a gate small, 
Who BO that would he frefie mighten gone 

Into this parke, ywalled with grene stone. 

• • • • • 

The soile was plain, and smoth, and wondxr Boft» 
All overspreaa with ti^ettes that Nature 
Had made herself, covirid eke aloft 
With bowis grene, the flonris for to core, 
That m ther heautie thei mai long endore.'— » 
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The walks around were numerous and somewhat intricate ; 
and whether hir Catherine Beauohamp knew or not the 
direction that her friends had taken, she certainly did not 
follow the path most likely to lead to where they reaJly were; 
but, as she and Hal of Hadnock walked along, she employed 
the time to the best advantage in carrying on the siege of 
his heart He, for his part, humoured her to the fuU, haying 
a firm conviction that it would be far better, both for Sir 
Henry Dacre and herself, that the imperfect marriage between 
them should be annulled at their mutual desire, than remain 
a chain upon them, only increasing in weight It must not, 
indeed, be supposed that he took any very deep interest in 
the matter ; but, as it fell in his way, he was willing enough 
to forward what he believed to be a noble-minded man's 
desire for emancipation from a very bitter sort of thraldom; 
and it is seldom an unpleasant or laborious task for a light- 
hearted man to sport with a capricious girl. Thus went he 
on, then, with that mixture of romantic gallantry and teasing 
jest, which is of all things the most exciting to the mind of a 
coquette, with sufficient admiration to soothe her vanity, but 
with not sufficient devotion ever to allow her to imagine that 
her triumph is complete. Neither did he let her gain any 
advantage; for, though it was evident that she clearly per- 
ceived Ihe name he had assumed was not his own, he gave 
her no information, playing with her curiosity without grati- 
fying it 

^' But what makes you think," he asked, " that I am other 
than I seem ? Why should I not be plain Hal of Hadnock, 
a poor gentleman from the Welsh marshes?'' 

^ No, no, no," she said, *^ it is not so. A thousand things 
prove it: first, manners, appearance, dress. Why, are you 
not as fine as my good cousin a dozen times removed, Sir 
Simeon of Roydon, the pink of court gallants ? " 

^'And yet I have heard that he is not as rich as an abbot," 
replied Hal of Hadnock. 

^ No, in truth," answered Catherine ; '* he is as poor as 
a verger ; and, like the curlew, carries all his fortune on his 
back, I believe." 

*^ I suspect not his own fortune only," rejoined her com* 
panion, ^ but a part of other men's." 

^ But then your knightly spurs, good sir," continued Kate, 
returning to the point; ^you must be Sir Hal of Hadnock 
at the least Now I never heard of that name amongst our 
chivalry ; and I am deep read in the rolls of knighthood." 

D 2 
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'^ Oh, I am newly dubbed,*^ replied the gentleinan, laugh< 
ing ; ^ but you shall know all some day, lady fair.*' ^ 

^' I shall know very soon,*' answered Catherine ; '* for 
Simeon of Roydon will tell me." 

*^ More, perhaps, than he knows himself" said Hal of 
Hadnock. 

^^ Oh, he knows well enough," exclaimed Catherine Beau- 
champ. '* He has already told me, that you are a man of 
noble birth and high estate, and promised to speak the 
name; but I would rather owe it to your courtesy than his." 

*' Nay, what would I not do for the love of your bright 
eyes ?" asked Hal of Hadnock, in a tone half tender, half 
jesting ; '* methinks the light in them, even now, looks like 
the morning sun reflected from a dewdrop in a violet But 
why should I tell you aught ? I have been warned that you 
are another's. Out upon such cold contracts, that bind un- 
willing hearts together ! It is clear, there is no great love 
in your heart for this Sir Harry Dacre." 

*^ Not too much to lie comfortably in a hazel nut," an- 
swered Catherine. 

'^Then why do you not ask to have the marriage an- 
nulled ?" demanded her companion. ^' There never yet was 
bond in which the keen eyes of the court of Rome could not 
find a flaw." 

*^ Why, it would grieve his proud heart sadly," replied 
the lady ; ^^ yet I have often thought of it." 

'* If he be proud — ^and so he is," rejoined Hal of Hadnock, 
*^ he would never refuse to consent, however much it might 
vex him. Well, well, set yourself free from him, and then 
you shall know who I am. As for this fellow Roydon, he 
knows nothing, and will but lead you wrong; but were I 
you, I would be a free woman ere a year were over ; and 
then, this fair hand were a prize well worth the winning to 
higher hearts than a Dacre or a Roydon." 

With such conversation they wandered on for some time^ 
without overtaking the paity they had come out to seek. 
They saw them once at some distance, indeed, through the 
overhanging boughs of an opposite alley just fringed with 
€arly leaves ; but they did not hurry their pace, and only 
met them at length at the door of the hall, as they were all 
returning. Sir Henry Dacre was then walking by Isabel's 
dide, witib his arms crossed upon hia chest, and his brow 
sad and stem. As soon as he saw Catherine and her com- 
panion, he fixed his eyes inquiringly upon her, and s^med 
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to mark her heightened colour, and somewhat excited look 
— then fell into tihonght again ^ and then laid his hand upon 
her arm, saying, '^ I would speak with you for a moment^ 
Kate.'' 

** It must not be long," she replied, coldly ; '^ for I 
have dipped my feet in the dew, and would fain dry 
them.'' 

** It shaU not be long," answered Sir Henry Daore ; and 
he remained with her behind, while the rest entered slowly. 
Ere they had passed the door, the anxious ear of Isabel heard 
high tones without ; and, in a few minutes, as they paused 
for a moment in the hall, where the servants were already 
spreading the board for supper. Sir Henry entered, with a 
hasty step. 

** My horse to the gate !" he said, addressing one of the 
attendants. 

'^ At what hour. Sir Knight ?" asked the servant. 

" Directly ! " answered Dacre. " The men can follow. 
Farewell, dear Isabel," he continued, turning to Catherine's 
cousin; '* I can stay no longer. — Farewell, Mary!" He 
grasped Richard of Woodville's hand, but said nothing; and 
with a low and formal bow to Hal of Hadnock, turned 
towards the door leading to the court. 

Isabel Beauchamp followed him quietly, laid her hand 
upon his arm, and spoke eagerly, but in a low tone. 

^ I cannot, I cannot, Isabel," he replied, aloud. ^* Dear 
girl, do not urge me. I shall forget myself — ^I shall go mad. 
Excuse me to your noble father — ^farewell!" and opening 
the large door, he issued forth, and closed it behind him. 

Isabel Beauchamp turned with her eyes fiill of tears ; but 
passing the rest silently, as if afraid to spei^, she hurried to 
her own chamber, wept for a few minutes, and then sought 
her father. 

The supper that day was a grave and silent meal. There 
was a stem cloud on old Sir Philip Beauchamp's brow 
when he came down to the hall ; and, as he took his seat he 
asked, looking round, ^* Where is Catherine ?" 

^ I know not," answered Mary Markham ; ^' but she went 
to her own chamber when she came in." 

** Shall I seek the lady, sir ?" asked one of the retainers- 
of the house, from the lower part of the table. 

** No ! let her be," replied the old knight ; and then he 
murmured, '^ Perhaps she has still some shame — and if so, 
it is well." 
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To Hal of Hadnock his demeanour was courteous, though 
so grave, that his guest could not but feel that some shtf e 
in die disagreeable event, which had evidently taken place, 
was attributed to him ; and though he knew that his mten- 
tion was good, yet, like many another man, he had reason to 
feel sorry that he had meddled in other men's affairs at all. 
Supper was nearly over, the light was beginning to wane in 
the sky, and the stranger was thinking it was time to depart, 
when the porter's boy came into the hall, and, ap- 

£ reaching Richard of Woodville, whispered something in 
is ear. 

The young gentleman instantly rose, and went out into 
the court, but returned a moment after, and spoke a word to 
Hal of Hadnock, who started up, and followed him. In the 
court they found a man booted and spurred^ and dusty from 
the road, holding by the bridle a horse, with one leg 
bent, and the head bowed down, as if exhausted by long 
exercise. 

The man instantly uncovered his head, when he saw the 
gentlemen appear, and throwing down the bridle, advanced 
a step, while Hadnock gave him a qtdck sign, which he 
seemed to comprehend. 

'^Your presence is required immediately, sir," he said, 
without adding any name ; ^ your £ELther is iU — ^very ill — and 
I have lost some hours in seeking you. I heard of you, 
however, at Andover, then at the Abbey, then at the priest's 
house in the village, and ventured on here, as 'tis matter of 
life and death.'* 

<' You did right," said Hal of Hadnock, briefly, but with 
deep anxiety on his fe«e. ^ 111, say you ? very ill ? and I 
away I— Why, I left him better ! " 

^ One of those fits again, sir," answered the man. ^ For 
an hour he was thought dead, but had regained his speech 
when I set out; yet tibe leeches much fear ^ 

*^ I come ! I come !" answered Hal of Hadnock. ^ Speed 
on before ; I will be in London ere day-break. Change 
your horse often, and lose no time. Buy a stout horse 
wherever you can find one, and have him ready for me on 
Murrel Green. Away, good fellow ! Say that I am coming ! 
"—Richard, I must go at once." 

'< Well, I will with you, sir," replied Richard of Wood- 
ville ; ^ you go to bid my good uncle adieu. . I will order 
out the horses." 

^ So be it," answered Hal of Hadnock; '^you shall be my 
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guide, for I must not miss my way;" — ^and, after giving 
the messenger some money, he turned, and re-entered 
the hall. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE ASSASSINATION. 

Clouds had again dome oyer the heavens as day declined, 
and the light had nearly £Gided from the sky; but yet the 
horses of Hal of Hadnock and Richard of Woodville had 
not appeared in the oonrt-yard, and the former showed great 
anxiety to proceed at once. His gaiety was gone ; and he 
stood, either plajring, in deep thought, with tibe hilt of his 
dagger, the sheadi of which hung from a ring in the centre 
of his belt, or listening for the horses, with his ear turned 
towards the door of the hall. 

^ I fear, sir, the news yon have received are bad,'* said old 
Sir Philip Beauchamp, who, with the rest of the party, had 
by this time risen from table. 

** A frither's perilous sickness, noble Sir Philip,'* answered 
Hal of Hadnock ; ^ one who might have been kinder, in- 
deed ; but still the tidings must ever be sad ones to a son's 
heart. I wonder that the horses be not ready." 

^ Ch), Hugh, and see," replied Richard of Woodville; but 
a serving man, who had entered the moment before, stopped 
the messenger, saying — 

^ They will be here in a minute, sir. A shoe was found 
loose on the gentleman's steed, and John the smith has had 
to fiisten it" 

^ Well, Dick, thou goest in good earnest at last," said the 
old knight, turning to his nephew ; ** and on my life I think 
it is the best thing t6ou canst do. Thou art a good soldier, 
and wilt raise thyself to renown. I need not tell thee what 
thy duties are ; but thou must take a horse and arms of thine 
old uncle, whom thou mayest never see again, perchance. 
CSioose them for thyself boy. Thou wilt find wherewithal 
in that purse,'* and he placed a frill one in his nephew's 
hand. ^ As my good brother, the Abbot, is not here, thoa 
most content diyself with my benison. Be it upon thee, 
Richard ! Love thy king, thy country, and thine honour. 
But, above all things, love God, fear his anger, hope in his 
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mercy, trast Id his promises^ and submit thine own reason in 
all things to his word. So shalt thou prosper in this world ; 
so shalt thou be meet for another/' 

The young man caught his uncle's hand and kissed it; 
and the old knight pressed him for a moment in his arms. 

^^ Here, Richard, take this gift of me," said Isabel : *^ 'tis 
but a jewel for your baldrick." 

Mary Markham did not speak ; but after he had pressed 
his lips on Isabel's cheek, she offered hers silently, placing 
a ring in his hand. 

^' I will bear it to honour, and win you yet, Mary," said 
Woodville, in a low Toice, as he took his parting kiss ; and 
he felt that her cheek was wet with tears. 

'* Hark! there are the horses, noble sir," exclaimed Hal 
of Hadnock, turning to Sir Philip, ^' Once more, farewell ! 
Your nephew shall give you further news of me; and may 
one day clear me in your eyes for somewhat you have thought 
amiss." 

Then bidding the ladies adieu, he turned to the hall door, 
and mounted, with a princely largesse to the servants of the 
house. Bichard of Woodville followed, sprang on his horse's 
back, and, giving one look back, rode through the gates after 
his companion. 

The wood was dark and sombre, as they proceeded amidst 
its thick coverts ; but when they issued forth, a faint glimmer 
of twilight served to guide them on the way, and they quick- 
ened their pace. There were lights in the windows of the 
cottages, too, as they passed through the village ; and when 
they reached the other side, they caught a pale line of yellow 
light, peeping out from beneath the dark clouds upon the 
edge of the western sky, and gilding the water of the stream. 
Riding on quickly, they had not left the last house behind 
them five minutes, when Hal of Hadnock pulled up his horse 
short, exclaiming, ^^ Hark ! there is a scream !" 

'* "Tis but a screech-owl," answered Bichard of Woodville ; 
^ they come forth in spring." 

But as he spoke, there was another shriek, apparently be- 
fore them ; and each struck his horse with the spur, and 
dashed on. No other sound met their ear, however, except 
what seemed the distant galloping of a horse, which might 
be but the echo of their own beasts' feet When they reached 
the spot where, on the preceding night, they had seen the 
wild fire over the moor, Hal of Hadnock again drew in his 
rein, saying, ^^ It came from somewhere here." 
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^'It seemed to me near where we then were," replied 
Bichard of Woodville. '^ Perchance 'twas but some villagers 
got drunk at that Glutton mass. See, there is the otter 
again!" 

^^ It was a shriek of pain or terror/* answered his com* 
panion. ** Otter ! — ^that is no otter ! Here, hold my horse," 
and springing from the saddle in a moment, he dashed down 
the bank, and plunged into the river. Though shallow in 
most places, it there formed a deep pool ; but Hal of Had- 
nock, expert in aU exercises alike, struck out at once, and 
caught the object he had seen, just as it was sinking. A 
feeling of horror and alarm seized him, as his hand grasped 
the long hair of a woman ; but raising her head above the 
water again, he held it gently on his left arm, and with his 
right swam in towards die shore. 

^ Here, help, Richard," he cried, *^ set the horses free, and 
take her. 'Tis a woman !" 

Woodville was down the bank in a moment, exclaiming, 
« Who is it?— who is it?" 

** I know not," answered Hal of Hadnock, raising her so 
fiur above the water, that his companion could grasp her in 
his arms and lift her out ; but as he himself followed, placing 
one knee on the shore, with a sad heart, he heard his com- 
panion exclaim, in the accents of deep grief — 

** Good Heaven ! it is Catherine !" 

^' Quick! bear her to the nearest house!" cried Hal of 
Hadnock; *^ the spark of life may be still there, I will fol- 
low with the horses." 

*^ Up the short path to the right, lies the chanter*s," cried 
Richard, rabing the unhappy girl in his stoat arms, and 
running along the road. 

The horses were easily caught, and mounting one, and 
leading the other, Hal of Hadnock followed, obtaining a 
glance of his companion just as he turned from the highway, 
towards a spot where the thatch of a small house peeped up 
above some trees. He was at the door as soon as Wood- 
ville; and, lifting the latch, they both went in. 

An old man and woman were sitting before the fire ; but 
the sudden entrance of two men roused them in fear ; and, 
when they saw who it was, and what they bore, all was eager 
hurry and lamentation. The inanimate body of Catherine 
Beauchamp, however, was speedily liud in the old chanter's 
bed, in the neighbouring chamber ; and such simple means 
as first suggested themselves were employed to ascertain if 
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life were still within that fair and silent frame. But she lay 
calm and still as if asleep^ with her features fiiU of a sweet 
placidity, such as they had seldom worn in life. 

<*It is past!*^ said Bichard of Woodville; ^'it is past I 
Poor girl ! how has this happmed ? Hal diere is the mark 
of a grasp upon her throat I" 

^ See there, too P' eried Hal of fibdnock; and he pointed 
with his hand to where, upon the fine lawn that covered her 
bosom, was a fiunt red stain, half washed out by ihe water of 
the stream, as if blood had been spilt No wound, however, 
was to be discovered ; and while the two gentlemen stood 
and gazed, the old chanter's sister continued, ineffectually, 
to employ every effort to reawaken the inanimate frame, and 
the old man himself ran off to the Abbey to procure frurther 
aid. 

^ Go into the other room, sirs — ^go into the other room," 
said the good dame, at length ; ^ I will take off her wet 
dotfaes. 'Tis that keeps her from coming to." 

Hal of Hadnock shook his head ; for he could not see that 
pale countenance, those immovable lips, those sightless eyes, 
vrithout feeling sure — too sure — that life had departed for 
ever. He would not say anything, however, to discourage 
the zeal of the poor woman ; and he accordingly accompanied 
Richard of Woodville into the chamber which th^ had first 
entered, and stood with him in silent thought before the fire. 
Neither spoke ; for the mind of each was busy with sad and 
dark inquiries, regarding the event which had just taken 
place ; yet neither could arrive at anything like a conclusion. 
Was it her own act i was it accident? was it the deed of an* 
other ? and if so, of whom i Such were the questions which 
both asked themselves. Both, too, entertained suq>icions; 
but yet they did not like even to admit those saqpicions to 
Iheir own ^arts, for how often does the first contusion of 
guilt do injustice to the innocent ! but while they were still 
in thought, the voice of the chanter's sister was heard ex- 
claiming — 

'^Come hither. Master Riduurd! — come hither! See 
here l" and as ^ej entered, she pointed to the poor girFs 
arm, which now lay uncovered on the bed-dothes, adding, 
'' there is the grasp of a hand, dear enough I Look, all the 
fingers and the thumb I" 

^ Stay," said Hal of Hadnock ; ^ that might be mine, 
Bidiaid, or yours in raising her out of the stream." 

*^ I took ner by the odter aim," answered Bichard of 
Woodville. 
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^ And I do not remember having tonched her arm at all," 
said Hal of Hadnock, after thinking for a moment 

^^ Oh, no, sirs," cried the old woman ; ^ that hand mast 
have grasped her in life, else it would not have brought the 
blood to the skin. Hark ! there are Ihe people coming,'* 
and, in another minute, the good old Abbot, and four or five 
of his monks, ran in breathless and scared. 

^' Alas ! alas! Richard, what is this ?** cried the Abbot. 

^ A sad and dark affair, father," replied Richard of Wood* 
Tille, while one of the monks, feimed for his skill in leech* 
craft, advanced to the bed-side, and put his hand upon the 
heart; ^ I fear life is extinct." 

The Abbot gazed at the monk as he knelt; but the good 
brother slowly waved his head, with a melancholy look, say- 
ing, *^ Yet leave me and the old woman alone widi her." 

^I will stay and aid," replied the Abbot *^I am her 
uncle." 

All the rest withdrew; and many were the eager questions 
of the monks, as to how the accident had happened. Richard 
of Woodville told the tale simply as it was — ^the two shrieks 
that they had heard, the discovery of the body in the water, 
and its recovery from the stream. 

'^ Ay, she screamed when she fell in, and when she first 
rose," said one of the monks ; ** drowning people always 
do." 

Woodville made no reply ; for he would not give his own 
suspicions to others; but Hal of Hadnock asked him, in a 
low voice, ^ Did you not hear the galloping of a horse, on 
the other side, as we came near ?" 

^ I did," answered Richard, in Ihe same tone ; ^ I did, too 
plainly." 

In about a quarter of an hour, the Abbot came forth, and 
all made way for him. 

^ What hope ?" asked Woodville, looking into his uncle's 
&ce for speedier information. 

^ None !" replied the Abbot ^* How has this chanced, my 
son ? there are marks of violence." 

The same tale was told over again ; but this time Richard 
of Woodville added the fact of a horse's feet having been 
heard; and the Abbot mused profoundly. 

^ I will have the body carried down to the Abbey," he 
said, at length. ''You, Richard, speed to my brother, and 
break the tidings there. Gome down with him to the Abbey, 
and we will consult Bring Dacre, too. 
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" Dacre has been gone more than two hoors,'^ answered 
Richard of Woodville ; '* but I will seek my uncle Philip,'* 
and he turned towards the door. 

Hal of Hadnock stayed him for a moment, however, say- 
ing, ^*I must ride on, Richard. You know that my call 
hence admits of no delay. But let eyery one remark and 
remember, for this matter must be inquired into, that I heard 
and saw all that this good friend of mine did ; the shrieks, 
the galloping of a horse, the body in the water. You shall 
have means of finding me, too, should it be needful ; and 
now, my Lord Abbot, a sad good night. Farewell, Richard ; 
you shall hear from me soon.** Thus saying, he quitted the 
4)ottage, mounted his horse, and rode away at a quick pace. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE SUSPICIONS. 

Upon the borders of Hampshire and Sussex, but still within 
the former county, lies, as the reader probably knows, a large 
tract of land but little cultivated even now, and which, in the 
days whereof I speak, was covered either with scattered trees 
and copses or wild heath, having various paths and roads 
winding through it, which led now to a solitary village, with 
a patch of cultivated land round about it, now to a church or 
chapel in the wild, now travelled on through the hills, which 
are high and bare, to Winchester or Basingstoke. Deep sand 
occupies a great portion of the ground, through which it is 
well nigh impossible to construct a firm road ; and the whole 
country is broken with wild and rapid undulations, of no 
great height or depth, but every variety of form, the resort of 
all those rare birds, which afforded so much interest and 
amusement to gende White of Selboume. 

Through this rude and uncultivated tract, a little before 
the close of day, in the beginning of April 1413, two gentle- 
men clothed in deep mourning of the fadiiion of that day, rode 
slowly on. Both were very grave and silent ; and, if the com- 
plexion of their thoughts was sad and solemn, the aspect of 
the scene at that hour was not calculated to lighten the hearty 
though it might arouse feelings of admiration. The sun hung 
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upon the edge of the sky ; broad masses of cload floated over 
the wide expanse of azure which stretched out above the wild 
heath ; and their shadows, as they crossed the slanting rays^ 
swept over the varied surface below, casting long lines of 
country into deep blue shade, while the rest shone in the cool 
pale evening sunshine of the yet unconfirmed spring. Each 
aell and pit, too, at that hour, was filled with the same sort 
of purple shadow : the braes and banks looked wilder and 
more strongly marked from the position of the sun; the 
occasional clumps of fir trees cut sharp and black upon 
the western sky ; and everything was stem and grand and 
solemn. 

Rising over one slope and descending another, by paths 
cut imperfecdy through the heath and gorse, the travellers 
had ridden on for half an hour without speaking, when at 
length, at the bottom of a deep valley, where the sun could 
no longer be seen, and the shades of evening seemed already 
to have fallen, they stopped to let their horses drink in a 
large piece of water, sheltered by a thick copse, and gazed 
upon the reflection of the blue sky above and the clouds 
floating over it. As they moved on again, a large white bird 
started up from the reeds, and flew heavily away, with its 
snowy plumage strangely contrasting with the dark back- 
ground of the wood and hill. 

" 'Tis like a spirit winging its way from earth," said Sir 
Henry Dacre, following fiie bird with his eyes. ** Poor 
Catherine ! Would that aught else had set thee free from 
the chain that bound thee to me, but death.'* 

^^ Luckless girl, indeed!" replied Bichard of Woodville; 
'' from her infancy unfortunate f And yet men thought that 
the hand of Heaven had showered upon her its choicest gifts : 
beauty, wealth, kind friends, and a noble heart to love her, 
if she would but have welcomed it. But, alas ! Harry, the 
crowning gift of all was wanting : a spirit that could use God's 
blessings aright." 

^* It was more the fault of others than her own," said Sir 
Harry Dacre, *^ that I do believe. Her mother made her 
what she was ! 'Tis sad ! 'tis very sad, Richard, that, at the 
period when we have no power to form ourselves, each weak 
ibol who approaches us can give us some bad gift which we 
never can cast ofl*." 

^ Like the evil frdries at a child's birth," answered Bichard 
pf Woodville ; ^* and certainly her mother was a bad demon 
to her ; but still, though I would not speak ill of those who 
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are gone, yet poor Kate received llie gifts willingly enough, 
destmctiYe as they were. Would to Heaven it had been 
otherwise ; but others encouraged her in all that was wrong, 
as well as her mother. This man, Boydon, was no good 
counsellor for a lady's ear.'* 

The brow of Sir Henry Daore grew dark as night ^ He 
is a scoundrel/' he cried; ^ he is a scoundrel ; and if ever he 
gives me the chance of having him at my lance's point, he or 
I shall go to that place where all men's actions are made 
clear. — Oh I that I knew the truth, Bichard ! Oh ! that I knew 
the truth !" 

" There is One who knows it," answered Bichard of Wood- 
ville, '* who never suffers foul deeds to rest in darkness. 
Trust to Him : and if this knave does but support his charge, 
perhaps your lance may be the avenging instrument of 
Heaven." 

^ May it be so," replied the knight; ^but I doubt it, 
Bichard. True, he has not shown himself a coward in the 
field ; and yet I cannot but think that he is craven at heart 
Saw you not how carefully his letter to Sir Philip was worded ? 
how he insinuated more than he dared say ? and, then, why 
did he not come ? — ^A sickness, forsooth ! The excuse of an 
idle schoolboy. He would not fisu^e me, — that is the truth. 
He fears me, Bichard, and will not dare the test of battle." 

*^ Well, that we shall soon see," answered his companion ; 
^ your messenger must be at my house, by this time, with his 
reply." 

*^ I trust so," said Dacre, thoughtfully ; ^ yet he will take 
time to write carefully, believe me. His will be no rash 
epistle, written in fiery anger at his cousin's death. No, no; 
it will be done as if a scrivener had dictated every word, and 
in a courtly hand. But whatever he does, mark me, he will 
leave the poison behind, and so calculate as to cast suspicion 
over me for life." 

*' But who suspects you, Dacre ?" asked iUchard of Wood* 
ville, with a smile ; ^ not one honest man on earth. You are 
too well known, for doubts to light upon you. Does not Sir 
Philip, her own uncle, love you as a son? and can you let 
the idle words of a knave, like this, disturb your peace ?" 

^* My peace, Bichard!" said Sir Henry Dacre, sadly ; ^* can 
a high and honest heart ever feel peace, so long as one doubt, 
one unrefuted charge, casts a cloud upon it? I would rather 
die a thousand deaths than have men point at me, and say, 
* he was suspected of a foul dime against an innocent lady;* 
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and, besides, even those that I loye best, those who hold me 
dearest, maj often ask themselves, ' could it be trae?'" 

" Not a whit !" replied Woodville : " no one will ever ask 
snoh a thing. Like a wounded man, you think that everj one 
will touch the spot, and feel the pain in fiincy. Cast off 
sndi imaginations, Dacre ; secure in your own honour, laugh 
suspicion to scorn, and trust to the noble and the true to do 
justice to those who are like themselves/' 

'^ Would I could do so, Richard," said the knight ; '^ and 
it would be easy, too, did we not know that the wide world is 
so full of arrant knaves, and that amongst the knaves there 
are such hypocrites, that honesty has no touchstone whereby 
true metal can be really known from fidse ; and men rightly 
doubt the value of each coin they take, so cunning are the 
oounterfeits. Hypocrisy is a greater curse to mankind than 
wickedness ; for it makes all virtue doubted, and fills the 
bosoms of the good with suspicion, from a knowledge of the 
feigning of the bad. Besides, amongst those who hold a 
middle course, neither plunging deep in the stream of vice 
and wrong, nor staying firmly on the shore of honour, how 
gladly every one attributes acts to others that may outdo the 
darkness of his own! No, no ; suspicion never yet lighted 
on a name that ever was wholly pure again. All I ask is, to 
give me that man before me, let me cram the falsehood down 
hLs throat, at the sword's point, and wring the truth from his 
dying lips, or let me die myself." 

^' Well, we shall see what he replies," answered Richard 
of Woodville, finding it useless to argue farther with him ; 
*^ and if, as you suspect, he evades the question, what think 
you then to do?" 

'^To go with you to Burgundy," answered Dacre ; ''for I 
shall be, then, one fitted well to take a part in civil broils — a 
rig^t serviceable man, where danger is rifest, ever ready to 
lead the way in peril, having nor wife, nor relative, nor 
firiend, nor hope, nor home, to make him feel the stroke that 
takes his life, more than the scratch of a sharp thorn that 
tears him as he passes through the wood." 

" But you will surely first return," said Woodville, " to 
say farewell to my good uncle, and sweet Isabel ?" 

'' I do not know,'* replied Dacre. ^ Dear Isabel, she tried 
to cheer me ; and I know would not for worlds suffer doubts 
of me to rest for an hour in her heart; and yet they will come 
and go, Richard, whether she will or not Each time I take 
her hand die'U think of Cadierine ; and though she'll answer 
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boldly, ^ it is false/ as often as suspicions rise, yet they will 
be remembered, and rest for ever as a shadow over our 
firiendship.** 

^'You do her wrong, Harry,*' answered his companion. 
*^ Your mind is sickly ; and, as a man in a sore disease, you 
see all things through one pale mist Isabel diay often think 
of her who is no more, may grieve for her, and regret that 
she did not make life happier to herself and others, and that 
she met so early and so sad a death ; but she will ever call 
her back to mind as one who wronged you, not as one ?nx>nged 
by you : and you may be happy yet." 

He spoke gravely, and Sir Henry Dacre turned and gazed 
at him, as if for explanation of his words ; but Richard said 
no more ; and, riding on in silence, they soon after came to 
a point where the road began to rise, winding in slowly be* 
tween two wooded hills, with a small streamlet flowing on 
by its side. The sun was sinking below the horizon, as they 
passed through a village, with the bright blacksmith's forge 
jutting out beyond the other buildings ; and when at length 
they drew the rein before the gate of a tall house bosomed in 
trees, it was well nigh dark. 

Several servants came instantly into the court; and, giring 
their horses to be taken to the stable, the two gentlemen en- 
tered the outer hall, and thence proceeded onwards to a room 
beyond, where they were immediately joined by a stout man, 
habited as a courier, who placed a letter in the hand of Sir 
Harry Dacre, without speaking. 

*^ So thou art back, Martin," said the knight, while 
Bichard of Woodville called for lights. 

^^ Yes, noble sir," answered the servant; *^ but I have had 
to ride hard, for he kept me a long time ; but that I don't 
wonder at." 

" Indeed !" exclaimed Sir Henry ; ** why should he keep 
you long r" 

*^ Because he wrote a long letter, sir," replied the man ; 
*^ he might have waited till doomsday, if he had been in my 
place, and I in his." 

*^ Did he look ill?" inquired the knight 

^' Not he, sir," answered the servant; ^^ he was out goss- 
hawking after larks when I arrived." 

'^ The liar !" muttered Sir Henry Dacre ; but at the same 
moment lights were brought in, and making the messenger s. 
aign to retire, the knight opened the letter and read. Bichard 
of Woodville stood by and watched him, while his fine 
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features, as he gazed intently upon the paper, assumed first 
a look of scorn, and then of anger ; and at length he ex- 
claimed, ** As I thought, Richard ! — as I thought ! On my 
life, I must be an astrologer, an*d not know it, to have read 
this man's conduct to the letter, beforehand. Mark what he 
says : * Sir Simeon of Roydon brings no charge against Sir 
Henry Dacre, and never has brought any ; but holds him as 
good knight and true. He has, therefore, no cause of quarrel 
with the said knight, but, far fi'om it, wishes him all pros- 
perity ; the which Sir Henry would have clearly seen, if he 
had read carefully the letter which Sir Suneon wrote to the 
good knight of Dunbury, and had not looked at it rashly. 
Therein Sir Simeon thought to do Sir Henry Dacre an act of 
love and courtesy, by pointing out — he himself nought 
doubting — ^what might breed doubts in the hearts of otlier 
men, regarding the manner of the death of the Lady Cathe- 
rine Beauchamp, in order that the good knight might make 
such inquiries as would remove all suspicion. For this cause 
he marked what he had only learned by hear-say, that Sir 
Henry Dacre had, as unhappily often happened, a fierce 
quarrel with the Lady Catherine, about a gentleman, it would 

seem, calling himself Hal of Hadnock ' Curses upon 

him V cried Dacre, breaking off. 

" Nay, nay, you do him wrong," answered Richard of 
Woodville ; ^^ he sought but to serve you, as I will tell you 
anon, Harry. But read on. What says he more ?" 

'^ * That Sir Harry quitted the hall in bitter anger,' '* con- 
tinued Dacre, reading, ^^ ^ and swearing he should go mad 
with the lady's conduct ^ Did I say so r" 

Woodville nodded his head, and his friend proceeded : 
'^ ' That the said Sir Henry, though his house is distant but 
seven miles, did not reach his own door till the hour of nine, 
and that the lady came by her death between seven and 
eight, or thereabout ; that Sir Henry's hand was torn when 
he reached his house ; and that there was a stain of blood 
upon the lady's throat ; that there were marks of horses' feet 
on the opposite side of the river, and across the moor towards 
Sir Henry's dwelling; and that he himself was seen of many 
persons wandering about near Abbot's Ann and Dunbury, 
till dark that night ; all of which points Sir Simeon of Roydon 
doubted not, in any way, could be easily explained by Sir 
Henry Dacre, if true — but which, perchance, were untrue 
he, Sir Simeon, having heard them merely from vague report* 
and common fame !' Some true, some false," cried Dacre. 

£ 
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^ I did tear my hand, opening the gate by Clatford mill. I 
did wander about, with a heart on fire, and a brain all whirl- 
ing, at being made wretched by another's fault ; but I waa 
&r from the village, fax from Abbey and Hall, before the sun 
went down ; for I saw him set from Weyhill. — Ah ! poisonous 
snake ! He stings and glides away from the heel that would 
crush him. Hear how he ends : ^ For his own part, Sir 
Simeon of Roydon is right well convinced that Sir Henry 
Dacre is pure and free of all share in the lady's death ; 
otherwise that knight might be full sure he would be the first 
to call him to the lists, in vengeance of his cousin's death/ 
The scoundrel coward ! But how is this, Richard i He 
must have spies in our houses — at our hearths. How else did 
he gain such tidings ? Who told him of the quarrel between 
that hapless girl and me? He was gone long before, I 
think ?" 

*^ Ay, but his servants stayed," replied Woodville ; ^ and 
there was one in the hall when you returned ; that black- 
looking, silent man. Yet he must have some other means of 
information, too; else how did he know your hand was 
torn ?" 

*' I cannot say," answered Dacre, thoughtfully. ** By 
heaven ! he will plant suspicion in my heart, too, and make 
me doubt the long-tried, faithful fellows I have with me." 
And he cast himself gloomily on a seat, and pondered in 
silence. 

The moment after, there was a sound of horses' feet pass- 
ing along before the house, and Richard of Woodville turned 
and listened, saying, ^^ Here is some new messenger. Were 
it any of my own people, they would come to the other 
gate." 

After some talking in the hall without, an attendant opened 
the door, and informed his young master that there was a 
person without who desired to see him. ^^ He comes from 
Westminster," added the man, ^' and will give neither message 
nor letters to any but yourself, sir." 

^^ Let him come in !" answered Richard of Woodville ^ 
and a personage was called forward, habited somewhat dif- 
ferently from any of those whom we have already had occa- 
sion to describe. He was dressed in what is called a tabard ; 
but it must not be supposed, from that circumstance, that he 
bore the office of either heraJd or pursuivant, for many other 
classes retained that part of the ancient dress, and it was 
officially worn by the squires, and many of the inferior attend* 
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ants of kings and sovereign princes, sometimes over armour, 
sometimes withoat. In particular cases, tfae tabard was em- 
broidered either with the arms of the lord whom the bearer 
served, or with his own, as a sort of coat of arms ; but was 
firequently, especially with persons of somewhat low degree, 
perfectly unomamented, and formed of a fine cloth of a uniform 
colour. Such was the case with the man who now appeared 
— ^his loose, short gown, with wide sleeves, being of a bright 
pink hue. The linen collar of his shirt fell over it; and the 
part of his dress left exposed below the knee, showed nothing 
but the riding boots of untanned leather, drawn up to their 
full extent In person, he was a short, thin young man, with 
a shrewd and merry countenance. His hair was cut short 
round the whole head, but left thick, notwithstanding, so as 
to resemble a fur cap, and his long arms reached his knees. 
Without uttering a word, he advanced towards Richard of 
Woodville, who had taken a step forward to receive him, and 
drawing a packet from the bosom of his tabard, he placed it 
in the gendeman^s hand. 

" From Hal of Hadnock, I suspect ?" said Woodville, 
looking at him closely. 

** Nay, I know not," replied the messenger ; ** from Hal, 
certainly ; yet no more Hal of Hadnock, than of Monmouth, 
or Westminster, or any other town of England or Wales. 
Read, and you will see." 

Richard of Woodville tore open the outer cover, and took 
forth several broad letters, tied and sealed. The first he 
opened, and drawing near the light, perused its contents 
attentively. 

** Hal of Hadnock," so it ran, ** to Richard of Woodville, 
greeting. Good service requires good service, and honour, 
honour. Thus you shall find, my comrade of the way, that 
I have not forgotten you, though matters of much moment 
and some grief have delayed a promise, not put it out of 
mind. You, too, have doubtless had much cause for thought 
and sorrow, and may, perchance, have yet affairs to keep you 
in the realms of England ; which being the case, I do not re- 
quire that you should lay aside things of weight, to bear the 
enclosed to the noble Duke of Burgundy, or his son, and to 
the faithful servant of this crown, Sir Philip Morgan, now at 
the court of Burgundy ; but the letter addressed to Sir John 
Grey, at Ghent, is of some importance to himself, and should 
find his hands as speedily as may be. If, therefore, by any 
chance, you be minded to stay in England more than four- 
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teen days from the receipt of these, return that packet by the 
bearer, one Edward Dyram. But, if you be ready to cross 
the seas ere then, keep the messenger with you in your com- 
pany, as I believe him to be faithful and true, and skilled in 
many things ; and he knoweth my mind towards you, which 
is good. Neither be offended at speech or jest of his, for he 
hath a licence not easily bridled ; but so long as he useth 
his tongue for his own conceit, so long will he use his know- 
ledge for a friend or master. I give him to you ; treat him 
well till you return him to me again; and if there be aught 
eUe that can serve you or do you grace, seek me at West- 
minster, where you will find a friend in Henry." 

Richard of Woodville pondered, but testified no surprise ; 
and, after a mementos thought, put the letter in the hand of 
8ir Henry Dacre, who read it through, with more apparent 
wonder than his friend had expressed. '^ And who is this ?" 
he asked, when he had done. '^ He signs himself, Henry. 
Can it be the Prince ?" 

^* The Prince that was, the King that is,** replied Wood- 
ville, giving him a sign to say no more before the messenger. 
** And so, my friend, you are to be my companion over sea ?" 
he added, turning to the latter. 

^^ That is as you will, not as I will,** replied the man ; ^^ if 
you are fool enough to quit England in a fortnight, when you 
can stay a month, I am to go with you ; if you are wise 
enough to stay, I am wise enough to go alone.** 

^ Ten days, I hope, at farthest, shall see my foot on other 
shores,*' answered Woodville ; " and pray. Master Ed^vard 
Dyram, what may be your capacit}', quality, or degree ? for 
'tis fit diat I should know who it is goes with me.** 

" Ned Dyram, fair sir, by your leave,** replied the mes- 
senger ; ^^ *tis so long since I lost the last half of my first name, 
that I know it not when I meet it; and I should as much expect 
my mother*s ass to answer me, if I called him fldward, as I 
should answer to it myself. Then, as to my capacity, it is 
large enough to hold any man*s secrets without spilling them 
by the way, or to contain the knowledge of a knight, a baron, 
and squire, besides a clerk*s and my own, without running 
over. My chief quality is to tell truth when I like it, and 
other men do not; and my degree has never been taken yet, 
though I lived long enough with a doctor of Oxford to have 
caught that sickness, had it been infectious.'* 

" I fear me, Ned Dyram,'* said Richard of Woodville, 



# < »=- - 






AGINCOURT. 53 

smiling, ^* I shall lose much time with you, in getting crooked 
an8T\ ers to plain questions ; but if you have puzzled your 
own brains with logic, puzzle not mine." 

" Well, weU, sir," answered the other, ** I will be brief, for 
I am hungry, and you are tired. I am the son of a Franks 
lin, who broke his heart to make me a clerk. I had, how- 
ever, no gift for singing, and turned my wits to other things. 
I can do what men can generally do, and sometimes better 
than they can. I have broken a man's head one day, and 
healed it the next; for I have handled a quarter-staff and 
ser^'ed a leech. I can cast nativities, and draw a horoscope ; 
I can make a horse-shoe, and sharpen a sword; I can write 
court hand, and speak more tongues than my own ; I can 
cook my own dinner, when need be, and bake or brew, if the 
sutler or the tapster should fail me." 

" A goodly list of qualities, indeed," said Richard of Wood- 
ville ; ** and though my household is not the most princely, 
we will find you an office, Ned Dyram, which yon must ex- 
ercise with discretion ; and now, as you are hungry, get you 
gone to my people, who vrill stop that eviL We have 
cupped." 

The messenger withdrew; and Sir Henry Dacre returned 
the letter, which he still held in his hand, to Woodville, say- 
ing, ** So this was the Prince ? the more cruel in him to sport 
with the peace of his father's subjects." 

^ Not so, Dacre," replied his friend. " I told you I could 
explain his conduct; and it is but justice to him to do so; 
for he intended to be kind, not cruel." 
Dacre shook his head gloomily. 

'* Well, you shall hear," continued Woodville, " When I 
first brought him to my uncle's gate, I knew not who he was ; 
but he had scarcely entered the hall, when I remembered 
him. I kept my own counsel, however, and said nothing; 
but when he sought his room, I went with him as you saw, 
and there for a whole hour we spoke of those we had left 
below. I told him nothing, Harry; for his quick eye had 
gleaned the truth wherever it turned ; and I had only to set 
him right on some things regarding the past. He knew you 
by name, and took interest in your fistte as well as mine. I 
would £Giin teU you all ; but in the mood in which yon are; 
I fear that I may pain you." 

^' Speak, Dick, speak," answered the knight; *^have we 
not been as brothers since our boyhood, that you may not 
give me all your thoughts freely? Say all you have to say. 
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Keep nought behind, if you love me ; for I have grown as 
suspicious as the rest, and shall doubt if I see you hesitate.** 
'< Well, at all risks,** said Richard of Woodville, '' it is better 
to give you some pain, perhaps, than to leave you with your 
present thoughts. We talked, then, first of myself and Mary 
Markham, and then of you and Catherine. He saw you 
loved her not*' 

^^ 'Twas her own fault,** cried Dacre : ^* she crushed out 
love that might once have been deep and true.** 

'^ I told him so,** replied WoodviUe ; ^^ and he asked, why» 
as you both clearly wished the bond that bound you to each 
other loosed, you did not apply to the Church and the law 
to break it? I said, what perhaps had better not been said, 
but yet what I believed, that, if you proposed it, she would 
not consent, for that she loved to keep you as a captive, if 
not by love*s chains, by any other. He fancied, Harry, that, 
if that incomplete union were dissolved, you might be happy 
with another — ay, with Isabel.** 

^ Ha! *' exclaimed Dacre ; ^^ ha ! Have I been so careless 
of my looks that a mere stranger should — ^ and he bent down 
his brow upon his hands, and remained for a moment silent 
Then lookmg up, he added, '^ Well, Bichard, I have been a 
Ibol; but was it possible to stand between a desert and a 
paradise, and not regret that I could never pass the boun- 
dary ; to look into a scene of joy and peace, and not long to 
rest the weary heart, and cool the aching brow in the calm 
groves, and pleasant glades before me ? Who would com- 
pare those two beings, and not choose between them, in 
spite of fate ? But what said he more ? ** 

** He thought you might be happy,'* answered Woodville, 
'^ and that the only barrier was one that he might prompt 
Catherine to remove herself. For that object he humoured 
her caprice, and played with her light vanity. He told me 
that he would; and I saw that he did so; for his was 
no heart to be suddenly made captive by one such as 
Catherine Beauchamp, Besides, it was clear, his words, half 
sweet, half sour, were all aimed at that end ; for ever and 
anon, when his tone was full of courteous gallantry, some 
aharp jest would break through, as if he eould not keep 
down tbe somewhat scornful dioughts with which her idle 
vani^ moved him." 

*' Then I did him wrong,'* answered Dacre; <'for had he 
succeeded, and led her to propose of her own will that our 
betrothing should be annulled, no boon on all the earth could 
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have been equal to tliat blessing. It has turned out sadly ; 
yet I will not blame him; for who can tell when he draws a 
bowstring in the dark where the shaft may fall ? But say, 
Richard, was he aware you knew his station?'' 

" I never told him," replied his friend ; " but I think that 
he divined. You see, in his letter, that he gives no explana- 
tion. But listen, Harry ; will it not be better — ^now that we 
have spoken freely on this theme — will it not be better, I 
say, for you to return home, let the first memory of these 
dark days pass away, and seek for happiness widi one who 
may well make up for all that you have suffered in the past.'* 

"What!" cried Dacre, "with this stain upon my name? 
Oh, no ! that dream of joy is gone. No, no, my only course 
is to forget that there is such a thing as love on ear^, or to 
think with your friend Chaucer's lay, that — 

* — Love ne is in yonge folke but rage, 
And is in olde folke a grete dotage, 
Who most it nsith, he most shal enpaire 
For thereof cometh disese and hevinesae 
So sorrow and oare, and many a grete sicknesae, 
Degpite, debate, and angre, and envie, 
Depravinjg[ shame, nntmst, and jelonsie, 
Pnde, mischefe, povertie, and wodeness.' " 

" 'Tis the song of the cuckoo, Harry," replied Woodville; 
^^but this sad humour, built upon a baseless dream, will pass 
away when you find that the suspicions which you now fancy 
in every one's heart, live but in your own imagination; and 
then you will answer with the nightingale — 

' That evirmore Love his servaantea amendeth« 
And from all evil tachis them defendeth ;* 

but Time must do his own work; and till then, argument is 
of no avaiL Yet I would frdn not have you lose bright days 
with me in foreign lands. Happy were I if I could stay like 
you in hope, and lead the pleasant summer life, beneadi the 
lightsome looks of her whom I love best. Think of it, 
Harry, think of it; and do not rashly judge that you see clear 
till you have wiped the dust out of your eyes." 

Daore shook his head, and answered, *' I will to rest, 
Bichard, such as I can find ; for now that I have got this 
eraven's reply, I have no furdier business here till I join yoa 
again upon our pilgrimage. I will away to-morrow, to pre- 
pare; Imt we shall meet before I go. 1 know my way." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE CORONATION. 

Five days after the events related in the last chapter, Richard 
of Woodville, leaving armourers and tailors busy in his house 
at Meouy rode away for London, accompanied by two yeo- 
men, a page, and Ned Dyram, whose talents had not been 
long in displaying themselves in the service of his new master. 
He had instnieted the tailors ; he had assisted the armourers ; 
he had aided to choose the horses ; he had drawn figures for 
Iresh pallettes and pauldrons ; and he had with his own hand 
manutactured a superb bridle and bit, ornamented with gilt 
steel plates ; jesting, laughing, talking, all the while, and over- 
coming the obstinacy and the vanity of the old artificers, who 
would fain have equipped the young gentleman who employed 
them, in the fashions of the early part of the last reign, all 
new inventions in those days travelling slowly from the capital 
to the country. Ned Dyram, however, had been in many 
lands, and had accumulated, in a head which possessed 
extraordinary powers both of obser\*ation and memory, an 
enormous quantity of patterns and designs of everything ne^ 
or strange, which he bad seen; and sometimes with a laugh, 
sometimes with an argument, he drove those who were 
inclined to resist all innovation, to adopt his proposed im- 
provements greatly against their will. But though his tongue 
occasionally ran fast, and he seemed to take a pleasure 
occasionally in confounding his slower opponents with a 
torrent of words, yet on all subjects but those immediately 
before him, he kept his own counsel, and not one of the ser- 
vants of the house, when he set out with Woodville for 
London, was aware of who or what he was, whence he came, 
or where he had gained so much knowledge. 

The first day's journey was a long one, and Richard of 
Woodville and his train were not many miles from London, 
when they again set forth early on the following morning, 
so that it was not yet noon, on the ninth of April, when they 
approached the city of Westminster, along the banks of the 
Thames. 

Winding in and out, through fields and hedge-rows, where 
now are houses, manufactories, and prisons, with the soft 
air of Spring breathing upon them, and the scent of the 
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early cowslips, for which that neighbourhood was once 
famous, rising up and filling the whole air, they came on, 
now catching, now losing, the view of the large heavy abbey 
church of Westminster, and its yet unfinished towers of the 
same height as the main building, while rising tall above it, 
appeared the belfry of St Stephen's chapel, with its peaked 
roof, open at the sides, displaying part of the three enor- 
mous bells, one of which was said (falsely) to weigh thirty 
thousand pounds. The top of two other towers might also 
be seen, firom time to time, over the trees, and also part of 
the buildings of the monastery adjoining the Abbey ; but 
these were soon lost, as the lane which die travellers were 
following wound round under the west side of Tote Hill, a 
gentle elevation covered with greensward, and ornamented 
with clumps of oak, and beech, and fir, amidst which might 
be discovered, here and there, some large stone houses, 
richly ornamented with sculpture, and surrounded with their 
own gardens. The lanes, the paths, the fields, were filled 
with groups of people in dieir holiday costume, all flocking 
towards Westminster; and what with the warm sunshine, 
the greenness of the grass, the tender verdure of the young 
foliage, and the gay dresses of the people, the whole scene 
was as bright and lively as it is possible to conceive. At 
the same time, the loud bells of St. Stephen's began to ring 
with the merriest tones they could produce, and a distant 
•* Hunah !" came upon the wind. 

" Now, Ned, which is the way?" asked Richard of Wood- 
ville, calling up his new attendant to his side, as they came 
to a spot where the lane divided into two branches, one 
taking the right hand side of the hill, and one the left. 
^ This seems the nearest," he continued, pointing down the 
former ; " but I know nought of the city." 

" The nearest may prove the farthest," replied Ned 
Dyram, riding up, *^ as it often does, my master. That is. 
the shortest, good sooth ! but they call the shortest often the 
fool's way ; and we might be made to look like fools, if we 
took it — for though it leads round to the end of St. Stephen's 
Lane, methinks that to-day none will be admitted to the 
palace-court by that gate, as it is the King's coronation 
morning." 

" Indeed !" said Woodville ; " I knew not that it was so. 

** Nor I, either," answered Ned ; " but I know it now. 

♦* And how, pray ?" asked his new master. 

•*By every sight and sound," replied Ned Dyram. " By 
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that girl's pink coats — ^by that good man's blue cloak — hj 
the bells ringing — hy the people running — ^by the hurrah we 
heard just now. I ever put all I hear and see together — ^for 
a man who only sees one thing at once, will neyer know 
what time he is living in." 

** Then we had better turn to the left," said WoodviUe^ 
not caring to hear more of his homily. '^ Of course, if this 
be the coronation day, I shall not get speech of the 
King till to-morrow; but we may as well see what is 
going on." 

'^ To the left will lead you right," replied his quibbling 
companion; <^that is to say, to the great gate before the 
palace court ; and then we shall discover whether the King 
will speak with you or not Each Prince has his own 
manners, and ours has changed so boldly in one day, that 
no one can judge from that which the lad did, what the man 
wiU do." 

^^ Has he changed much, then ? " asked Woodville, riding 
on ; ^^ it must have been sudden, indeed, if you had time to 
sec it ere you left him." 

^' Ay, has he !" answered Dyram ; '^ the very day of his 
fieither's death he put on, not the robes of royal^, but the 
heart ; and those who were his comrades before, gave place 
to other men. They who counted much upon his love, 
found a cold fiice ; and they who looked for hate, met with 
nought but grace." 

^' Then, perhaps, my reception may not be very warm, 
said Woodville, tlioughtfidly. 

*^ You may judge yourself, better than I can, master mine,' 
replied Ned Dyram. ^ Did you ever sit vrith him in the 
tavern, drinking quarts of vrine ?" 

*^ No," answered Richard of Woodville, smiling. 

** Then you shall be free of his table," said Ned. '^ Did 
jou ever shoot deer vrith him, by moonlight ?" 

<< Never," was his master's reply. 

** Then you may chance to taste his Tenison," rejoined 
the man. ** Did you ever brawl, swear, and break heads for 
him, or vrith him ?" 

*^ No, truly," said the young gentleman ; ^^ I fought under 
him with the army in Wales, when he and I were both but 
boys ; and I led him on his way one dark night, two days 
before his father died -, but that is all I know of him." 

*^ Then, perchance, you may enter into his council," an- 
swered Dyram; *'for, now that he is royal, he thinks 
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royaUjy and he judges man for himself not with the eyes of 
others." 

^' As all kings should,'' said Richard of Woodville. 

'^ And few langs do/' rejoined Ned. *^ I was not so lucky ; 
'but many a mad prank have I seen during the last year ; 
and though he knows, and Heaven knows, I never prompted 
what others did, yet I was one of the old garments he cast 
off, as soon as he put on the new ones. I fsu'ed better than 
the rest, indeed, because I sometimes had told him a 
rough truth ; and trust I shall hxe better still, if I do his 
bidding." 

^^And what may be his bidding?" asked Richard of 
Woodville — " for, doubtless, he gave you one, when he sent 
you to me." 

^' He bade me live well, and forget former days, as he had 
forgotten them," replied Ned Dyram; ^^and he bade me 
serve you well, master, if you took me with you ; so you 
have no cause to think ill of the counsel that he gave me in 
your case. But here we are, master mine ; and a goodly 
sight it is to see." 

As he spoke, they turned into the wide street, or rather 
road, which led from the village of Charing to the gates of 
the palace at Westminster ; and a gay and beautiful scene 
it certainly presented, whichever side the eye turned. To 
the north was seen the old gothic building (destroyed in the 
reign of £dward VI.) where the royal falcons were kept, and 
called from that circumstance the Mew; while, a little in 
advance, upon a spot slightly elevated, stood the beautiful 
stone cross, one of the monuments of undying regard, erected 
in the village of Charing, by King Edward the First ; to the 
left appeared the buttery and lodge, and other offices of the 
hospital and convent of St. James's, forming together a large 
pile of buildings, with gates and arches cutting each other 
in somewhat strange eonfrision — while the higher stories, 
supported by corbels, overhung the lower. The effect of 
the whole, however, massed together by the distance, was 
grand and striking; while the trees of the fields, then belongs 
ing to the nunnery, and afterwards formed into a park, broke 
the harsher lines, and marked the distances down the course 
of the wide road. 

A little nearer, but on the opposite side of the way, with 
gardens and stairs extopding to the river, was the palace, or 
lodging of the Kings of Scotland. The edifice has been 
destroyed — ^but the ground has still retained the name which 
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it then bore ; and iDaDy years had not elapsed, at the time 
I speak of, since that mansion had been inhabited by the 
monarchs of the northern part of this island, when they came 
to take their seats in Parliament, in right of their English 
feofs. Gardens succeeded, till appeared, somewhat project- 
ing beyond the line of road, the old stem building which 
• had once been the property of Hubert de Burg, Earl of 
Kent, more like a fortress than a dwelling, thotigh its gloomy 
aspect was relieved by a light and beautiful chapel, lately 
built on the side nearest to Westminster, by one of the 
Archbishops of York. 

Several smaller edifices, sometimes constructed of brick, 
sometimes of grey stone, were seen on the right and left, all 
in that peculiar style of architecture so much better fitted to 
the climate of northern Europe, and the character of her 
people, than the light and graceful buildings of the Greeks, 
which we imitate in the present day, generally with such 
heavy impotence ; and still between all appeared the green 
branches of oaks, and beeches, and fields, and gardens, 
blending the city and the country together. 

Up the long vista, thus presented, were visible thousands 
of groups, on horseback and on foot, decked out in gay and 
glittering colours : and as brilliant a scene displayed itself 
to the south, in the wide court before the palace, surround- 
ing which appeared the venerable Abbey, the vast Hall, the 
long line of the royal dwelling, the monastery, the chapel of 
St. Stephen, with its tall belfr}% and many anotfier tower and 
lofty archway, and the old church of St. Margaret, built 
about a century and a half before, together with the lofity 
yet heavy buildings of the Woolstaple, and the row of arches 
underneath. Banners and pennons fluttering in the wind ; 
long gowns of monks and secular clergymen ; tabards and 
mantles of every hue under the sun ; the robes and head- 
dresses of the ladies and their women, and the gorgeous 
trappings of the horses, catching the light as they moved 
hither and thither, rendered the line from the Eleanor cross 
to the palace one living rainbow ; while the river, flowing 
gently on upon the east, was covered with boats, all tricked 
out with streamers and fluttering ribbons. Even the grave, 
the old, and those dedicated to seclusion and serious thought^ 
seemed to have come forth for this one day ; and, amongst 
the crowd, might be distinguished more than one of the long, 
grey, black, or white gowns, with the coif and veil which 
marked the nun. All seemed gay, however ; and nothing 
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was heard but laughter, merriment, gay jests, the ringing of 
the bells, the sounding of clarions, anc^ every now and then, 
the deep tone of the organ, through the open windows of 
the Abbey, or a wild burst of martial music from the lesser 
court of the palace. 

Habited in black, as mourning for his unhappy cousin, 
Richard of Woodville felt himself hardly fitted for so gay a 
scene ; but his good mien and courteous carriage gained him 
many a civil word as he moved along, or perchance some 
shrewd jest, as the frank simplicity of those days allowed. 

*^ Where is the black man going ?** cried a pert London 
apprentice ; ^ he must be chief mourner for the dead king.*' 

^^ Nay, he is fair enough to look upon, Tom,"^ replied a 
pretty girl by his side. " You would give much to be as 
fair." 

'^ Take care of my toes, master,** exclaimed a stout citizen ; 
" your horse is mettlesome.'* 

" He shall not hurt yon, good sir,** replied Woodville. 

'^ Let me hold by your leg, sir squire,** said a woman near, 
'^ so shall I have a stout prop.** 

^' Blessings on his fair, good-natured &ce !** cried an old 
woman ; '^ he has lost his lady, I will wager my life«** 

'^ You have not much there to lose, good mother,** answered 
a man behind her. 

'^ Well, he will soon find another lady,** rejoined a buxom 
dame, who seemed of the same party, ^^ if he takes those eyes 
to court.** 

^* Out on it, master !** exclaimed a man who had been 
amusing the people round him by bad jokes ; *^ is your horse 
a cut-purse ? He had his nose in my pouch.** 

'^ Where he found nothing, t dare say,*' answered Wood* 
ville ; and in the midst of the peal of laughter which followed 
from the easily moved multitude, he made his way forward 
to the gates, where he was stopped by a wooden barrier 
drawn across and guarded by a large posse of the royal at- 
tendants, habited in their coats of ceremony. 

" What now ? — ^what now r '* asked one of the jacks of office, 
with a large mace in his hand, as Woodville rode up ; *^ you 
can have no entrance here, sir squire, if you be not of the 
King's house, or have not an order from one of his lords. 
The court is crowded already. The King will not have 
room to pass back.** 

Before his master could answer, however, Ned Dyram 
pushed forward his horse, and addressed the porter, sayings 
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in a tone of authoxi^, ^^ Up with the barrier, Master Robert 
Nesenham. 'Tis a friend of the King's, for whom he sent 
me — Master Richard of Woodyille — ^jron know the name." 

^^ That's another affair, Ned," replied the other ; ^* but let 
me see, are not you on the list of those who must not come 
to court ?" 

" Not I," replied Ned Dyram ; " or if I be, you have put 
me on yourself, Robin ; 'tis but the other day I left his Grace 
upon this errand." 

" Well, come in, if it be so, varlet," replied the porter^ 
lifting the barrier ; ^ but if you come forbidden, the pillory 
and your ears will be acquainted. How many men of you 
are tibere ? — Stand back, fellows, or I will break your pates. 
See, Tim, there is a fellow slipping through ! Drive him 
back — give him a throw — cast him over — ^break his neck — 
five of you, that is all ? — stand back, fellows, or you shall into 
limbo." 

While the good man strove with the crowd without, who 
all struggled manftdly to push through the barrier when it 
was open, Richard of Woodville and his followers made their 
way on into the court; and, dismounting from his horse in 
the more open space which it afforded, he advanced towards 
the passage which was kept clear by the royal officers, be* 
tween the door of the great Hall and the Abbey. At first he 
was placed near a stout man, dressed as a wealthy citizen ; 
and he inquired of him how long the King had been in the 
church. 

"Three parts of an hour," replied the other; "did you 
not hear the shout and the bells begin to ring ? Oh, it was 

a grand sight ! There was ^ but the rest of what he said 

was drowned by the noise around, aided by a loud flourish 
of trumpets from the Hall. 

The crowd, however, was constantly changing, and sway- 
ing to and fro ; and Woodville soon found himself separated 
from the man to whom he had spoken, by two or three of 
the secular clergy of the city, and a somewhat coquettish- 
looking nun, who wore over her grey gown a blue ribbon and 
a silver cross. 

She turned round and looked at him with her veil up, 
showing a very pretty face, and a pair of bright blue eyes. 
A fat monk was behind, and a man dressed as a scrivener ; 
but all were intent upon watching the door of the Abbey, as 
if they expected the royal procession soon to re-appear ; and 
Woodville turned his eyes thither also. The next moment 



AGINCOURT. 63 

he heard a voice pronounce his own name, and then add, 
'^ Beware of Simeon of Roydon; and let not Henry Dacre 
fight with him.'* 

Biohard turned sharply round, and gazed at those behind 
him ; but he saw no mce that he knew, but those of Ned 
Dyram and one of his own men. The rest of the group in 
his immediate neighbourhood was composed of two monks, 
another nun, a doctor of divinity in his cope, a tall man in a 
surcoat of arms, and two elderly ladies with portentous head- 
dresses, a full half yard broad and two feet high. 

It was a woman's voice, however, that he had heard, and 
he inquired at once of the nearest woman, ^^ Did you speak, 
lady?" 

^^ To be sure I did,** answered the good dame, in a sharp 
tone ; '^ I asked my brother what the hour is. No offence 
in that, sir, I suppose ?** 

** Oh, none, assuredly," replied Richard of Woodville ; 
" but I thought you mentioned my name." 

^ I do not know it, young sir," replied the lady; ** come 
away, brother, the squire is saucy;" and she and her party 
moved on, making a complete change in the disposition of 
the group. 

In vain Richard of Woodville looked beyond the little 
circle in which they stood ; he could see no face that he 
knew ; and at length, turning to Ned Dyram, he inquired if 
he had heard any one mention his name. 

^ That good dame, or some one near her certainly did," 
replied the man ; ^ but I could not see exactly who it was. 
It might be' the other woman." 

" Was she old, too ?" demanded Woodville. 

" Too old for your wife, and too young for your mother," 
answered Ned — " somewhat on the touch of forty years." 

As he spoke, there was a loud ^^ hurrah !" from the ground 
adjacent to the Abbey door; a true, hearty, English shout, 
such as no other nation on the earth can give ; and the royal 
procession was seen returning. All pressed as near as they 
could; and Richard of Woodville gained a place in front,, 
where he waited calmly, uncovered, for the passing of the 
King. 

On came the train, bishops and abbots, priests and nobles, 
the pages, the knights, the bearers of the royal emblems; 
but all eyes were turned to one person, as — ^with a step, not 
haughty, but calm and firm, such as might well accord with 
a heart fixed and confident to keep Uie solemn vows sa 
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lately made, in scrupulous fidelity; T^ith a brow elevated by 
high and noble purposes, more than by the splendour of the 
crown it bore ; and with an eye lightening with genius and 
soul — Henry of Monmouth returned towards his palace, 
amidst the gratulating acclamations of his people. 

Richard of Woodville saw Hal of Hadnook in the whole 
bearing of die monarch, as he had seen the Prince in the bear* 
ing of Hal of Hadnock, and he murmured to himself, ^^ He is 
the same. ^Tis but the dress is altered, either in mind or 
body. Excluded from the tasks of royalty, he assumed a less 
noble guise ; but still the man was the same.^ 

As he thus thought, the King passed before him, looking 
to right and left upon the long lines of people thac bordered 
his way, though, marching in his state, he distinguished no 
one by word or gesture. His eyes, indeed, fixed firmly for 
an instant upon Richard of Woodville, and a slight smile 
passed over his lip ; but he went on without farther notice ; 
and the young gentleman turned, as soon as he had gone by, 
thinking, ** I wUl seek some inn, and come to the paiace to- 
morrow. To-day, it is in vain." 

The pressure of the multitude, however, prevented him 
from moving for some time, and he was forced to remain till 
the whole of the procession had gone by. He then made his 
way out of the crowd, which gradually became less compact, 
though few retired altogether, the greater number waiting 
either to discuss the events of the day, or to see if any other 
amusements would be afforded to die people; but it was 
some time before the young gentleman could find his horses, 
for the movements of the people had forced them from the 
place where they had been left. Just as he was, at length, 
patting his foot in the stirrup, Ned Dyram pulled his sleeve, 
saying, ^' There is a King's page, my master, looking for 
some one in the crowd. Always give yourself a chance. It 
may be you he seeks." 

** I think not," replied Richard of Woodville ; *^ but you 
can join him, and inquire, if you will.'" 

The man instantly ran off at full speed ; aud, though soon 
forced to slacken his pace amongst the people, he in the end 
reached the page, and asked for whom he was looking. 

^ A gentleman in black," replied the boy, *^ named Richard 
of Woodville." 

*^ Then there he is," answered Ned, pointing with his hand 
to where his master stood; and, followed by the page, he 
walked quickly to the spot 
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^^ If your name be Richard of Woodyille, sir/' said the boy, 
'^the King will see you now, while he is putting |off his 
heavy robes and taking some repose.^ 

"I follow, young sir," replied Woodville; and, accom- 
panying the page, he turned towards the palace, while Ned 
jDyram, after a moment's hesitation, pursued the same course 
as his master, ^ in order,'' as he said mentally, ^^ always to 
give himself a chance." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE DAY OF FESTIVAL. 

Crossing through the great Hall of the palace of Westmin- 
ster, where so many a varied scene has been enacted in the 
course of English lustory, where joy and sorrow, mirth, merri- 
ment, pageantry, fear, despair, and the words of death, have 
passed for well nigh a thousand years, and do pass still, 
Richard of Woodville followed the page amidst tables and 
benches, serving-men, servers, guards, and ushers, till they 
reached a small door at the left angle, which, when opened, 
displayed the first steps of a small stone staircase. Up these 
they took their way, and then, through a corridor thronged 
with attendants, past the open door of a large room on the 
right, in which mitres and robes, crosses and swords of state, 
met the young gentleman's eye, to a door at the end, which 
the page opened. Within was a small antechamber containing 
several squires and pages in their tabards, waiting either in 
silence, or at most talking to each other in whispers. They 
made way for their comrade, and the gentleman he brought 
with him, to pass, and, approaching an opposite door, the 
boy knocked. No one answered ; but the door was imme- 
diately opened ; and Richard of Woodville was ushered into 
a bedchamber, where, seated in a, large chair, be found the 
King, attended by two men dressed in their habits of state. 
One of these had just given the visitor admission ; but the 
other was engaged in pulling off the boots in which the mo- 
narch had w^ked to and from the Abbey, and in placing a 
pair of embroidered shoes upon his feet instead. 

'' Welcome, Richard of Woodville," said Henry, as soon 
as he beheld him; ** so you have come to see Hal of Had- 
nock before you depart ?" 

F 
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^ I have come to see my graeioiis Sovemgn, Sire,^ replied 
WoodviUe, adyaacing, and bending the knee to kiss his hand, 
^' .and to wish him health and long life to wear his erown^ for 
his own honour and the happiness of his people.^ 

^ Nay, rise, Richard, rise," said Henry, smiling Idndlj; ^ no 
court ceremonies here. And I will tell you, my good fiiend, 
that I do really beUeye, there is not one of all those who have 
shouted on my path to-day, or sworn to support my throne, 
who more sincerely wishes my prosperity thiaji yoursell But 
say, did you guess, that Hal of Hadnock was the Prince of 
Wales?'* 

" I knew it, Sire," replied Woodville,"firom the first mo- 
ment you entered my uncle's hall. I had served under your 
Grace's command in Wales." 

*^ I suspected as much," replied the monarch, ^^firom some 
words you let fall." 

'^I do beseech you, Sire, to pardon me," continued Richard, 
" if I judged my duty wrongly ; but I thought that so long as 
it was not your pleasure to give yourself your own state, it 
was my part, to know you only as you seemed." 

^^And you did right, my Mend," replied the King; ^'but 
were you not tempted to breathe die secret to any one — not 
even to Mary Markham?" 

" To no one. Sire," answered Woodville, boldly ; "not for 
my right hand, would I have said one word to the best friend 
I had." 

" You are wise and fEuthful, Richard of Woodville," s^d 
Henry, gravely ; " God send me many such." 

" Here is the other mantle. Sire," said the attendant who 
was dressing him, "will you permit me to unclasp that?" 

Henry rose, and the man disengaged the royal mantle 
from his shoulders, replacing it widi one less heavy, while 
the King continued his conversation with Woodville, afiter a 
momentary interruption, repeating, " God send me many 
such ; for if I judge righdy, I shall have need of strong arms, 
and wise hea^, and noble hearts about me. Nor shall I frtil 
to call for yours when I have need, my friend." 

"Ah, Sire," answered Woodville, with a smile, " as far as 
a true heart and a strong arm may go, I can, perhaps, serve 
you ; but for wise heads, I fear you must look elsewhere. I 
am but a singer of songs, you know, and a lover of old 
ballads." 

"Like myself, Richard," replied Henry; "but none the 
worse for that. I know not why, but I always doubt the man 
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thai is not fond of music. 'Tis, perhaps, that I love it so 
well myself, that I cannot but think he who does not has 
some discordant prinoiple in his heart that jars with sweet 
sounds. 'Tis to me a great refreshment also ; and when I 
have been sad or tired with all this world's business, when 
mj thoughts have grown ndstj, or my brain tamed giddy, I 
have sat me do?ni to the organ and played for a few moments 
till all has become clear again ; and I have risen as a man 
does from a calm sleep. As for poesy, indeed, I Iotc it well 
enough, but I am no poet: — and yet I tiiink that a truly great 
po et is more powerful, and has a wider empire, than a king. 
We monarchs rule men's bodies while we live; but their 
minds are beyond that sceptre, and death ends all our power. 
The poet rules their hearts, moulds their minds to his wiQ, 
and stretches Ins arm over the wide friture. He arrays the 
thoughts of countless multitudes for battle on the grand field 
of the world, and extends his empire to Ae end of time. 
Look at Homery — has not the song of the blind Greek its 
influence yet ? and so shall the verse of Chaucer be heard in 
years to come, long after the brow they have this day crowned 
shall have mouldered in the grave." 

The thoughts which he had himself called up, seemed to 
take entire possession of the King, and he remained gazing 
in deep meditation for a few minutes upon the glittering em- 
blems of royalty which lay upon the table before him, while 
Richard of Woodville stood silent by his side, not venturing 
to interrupt his reverie. 

*^ Well, Richard," continued the King, at length rousing 
himself, ^ so you go to Burgundy ? but hold yourself ready 
to join me when I have need." 

*^ I am always ready, now or henceforward, Sire," answered 
the young gentleman, ^ to serve you with the best of my poor 
ability; and the day will be a happy one that calls me to you. 
I only go to seek honour in another land, because I had so 
resolved before I met your Highness, and because you your- 
self pronounced it best for me." 

" And so I think it still," replied Henry. " I would myself 
advance you, WoodviUe, but for two reasons; first, I find 
every office near my person filled with old and faithful ser- 
vants of the crown ; and, as they fall vacant, I would place 
in them men who have themselves won renown. Next, I 
think it better that your own arm and your own judgment 
should be your prop, rather than a King's favour ; and, as 
yet^ there is here no opportunity. Besides, there are many 
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other reasons ^^hy you will do well to go, in which I have 
not forgotten your own best interests. But keep yourself 
clear of long engagement to a foreign Prince, lest your own 
should need you.^' 

*^ That I most assuredly will. Sire/* answered Richard of 
Woodville. " I go but to take service as a volunteer, holding 
myself firee to quit it when I see meet I ask no pay from 
any one ; and if I gain honour or reward, it shall be for what 
I have done, not for what I am to do.** 

" You are right, you are right," said Henry ; " but have 
you anything to ask of me?** 

^* Nothing, Sire,** replied the young gentleman. ^' I did 
but wish to pay reverence to your state, and thank you for the 
gracious letters you have given me, before I went ;** and he 
took a step back as if to retire. But Henry made a sign, 
saying— 

^'Stop! yet a moment; I have something to ask you. — 
Lay the gloves down there, Surtis. Tighten this point a 
little, and then retire with Baynard.** 

The attendants did as they were bid; and Henry then in- 
quired, *^ What of Sir Henry Dacre, and of that dark evening*s 
work at which we were present?'* 

^^ Dacre goes with me. Sire,*' replied Bichard of Wood- 
ville. 

^'Ha!** exclaimed the King; '^then were we wrong in 
thinking he loved the other ?*' 

" Not so,** answered Woodville ; " *tis a sad tale. Sire. 
He does love Isabel, I am sure — ^has long loved her, though 
struggling hard against such thoughts. But, as if to mar his 
whole happiness, that scoundrel, Roydon, whom you saw, 
when informed of poor Kate*s death, wrote, though he did 
not come, raising doubts as to whether her fate had been ac- 
cidental.** 

*' Doubts !** cried the King. ^* Do you entertain no doubts, 
Richard?'* 

^^Many, Sire,** answered the young gentleman; ^^but I 
never mention doubts that I cannot justify by proof, and will 
not support with my arm. But he did more ; he pointed 
suspicion at one he knew too well to be innocent He called 
up some accidental circumstances affecting Dacre — ^not aa 
charges, indeed, but as matters of inquiiy ; made the wound 
and left the venom, but shrunk from the result** 

^^ And what did Dacre?** asked the King. 

*' (xave him the lie, Sire,** replied Woodville ; ** called upon 
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him to come boldly forward, make bis accusation, and sup- 
port it in the lists/' 

" He avoided that, FU warrant," replied Henry ; '* I know 
him, Richard." 

^^He did so, Sire," answered the young gentleman; ^^he 
declared he had no accusation to bring — held Dacre to be 
good knight and true ; but still kept his vague insinuations 
forward in view, as things that he mentions solely because it 
would be satisfactor}' to the knight himself to dear up what- 
ever is obscure." 

^ And does the Lady Isabel give any credence, then, to these 
cowardly charges?" inquired the King. 

" Oh ! no. Sire," replied Woodville, warmly. " She has 
known Harry Dacre from her infancy ; und those who have, 
are well aware that, though quick in temper, he is as kind as 
the May wind — as true and pure as light But Dacre is 
miserable. He thinks, that, henceforth, the finger of suspi- 
cion will be pointed at him for ever ^ he sees imaginary 
doubts and dreads in every one's heart towards him ; he feels 
the mere insinuation, as the first stain upon a high and noble 
name. It weighs upon him like a captive's chain ; he cannot 
break it or get free — it binds his very heart and soul ; and, 
casting all hope and happiness behind him, he is resolved to 
go and peril life itself in any rash enterprise that fortune may 
present" 

** Poor man ! " exclaimed Henry, '' I can well understand 
his feelings : but God will bring all things to light Yet, tell 
me, Richard of Woodville, do your own suspicions point in 
no particular direction ? — ^have you no doubts of any one ? " 

"Perhaps I have, Sire," answered Woodville; "but I will 
beseech your Highness to grant me one of two things — either, 
to appoint a day and hour where, in fit lists and with arms 
at outrance, I may sustain my words to the death ; or do not 
ask me to make a charge which I can support with no other 
proof than my right hand." 

" I understand you, Richard," said the King, ^^ and I will 
ask no farther. Your course is a just one; but I trust, and 
am sure, that heaven will not witness such deeds as have 
been done, without sending punishment We both think of 
the same person, I know ; and my eye is upon him. Tell 
me, however, one thing, — does not Sir Simeon of Roydon 
inherit the estates of this poor Lady Catherine ? " 

"He does. Sire, and is already in possession," replied 
Woodville. 
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^ He is here at the oourt," rejoined the King, ^ and I shall 
show him favour for her sake.** 

Richard of Woodrille gazed at the monarch in surprise, 
but a slight smile curled Henry's lip ; and, although he gare 
no expluiadon of the words which he had spoken in a grave 
tone, his young companion was satisfied. 

^ I always love to get at the heart of a mystery,^ continued 
the King, seeing that Bidiard remained silent; '^and I 
should much like to know, if you can tell me, what was the 
cause of that furious quarrel which took place between Sir 
Henry Daere and this unhappy lady, just before he went? I 
fear I had some share in if 

^ You were but the drop. Sire, that overflowed the cup,** 
replied Woodville ; ^ it had been near die brim for several 
days before ; but what was said I know not. Remonstrance 
upon his part, and cutting sneers on hers, as usual, I suppose ; 
but he has never told me.*" 

Heniy mused for^ a moment at this reply; and then, 
changing the subject,' he inquired, ^ Is good Ned Dyram with 
you here in Westminster?'* 

<< He is in the Hall below, Siie," answered Woodville ; 
*^ and a most useful gift has he been to me already." 

^< A loan, Richard, a loan !" cried the King; ^ I shall claim 
him back one oi these days, after he has served you in Bur- 
gundy. You will find he has faults as well as virtues; so 
have an eye to correct them. But even now, aa the country 
folk say, I have a mind to borrow my own horse. I want hik 
services for diree days, if you will lend him to me — ^You are 
not yet ready to set out?" 

''Not yet, Sire," repUed Woodville; **but, in one week 
more, I hope to be on oie sea." 

*^ Well, then, send the man up to me, and he shall rqoin 
you in four days," answered Henry; ^ Irat let me see you to- 
morrow, my good friend, before you go home, for I would 
fedn talk farther with you. It is seldom that a King can 
meet one with whom he can speak his thoughts plainly; and 
I find already a difference that makes me sad. Command 
and obedience, arguments of state and policy, flattering 
aoquiescencer in my opinion, wheth^ right or wrong, praise, 
broad and coarse, or neat and half concealed^ — of these I 
ean have plenty, and to surfeit; but a firiend, into whose bosom 
one can pour forth one's ideas without restraint, whether 
they be sad or gay, is a rare thing in a court So, for the 
present, fare-you-well, Richard. You will stay here for the 
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banquet in the Hall, of ooiirse ; and let me see you to*morrow 
momingy towards ti^e hour of eight." 

Richard of WoodTille, as he well might, felt deeply grati* 
fied at the confidence which the King^s words implied, and 
be answered, ''I will not fail, Sire, to attend you at that 
hour, with more gratitude for your good opinion than any 
other favour. At the banquet, I mH try to find a place, 
and will send Ned Dyram to yon. Will yon receive him 
now?'* 

^ Yes, at once,'* replied the King; ''for, good faith! these 
lords and bishops who are waiting for me, will think me long. 
I will order you a place below; but, mark me, Richard — ^if 
you meet Simeon of Roydon, seek no quarrel with him; and 
lay my commands upon Sir Henry Dacre, that he do not, on 
any pretence, again call him to die lists, without my know- 
ledge and consent. As to Ned Dyram, he shall rejoin you 
soon. There is no way in which he may not be useful to 
you; for there is scarce an earthly chance for which his 
ready wit is not prepared. I met him first, studying aldiemy 
with a poor wretch who, in pursuit of science, had blown all 
his wealth up llie chimney of his furnace, and could no longer 
keep this boy. I found him next in an armourer's shop, 
hammering at hard iron, and thence I took him. He has a 
tibousand qualities, some bad, some good. I think him 
honest; but his tongue is somewhat too firee; and diat which 
the wild Prince might laugh at, might not chime with the 
dignity <^ the crown. He will learn better in your train ; but 
at the present I have an errand for him — so send him to me 
quickly.'* 

Richard of Woodville bowed and withdrew; and, finding 
his way down to the Hall, he called Ned Dyram, — ^who was 
in full activity, aiding the royal officers to set out the tables, — 
and told him to go Erectly to the King. The man laughed, 
and ran oflT to fulfil the command: and about three quarters 
of an hour elapsed before die monarch appeared in tiie hall, 
which by that time was nearly filled widi guests, invited 
to the banquet He was followed by the train of high 
nobles and churchmen, whom Woodville had seen waiting 
in a chamber above; and the nnmerous tables, which were 
as many as that vast building could contain, were soon 
crowded. 

It would be dull to the reader, were I to give any acooimt 
of a mere ordinary event, such as a royal feast of those dajra 
— were I to tell the number of oxen and sheep that were 
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consumed — the capons, ducks, geese, swans, and peacocks^ 
that appeared upon the board. Suffice it, that one of the 
royal servants placed Bichard of Woodville according to his 
rank; that the banquet, with all its ceremonies, was some- 
what long in passing, but that the young gentleman^s com- 
fort was not disturbed by the sight of Simeon of Boydon, 
who, if he were in the Hall, kept himself from Richard's eyes. 
The lower part of the chamber was filled with minstrels, 
musicians, and attendants; and music, as usual, accom- 
panied the feast ; but ever and anon, from the court before 
the palace and the neighbouring streets, were heard loud 
shouts, and laughter, and bursts of song, showing that the 
merriment and revelry of the multitude were still kept up, 
while the King and his nobles were feasting within. 

Thus, when the banquet was over, the monarch gone from 
the Hall, and Bichard of Woodville, with the rest of the 
guests, issued forth into the court, he was not surprised to 
find a gay and joyous scene without, the whole streets and 
roads filled with people, and every one giving himself up to 
joy and diversion. The gates of the court were thrown open, 
the populace admitted to the very doors of the palace, and a 
icrowd of several hundred persons assembled round a spot in 
the centre, where a huge pile of dry wood had been lighted 
for the august ceremony of roasting an ox whole, which was 
duly superintended by half a dozen white-capped cooks, 
with a whole army of scullions and turnspits. Butts of strong 
beer stood in various comers ; and a fountain, of four streams, 
flowed with wine at the side next to the Abbey. In one 
spot, people were jostling and pushing each other to get at the 
ale or wine; in another, they were dancing gaily to tJ^e sound 
of a viol; and further on was a tumbler, twisting himself into 
every sort of strange attitude for the amusement of the spec- 
tators. Loud shouts and exclamations, peals of laughter, the 
sounds of a thousand different musical instruments playing as 
^lany different tunes, with voices singing, and others crying 
wares of several sorts, prepared for the celebration of the day, 
made a strange and not very melodious din; but there was 
an air of festivity and rejoicing, of fun and good humour, in 
the whole, that compensated for the noise and the crowd. 

Bichard of Wooaville had given orders for his horses to 
be taken to an inn at Charing, while waiting in the Hall 
before the banquet; and he now proceeded on foot, through 
the crowd in the pidace courts, towards the gates. It was a 
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matter of some difficulty to obtain egress; for twilight was 
now coming on, and the multitude were flocking from the 
sights which had been displayed in the more open road to 
Charing during the last two or three hours, to witness the 
roasting of the ox, and to obtain some of the slices which 
were to be distributed about the hour of nine. 

At length, however, he found himself in freer air; but still, 
every four or five yards, he came upon a gay group, either 
standing and talking to each other, or gadiered round a 
show, or some singer or musician. It was one constant suc- 
cession of faces; some young, some old, some pretty, some 
ugly, but all of them strange to Richard of Woodville. 
Nevertheless, more than once he met the same merry saluta- 
tions which he had been treated to when on horseback; and, 
as he paused here and there, gazing at this or that gay party, 
he was twice asked to join in the dance, and still more fre- 
quently required to contribute to the payment of a poor min- 
strel with Us pipe or cithern. ^ 

The minstrels were not, indeed, in those days at least, a 
very elevated race of beings; their poetical powers, if they 
ever in this country possessed any, had entirely merged in 
the musical ; and, though they occasionally did sing to their 
own instruments, or to those of others, the verses were gene- 
rally either old ballads, or pieces of poetry composed by 
persons of a higher education than themselves. 

Nearly opposite the old dwelling of the kings of Scotiand, 
Woodville*s ear caught the tones of a very sweet voice 
singing; and, approaching the group of people that had 
gathered round, he saw an old man playing on an instru- 
ment somewhat like, but greatly inferior to a modem guitar, 
while a girl by his side, with fine features, and apparently — 
for the light was faint — a beautifrd complexion, dressed in 
somewhat strange costume, was pouring forth her lay to the 
delighted ears of youths and maidens. She had nearly 
finished the song, when the young gentleman approached; 
and, in a moment or two after, she went round with a cap in 
her hand, asking the donations of the listeners. 

Woodville haid been pleased, and he threw in some small 
silver coin, more than equal to all that the rest had given ; 
and, resuming her place by the old man's side, she whispered 
a word in his ear, upon which he immediately struck his 
instrument again, and she began another ditty in honour, it 
would appear, of her generous auditor : — 
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SONG. 



The hark is at tlie sfcoro, 
Tke wind u in the safl. 
Fear not the tanpefli's raw. 

There's fiMtmie m the ^»te ; 
For tlie true heart and kind* 
Its reoompence shall find. 
Shall win praise, 
Ajid ^dden dsfs. 
And lire in msny a tale. 

Oh, go'st thou hst or ni^ 
To Palestine or France, 
For iiiee soft hearts shall si|^ 
And glory wrasitiL ^mj lance ; 
For ihe true heart and kind. 
Its reoompence shall find, 
Shallwin praise. 
And ^Iden days. 
And liye in many a tale. 

The courtly hall or field. 

Still Inck shall thee afibrd ; 
Thj heart shall he thy shield. 

And lore shall edge thj sword ; 
For the tme heart and kmd, 
Ita reoompence shall find. 
Shall win praise. 
And ^Ideoi days. 
And lire m many a tale. 

Hie kric flhall sing on high, 

AYhateTer shores thou roy'st ; 
The nightingale shall try. 

To G»ll np her thon lov'st ; 
For the trae heart and kind, 
Ita reoompenoe shall find. 
Shall win praise, 
Andj^lden days, 
Askd live m many a tale. 

In hours of pain and grief. 

If aoch thoa must endure. 
Thy Ixeast shall know retieC 
In honour tried and pure ; 
For the tme heart and idnd. 
Its reoompence shall find, 
ffliall win praise. 
And jj^lden days. 
And lire in many a tale. 
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And Fortxine soon or late, 

SIuJl are the jewell'd prize ; 
Por deeds, in spite of fate, 

Ghun smiles from ladies' eyes ; 
And the true heart and kind. 
Its reeompenoe shall find* 
Shall win praise. 
And i^lden days. 
And lire m many a tale. 

The song was fiill of hope and cheerfulness ; and though 
the melody was simple, as all music was in those days^ it 
went happily with tiie words. Richard of Woodville well 
understood, that though certainly not an improyisation, the 
yerse was intended for him ; and fseling grateful to ihe girl 
for her promises of suecess, he drew forth his purse^and held 
out to her another piece of money. She stepped graeefullj 
forward to reeeiye it, and this time extended a fiur, small 
handy instead of the cap whidi she had before borne romid 
the crowd ; but just at that moment, a party of horsemen 
came up at full gallop, and, as if for sport — ^probably imder 
the influence of wine — ^rode fiercely through the little circle 
assembled to hear the song. 

The listeners, young and active, easily got out of the way ; 
but not so the old minstrel, who stood still, as if bewildered, 
and was knocked down and trampled by one of the horse- 
men. The gbl, his companion, with a shriek, and Bidiard 
of Woodyille, with a cry of indignation, started forward to* 
gether ; and the latter, catching the horse which had done 
the mischief by the bridle, with his powerful arm forced it 
badi upon its haunches, throwing die rider to the ground 
with a heavy fall. As ^e man went down, his hood was 
east back, and Woodville beheld the face of Simeon of 
Boydon. But he paused not to notice him farther, instantly 
turning to raise the old man, and endeavouring to support 
hun. The poor minstrel^s limbs had no strength, however, 
and £earing that he was much hurt, the young gentleman ex- 
daimed, ^ Grood heaven I why did you not get out of their 
way?'' 

The old man made no answer; bat the girl replied, wring- 
ing her hands — ^ Alas ! he is Uind !" 

^ Let us bear him cfuick to some ho^tal T said Bichard ; 
** he is stunned. Who will aid to carry him?" 

^* I will, sir ! — ^I will !" answered half-a-dozen voices firom 
the crowd ; and the old minstrel was immediatelj raised in 
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the arms of three or four stout young men^ and carried 
towards the neighbouring nunnery and hospital of St James's, 
■accompanied by his £Bdr companion. 

WoodviUe was about to follow, but Sir Simeon of Boydon, 
who had by this time regained his saddle, thrust himself in 
the way, saying, in a fierce and bitter tone — *^ Richard of 
WoodviUe, I shall remember this !" 

'' And I shall not forget it, Simeon of Roydon,** replied 
the other, hardly able to refrain from punishing him on 
the spot *' Get thee hence ! Thou hast done mischief 
enough !'' 

The knight was about to reply; but a shout of execration 
burst from the people, and, at the same moment, a stone, 
flung from an unseen hand, struck him on the face, cutting 
his cheek severely, and shaking him in the saddle. His 
companions, alarmed at what they had done, had already 
ridden on; and, seeing that he was likely to fare ill in the 
hands of die crowd, Roydon put spurs to his horse, and gal- 
loped after them, muttering curses as he went 

Richard of WoodviUe soon overtook the Utde party which 
was hurrying on with the injured man to the lodge of the 
monastery, and found the poor girl weeping bitterly. 

^* Alas ! noble sir !^ she said, as soon as she saw him, ^'he 
is dead ! He does not speak ! — his head feJls back P' 

" I trust not — I trust not !" answered WoodviUe. " He 
is but stunned, probably, by the blow, and wUl soon recover.** 

She shook her head moumfuUy ; and the next moment, 
one of the young men, who had taken up the old man's 
cithern, stepped forward before the rest, and rang the beU at 
the gate of the nunnery. It was opened instantly, and 
WoodviUe briefly explained to the porter what was the 
matter. 

^ Bring him in here,'* said the old man ; ** we wiU get 
help. The good prioress is skilful at such things, and 
brother Martin stiU more so ; and he is nearest, for the 
monk's lodging is only just below there. Let one of the men 
run down and ask for brother Martin." 

In the meantime, the old minstrel was brought in, and laid 
upon the pallet in the porter's room ; and the news of the 
accident having spread, the lodge was speedily fiUed vrith 
nuns, having their veils down, all eagerly inquiring what 
had happened. 

The prioress and brother Martin appeared at the same 
moment ; and, in answer to their questions, WoodviUe ex- 
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plained the facts of the case ; for the poor girl, overwhelmed 
with grief, was kneeling by her old companion's side, and 
holding a small ebony cross which she wore round her neck 
to his motionless lips. 

" Give us room, my child — give us room !" said brother 
Martin, putting his hand kindly on her shoulder; and, 
having obtained access to the pallet, he and the prioress 
proceeded to examine what injuries the poor old man had 
received. Their search was short, however ; for, after feeling 
the back of the head with his hand, and then putting hia 
fingers on the pulse, the good monk turned round, with a 
grave countenance, saying, ^' God have mercy on his soul ; 
for to Him has it gone.'' 

The poor singer covered her eyes with her hands, and 
sobbed bitterly. All the rest were silent for a moment ; and 
then Richard of Woodville, turning to the prioress, said, in 
a low voice, ^^ I will beseech you, lady, to see, in all charity, 
to this poor man's interment ; and that masses be said in your 
chapel for his soul. Also, if you would, like a good 
Christian, take some heed of this poor girl, who is his 
daughter, I suppose, I should be glad, for it may better be- 
come you than me ; but whatever expense the convent may 
be at, I will repay, though, Heaven knows, I am not over 
rich. My name is Richard of Woodville ; and to-morrow, if 
you will send a messenger to me, I shall be found at the 
Acorn, just beyond the Bishop of Durham's lodging. You 
must send before eight, however, or after ten ; for at eight I 
am to be with the King." 

The prioress bowed her head, saying simply, ^^I will," and 
Woodville turned to depart ; but the poor girl, who had heard 
his words, started up, and catching his hand, pressed her lips 
upon it, then knelt by the pallet again, and seemed to pray. 

Without farther words, Woodville quitted the lodge ; the 
porter hurried on to open the gates, and the young gentle- 
man went out with the people who had borne or accompanied 
the poor old minstrel thither. Just as he had reached the 
road, however, he heard a voice say, " Richard of Woodville, 
fisurewell ; and remember !" 

He started and turned round ; but though it was a female 
voice that spoke, there were none but men around him ; and 
at the same moment the gate rolled heavily to. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE aiCK HIND. 

We must return, dear reader, for a aliort time, to the scenes 
in which our tale first began, and to tlie old hall of the good 
knight of Dunbury. Ridbard of WoodviUe and Sir Henrjr 
Dacre had been absent for two days upon their journey to 
another part of Hampshire, where we have shown somewhat 
of their course ; and Sir Philip Beauchamp sat by the fire 
meditating, while his daughter Isabel, and fair Mary Mark- 
ham, were seated near, plying busily the needle through the 
embroidery frame, and not venturing to disturb his reyerie 
even by whispered conversation. From time to time, tiie old 
man mutterea a few sentences to himself, of which the two 
ladies could only catch detached firagments, such as, ^* They 
must know by this time, — Dacre coidd not but do so, — I am 
sure ^tis for that — ^ and several similar expressions, showing 
that his mind was running upon the expedition of his nephew 
and his friend, in regard to tiie object of which, neither 
Isabel nor Mary had received any information. 

It must not be said, however, that they did not suspect 
anything ; for the insinuations of Sir Simeon of Roydon had 
been told them; and, though neither weak nor given to fear — 
a knight's daughter, in a chivalrous age — Isabel could not 
help looking forward with feelings of awe, and an undefinable 
sinking of the heart, to the events which were likely to fol- 
low. She fully believed that she experienced, and had ever 
experienced, towards Sir Henry Dacre, but one class of sen- 
sations — ^regard for his high character and noble heart, and 
pity for the incessant grief and anxiety which her cousin's 
conduct had brought upon him from his early youth. But 
such feelings are very treacherous guides, and lead us frir 
beyond the point at which they tell us diey will stop. With 
her, too, they had had every opportunity of so doing, for she 
trusted to them in full confidence. Hers had been die task, 
also, of sootiiing and consoling him under all he had suf- 
fered — a dangerous task, indeed, for one young, kind, gentie, 
and enthusiastic, to undertake towards a man whcNn she ad- 
mired and respected. But then, they had known each other 
from infancy, she thought ; they had grown up together like 
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bTotber and sister, and ihe tie between them liad only been 
hrooght nearer by the betrothing of Dacre to her eoosin. 

Had a dodbt ever entered into Isabd's aodnd, sinee Cathe'*> 
rine's death, it may be asked, in regazd to her own feelings 
towards Daere ? Pechaps it might; but, if so, it had been 
banished instantly; and she looked upon the Tery thought 
as a wrong to her own motiyes. She would never su&r 
such a thing, she fancied, to trouble her again. " Dacre had 
loved Catherine— surely he had loved her; and yet — ^ but 
fresh doubts arose; and Isabel, willing to be blind, still 
turned to other meditations. 

Mary Markham, on the other hand, with less cause for 
anxiety, and no motive for shutting her eyes, saw more 
elearly, and judged more accurately. She knew that Isabel 
Beauchamp loved Harry Dacre, and believed she had loved 
him long; though she did her fall justice, and was confident 
that her fair companion was as ignorant of what was in her 
own boaom, as of the treasures beneath the waves. But 
Mary felt certain that such w*as not the case with Dacre in 
regard to his own sensations. She had marked his eye 
when it turned upon Isabel, had seen Ihe £Eunt smile that 
came upon his lip when he spoke to her, and had observed 
the struggle which often took place, when inclination led 
him to seek her society, and the thought of danger and of 
wrong held him back — a struggle in which love had been too 
often victorious. She doubted not, that he was gone to call 
i^on Simeon of Boydon to come forward with proof of his 
charges, or to sustain them with the lance ; and, though she 
entertained little doubt of the issue of such a combat, if it 
took place, she felt grieved and anxious both for Isabel and 
Dacre. 

There are some men whose native character, notwithstandr 
ing every artifice to conceal it, will penetrate through all 
disguises, and produce sensations which seem unreasonable, 
even to those who feel them without being able to trace them 
to their source. Such a one was Sir Simeon of Boydon. 
He had never been seen by any of Sir Philip Beauchamp^s 
£Eunily to commit any base or dishonest act; and yet there 
was not one in all that household, from the old knight to the 
horse-boy, who did not internally believe him to be capable 
of every crafty knavery. His insinuations, therefore, in re- 
gard to Sir Henry Dacre, passed by as empty air, at least 
for the time ; but all had, nev^lheless, a strong conviction 
on their minds, that the doubts he had attempted to raise 
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would rankle deep in the heart of their unhappy object, and 
poison the whole oourse of his existence, unless some fortu- 
nate event were to bring to light the real circumstances of 
poor Catherine Beauchamp's death. 

The whole party, then, were in a sad and gloomy mood; 
and even the gay, young spirit of Mary Markham was 
clouded, as they sat round the fire in the great hall, on one 
of those April evenings when, after a day of summer sun- 
shine, chilly winter returns with his fit companion, night. 

As they were thus seated, however, each busy with his own 
thoughts, the sound of horses* feet in the court was heard, 
and, in a minute after, Dacre himself entered. He mounted 
the steps at the end of the pavement with a slow pace, and 
every eye was turned to his countenance to gather some in- 
dication firom his look of the state of mind in which he 
returned. The old knight rose and grasped his hand, ask- 
ing, in a low voice, " What news, Harry ? Nay, boy, you 
need not strive to conceal it from me — I know what you 
went for. Will the slanderer d6 battle ?** 

" No, my noble fiiend,*' replied Dacre ; " he is coward, too, 
as well as scoundrel. There is his craven answer ; you may 
read it aloud. The matter is now over, and that hope is 
gone.'* 

** You should not have done this, Harry, without consult- 
ing me," said Sir Philip ; " 1 have some experience in such 
things. At the very last that was fought between any two 
gendemen of rank and station, I was judge of the field, and 
know right well what appertains to knightly combat.** 

*^ Of that I was full sure,** answered Dacre, pressing his 
hand; ** and to you I should have applied for counsel and 
aid, as soon as I had brought him to the point ; but I thought 
it best to be silent till that was done. I was vain, perhaps, 
Sir Philip, to think that these dear ladies might take some 
interest in such a matter — ^might feel anxious even for me ; 
and though I knew that they would have seen me go forth, 
with satisfaction, in defence of my honour, and would have 
bade Ood speed me on my course, yet it was needless to 
speak of what was to come, till it did come — and you will 
see, that it is to be never.** 

*^ Bead it, Hal — ^read it,** said the knight; *^ my eyes are 
old.** 

Sir Henry Dacre read the letter, the contents of which we 
have already seen, and Sir Philip Beauchamp and Mary 
Markham commented freely thereon, marking well its base- 
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ness and its craft ; but Isabel remained silent ; and, looking 
down at her embroidery, her bright eyes let fall a tear. Many 
emotions, mingled to produce that drop ; she felt to her heart's 
core how bitter it must be to live with such a doubt hanging 
over us for ever, like a dark cloud ; and the repeated men- 
tion of Catherine's name called back to her mind, in all its 
freshness, the memory of her cousin's sad fate ; and she was 
led on to think, too, how happy the wayward girl might have 
been, if she had but known the advantages which Heaven had 
granted her. 

Dacre saw the tear, and marked the silence, and read 
neither quite aright; for, vrith a wounded spot in the heart, 
the lightest touch vrill give torture. He sat down with the 
rest, however ; he strove to cast off some of his gloom ; he 
told of his journey with Richard of WoodviUe ; and informed 
the old knight that his late guest, Hal of Hadnock, was now 
Eang of England ; but, while Sir Philip laughed heartily, 
and called his sovereign ^^a mad-headed boy,'' his young 
friend relapsed into deep meditation, and the black thought, 
that he must be for ever a doubted and suspected man, again 
took possession of his mind. 

The next morning, when he rose, he was more cheerful. 
Sleep, which had visited his eyelids only by short glimpses 
for the last week, had, this night, stayed with him undis- 
turbed; and, what seemed to him more extraordinary still, 
sweet dreams had come with slumber, giving him back the 
happiness of former days. He had seemed a boy again, and 
had wandered with Isabel Beauchamp through the woods 
and fields around ; had heard the birds sing on the spray, 
and watched the fish darting through the stream. Summer 
and sunshine had been round their path, and that mis^ 
splendour, which only is seen in the visions of the night, as 
if poured forth from some secret source in the heart of man 
when the pressure of all external things is taken away — a 
slight indication, perhaps, of the adaptation of his spirit to 
the enjoyments of a brighter world than this. He slept 
longer than usual; and, when he rose, he found the old 
knight and his daughter in the hall. 

** I am going down, Harry," said Sir Philip, '^ to settle a 
difference between some of the monks and Roger Dayley, of 
Little Ann, about his field. I shall find you when I come 
back." 

" Nay, I will go with you, noble friend," answered Dacre ; 
" I wish to see my good Lord Abbot" 

Q 
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^ That yoa caimot do, unless you ride to London,'' replied 
the old knight ; ^ he went yesfterdaj morning earlj to attend 
the King's coronaticm. Btaj with Isabel and Marj. I will 
be baek soon/^ 

It was too tempting a proposal to be refiised; and while 
Sir Philip, with a page carrying his heavy sword, walked 
down to the Abbey, Daore remained with Isabel alone in the 
hall. They watohed her father from the door till he entered 
the wood, and then turning, walked up and down the rush- 
covered pavement for several minutes without speaking. 
Dacre^s heart was full of anxious dioughts ; and though he 
much wished to &thom the feelings of IsabeFs heart, and 
discover some ground for futore hope, yet he dreaded to find 
all his fears verified; and the words trembled at the gate of 
speech without obtaining utterance. Isabel, however, was 
more confident in herself and less conseions of bar own sen- 
sations ; she saw and grieved at the state of Daore's mind, 
and longed to give him comfort and consolation as in 
days of yore. Finding, then, that he did not begin upon the 
sttUect of his cares and sorrows, she resolved to do so her- 
self; and after a pause, during which she felt agitated, and 
hesitated she knew not why, she said, ^ I am glad to speak 
vrith you alone, Harry ; for I see you are very, very sad,and 
I would fieun persuade you to take comfort/' 

^* Oh, many things make me thus sad, dear Isabel,^ replied 
the knight, with a faint smile ; ** but I will try to do better 
vrith time." 

'^Nay, Harry,^ she answered; ''you cannot conceal the 
cause of your sadness from me. I have known you from my 
childhood, too v^U not to understand it all. You vrere ever 
jealous too much of your fune ; and now I know, because this 
false, bad man has insinuated things that never entered your 
thoughts, you fancy people will suspect you." 

'* And wiU they not, Isabel?" asked Dacre. ** I should not 
say, perhaps, stupeet me ; for suspicion is a more fixed and 
tangible thing than that which I fear; but will there not be 
doubts, coming in men's mind against their will, and against 
their reason ? Will they not, from time to time, when they 
think of Henry Dacre, and this sad history, and these dark 
scandals — will they not ask themselves. What, if it were 
really so ?" 

*^ Oh ! no, no ! Harry," replied his fair companion, warmly ; 
'' none wiQ think so who know you — ^none will think so at all. 
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but the base and bad, who are capable of such acts them- 
selves.'' 

*^ Indeed, Isabel T said Dacre. ^ And is such really your 
belief? Yon know not how suspicion clings, dear lady. If 
you stain a silken garment, can you ever make it clear and 
glossy, as once it was ? and the fame of man or woman is of 
a still finer and frailer texture. There, one spot, one touch, 
lasts for ever.'' 

With kind and tender words, and every argument that her 
own small experience could afford, Isabel Beauchamp tried 
to reassure him ; and she succeeded at least in one thing — 
in convincing him so far of her full confidence in his honour, 
that he was on the eve of putting it to the strongest test. 
The acknowledgment of his love hung upon his lips, and, if 
then spoken, might perchance, in her eagerness to prove her 
conviction of his innocence, have been met with diat warm 
return, which would have brought the best balm to his heart, 
although the first effect upon her might have been agitation 
and alarm. But ere he could utter the words on which his 
fate depended, Mary Markham joined ihem, and he waited 
for another opportunity. Dacre returned to his own house 
at night ; but every day he went over to the hall, his mood 
varying like a changeful morning, sometimes sunny with 
hope and temporary forgetfulness, sometimes all cloud and 
gloom, when memory recalled the suspicions that had been 
pointed at him. Those suspicions, too, were frequentiy re* 
called to his mind even by his own acts, for he eagerly strove 
to discover by whose instrumentality his whole course, on the 
unfortunate night of poor Catherine Beaiichamp's death, had 
been conveyed to Sir Simeon of Boydon. But by so doings 
he only fretted his own spirit, and gained no iilformation ; 
whoever was the spy, he remained concealed. 

Three or four days were thus passed before he obtained 
any second opportunity of speaking with Isabel alone ; but, 
on his arrival at the dwelling of Sir Philip Beauchamp, on 
the morning of the 9th of April, he was told by a servant 
whom he found in the hall, that the family had gone forth 
into the park ; and, following immediately, he found Isabel 
sitting under the trees, without companions. She seemed to 
have been weeping, and it was a pleasant task for Dacre to 
strive to console her who had so ofifcen been his own com- 
forter. 

*^ There are tears in your eyes, dear Isabel," he said, as 
Bhe rose gracefully to meet him. '* What has grieved you?** 

G 2 
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^ Have yott not seen my fi&ther?'' asked the lady. ^Do 
you not know that our dear Mary is Roing to leave us? She 
goes to London to-day, and he goes with her so fiur.** 

*^ Indeed!** exclaimed the knight ; ^ that is very sudden.** 

''And very sad,** answered Isabel ; '' the hall will be melan- 
choly enough without her now — I cannot but weep, and shall 
never cease to regret her going.** 

^ Nay, nay ; time will bring balm, dear Isabel,** answered 
Daore. ^ You have often told me so.** 

" And have you believed me, Harry ?** answered the lady, 
^ith a fBunt and almost reproachful smile ; '' even last night^ 
you were more sad and grave than ever.** 

''Ay, but this is a different case,*' replied Dacre; "one can 
lose a friend — ay, even by death; one can lose anything 
more easily than honour and renown.*' 

"But the loss of yours is only in your own fancy, Dacre,** 
she answered. "Who believes this charge, that Simeon of 
Koydon dares to hint, but not to avow? Whom has it af- 
fected? In whom do you see a change? Surely not in my 
father ; surely not in me.*' 

"No, assuredly, Isabel,** he said, after thinking for a while ; 
"but as yet I have had no occasion to make the trial. Hearken, 
and I wUl put a case. Suppose, dear Isabel, that I were to 
love; suppose the lady that I loved had heard this tale; sup- 
pose that she had loved me well before, and at her knee I 
were now to crave the blessing of her hand ; would not a 
doubt, would not a hesitation cross her mind? Would she 
not ask herself — ^ 

" Oh, no !** cried Isabel ; but Dacre went on, not suffering 
her to conclude. 

"You put it not fully to your own heart, dear Isabel," he 
said. " Suppose you were that lady — suppose that all Harry 
Dacre's hopes and happiness for life were staked on your re- 
ply ; suppose that to you, who have so often consoled him 
in affliction, calmed him in anger, soothed him in anxiety, he 
were to say, ' Isabel, will you be my comforter through life, 
the star of my existence, die recompence for all I have suf- 
fered?* would not one thought — *' 

Isabel trembled violently, and her cheek turned ashy pale. 

"It is enough," said Dacre, with a quivering lip; "I am 
answered ! That memory could never be banished nrom your 
heart It is enough!" 

"Oh, no, no!" cried Isabel; but, as will almost always 
happen when a word may malie all dear, an interruption 
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came; before she could go on, good old Sir Philip Beau- 
champ was seen upon the steps of the house, waving them to 
come back, with a loud ^'Halloo!'* 

They both turned, and walked towards the hall in silence. 
Isabel would fain have spoken, but agitation overpowered 
her. She wished that Dacre, by a single word, would give 
her an opportunity of reply; but his over-sensitive heart was 
convinced of her feelings — ^reading them all wrong; and he 
would not force her to speak what he thought must be pain-' 
f ul for her to utter, and for him to hear. Twice she maae up 
her mind to explain, but twice her heart flEuled her at the 
moment of execution; and it was not till they were within a 
few steps of the place where her father stood, that she could 
say, in a low voice, ** You are mistaken, Harry; indeed you 
are mistaken !** 

He shook his head with a bitter smile, and walked on in 
silence. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE minstrel's GIRL. 

At the hour appointed by the King, Richard of WoodviUe 
arrived at the palace, and was at once introduced to Henry's 
presence. The monarch was now quite alone, and seemed^ 
in a more cheerful, a less meditative mood, than the day be- 
fore. " Well, Richard," he said, "how sped you last night? 
you found room in hall, and a place at board, I trust?" 

^* I did. Sire," replied Woodville ; " and so long as I was 
here 'twas well; but as I returned homeward to my hostel, I 
saw that done which grieved me, and would grieve your 
Highness, too, were it told." 

" Speak it, speak it," said the King ; " I am now in that 
station where every day I must hear that which offends my 
ear, if I would perform the first duty of a king, and render 
justice to my people. What is this you saw?" 

Briefly and accurately Richard of Woodville, as he had pre- 
viously determined, related to the monarch the fieicts attend- 
ing the death of the old minstrel, by the brutal act of Sir 
Simeon of Roydon, and his companions; and he could see 
Henry's brow gather into a heayy frown, and his cheek flush. 
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When he had done, the King rose from his chair, before he 
spoke, and walked twice across the small chamber in which 
the joung gentleman had found him. 

^ This is bad,*' he said at length; ^ this is bad; but I mnst 
not interfere with the coarse of law. The matter wiU be 
inquired into, of course. If the law should not punish the 
offence, I might myself inflict some chastisement, and, by 
banishing this man from my court and presence, mark my 
indignation at his rash contempt of human life and suffering, 
to call it nothing worse. But I have other views, Richard; 
and if I must stnke, I would hate it effectually ." 

^ I do not understand you, Sire,^ replied Woodville, see- 
ing that the King paused. 

*^ No, perhaps not,** said Henry; and then falling into a fit 
of musing again, he remained for more than a minute with 
his eyes fix^ upon the ground. *^ Gall me a page,'' he con- 
tinued, at length ; '^ I will see this Sir Simeon of Boydon." 

Biohard of Woodville obeyed; and when the boy ap- 
peared, Henry directed him in the clear brief words, with 
which even trivial orders are given by men of powerfiil and 
accurate minds, to inquire of the sergeant of the gates where 
Sir Simeon of Roydon was to be found, and then to summon 
him immediately to his presence. 

^^He shall make some compensation to the old man's 
daughter, or whoever she is, whatever the law may say," the 
King continued, turning to his companion, after having 
qpoken to the page : ^^ but tell me, Richard, was this the only 
adventure you met with yesterday ? Ned Dyram told me, 
that some one had spoken to you by name in the crowd, 
bidding you not to let poor Dacre do battle with Simeon of 
Roydon, — she anticipated my commands, it would seem." 

^ She did so, truly. Sire," replied Woodville; ^* but I could 
never discover who it was, though she again spoke to me at 
the gates of the convent as 1 came out." 

''It is very strange," said the King; ''did you not know 
the voice?" 

''It seemed somewhat disguised," answered the young 
gentleman; "but still it was cleaily a woman's voice; and 
diere were tones in it not unfamiliar to my ear, yet not suffi- 
ciently strong on recollection to enable me in any way to 
judge who spoke." 

'•' Have we got fairies amongst us, even in Westminster?** 
asked the monarch, laughing. " Well, my good friend, you 
have nothing to do but obey your lair monitor." 
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*^ In that I shall not fisul. Sire/ replied Rtehaxd ; ^* fat 1 
shall ha^e no cause to prevent or encourage Daore — Simeon 
of Roydon will take gCK>d heed to that But I tmst neither 
the lady nor your Highness will forbid my chastising this 
man myself, if need should be ; for, as I have told you. Sire, 
I east him from his horse last night, before his comrades ; 
and he will seek revenge in some dhape, I am sure.'* 

*'To defend himself is every man's right,^ replied the 
King; ** but I must insist^ that no arranged encounter takes 
place between you and Sir Simeon of Boydon, without your 
sovereign's consent" The King spoke sternly, almost 
luurshly ; but he added a moment a^»r, in a mild and fiimiliar 
tone, ^The truth is, Ridiard, that I have resolved, as much 
as possible, to put a stop, both to the trial by battle and 
oombals at outrance between my subjects, llie blood of 
Englishmen is too precious to their Sjng and their country 
to be shed so frequendy as it has hitherto been in private 
quarrels. The evil is increasing; and if it be not stayed, 
a time will come when every idle jest will be the subject of 
a combat^ and the man of mere brute courage will venture 
upon any vrrong he chooses to do another, because he values 
his life less than his neighbour. Such a state shall never 
grow up under me. The day may not be &r distant when^ 
in defence of the rights of this crown, I shall give every 
English gentleman an opportnnify of displaying his valour 
and his skill; but, till then, I wUl hold a strong hand over 
quarrelsome folks. As a last resource for honour really 
wounded, or, under the sanction of the law, for the judg- 
ment of God in dark cases which human wisdom cannot 
decide, I may consent tliat an appeal be made to the lance; 
but not tall every other means has been tried. Such is my 
resolution. Let that suffice you. I know you will obey; 
and in tiie court of Burgundy, if I hear right, you will have 
plenty of occasions, should you be too fell of blood, to shed 
it freely. I have wished to give you some gift, my friend,'' 
he continued, in a tone of londly condescension; ** but for 
the present, I can think of nothing better than this." 

He took a ring from his finger, and held it out to the young 
gentleman who stood beside him, adding, '* Take it, Bichard; 
wear it always; and when you look upon it, think of Hal 
of Hadnock. But should you at any time seek aught of the 
King of England, seal your letter with that ring, and I will 
open and read the contents myself and immediately. It shaH 
go hard, but I wiU grant you your boon, if it be such as the 
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Bichard of Woodville Tvhom I know, is likely to request. 
S09 farewell, and God speed you, and lead you to honour/' 

Richard of Woodville knelt, and kissed the gracious 
Prince's band; and then, retiring from his presence, sped 
back to his inn without adventure. 

All traces of the last day's festival had disappeared; the 
citizens had resumed their usual occupations; the artisan 
had gone to his work, the merchant to his warehouse, the 
tradesman to his stall, the monk to his cloister, the priest to 
his chapel or his church. The streets, though there was many 
a passenger hurrying to and fro, seemed almost empty, by 
comparison; and a scene that was in itself gay, looked dull 
from the want of all the glitter and pageantry of the preceding 
afternoon. 

The inn, called the Acorn, at which Richard of Woodville 
had taken up his abode, was a low building, in what we still 
term the Strand, between the Gross at Charing and a very 
small monastery, which was soon after attached to the abbey 
of Ronoesvalles in Navarre, and acquired the name of Ron- 
c^vaux. The entrance to the Acorn was a tall dark arch, 
and as soon as Richard of Woodville rode in, followed by 
his two attendants — for Ned Dyram he had not seen since 
the day before — the host presented himself, saying, with a 
low reverence and a smile, ^ There has been a fair maid 
seeking you, noble sir. There have been tears in her eyes, 
too, full lately. I hope you are not a faithless squire, to make 
the pretty maiden weep.** 

''Poor thing, she has good cause,** answered Woodville, 
gravely. ''She is the poor old man's daughter, I suppose, 
who was killed by the horses last night When did she say 
the would return ? " 

** She is here now! she is here now!" cried the host's wife, 
from within. " How can you be such a fool, Jenkyn ! I 
took her in till the noble gentleman returned. I knew she 
was no light o' love, but only came from foreign lands." 

" I never said she was, good wife," replied her husband. 
" Shall I bring her up, sir, to your chamber? " 

"No," answered Richard; "it wants an hour of dinner 
yet; let her come with me to the hall, if it be vacant" 

" That it is, discreet sir," replied the host " Now, I war- 
rant you," he continued, murmuring to himself, as he walked 
away to call the poor girl to her kind benefactor, " he has got 
some lady love himself, and feavs it should come to her ears, 
were he to entertain a pretty' mHidan in his own chamber." 
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Perhaps some such thought might pass through Richard 
of Woodville's mind; but certainly it would never have 
entered therein, had it not been for the host's first suspicion; 
and he would have received the poor girl in his own room 
without hesitation, though the minstrels of that daj and their 
followers were generally a somewhat dissolute and licentious 
race. It has happened strangely, indeed, in all ages, that 
those who follow, as their profession, the sweetest of arts, 
music, which would seem intended to elevate and purify the 
mind and heart, should be so frequently obnoxious to the 
charge of immoral life; but so it has been, alas, though 
difficult to account for. 

Finding his way through one or two long ill-lighted pas- 
sages, Richard of Woodville opened the door of the room 
appropriated to the daily meals of the guests and their host, 
and had not long to wait for the object of his compassion. 
She was not dressed in the same manner as the night be- 
fore, but still, her garb was singular. A bright red scarf, 
which had been twined through her black hair, was no longer 
there ; and the rich, luxuriant tresses, were bound plainly 
roimd her head, which was partially covered also by a hood 
of simple gray cloth. The rest of her apparel was white, 
except at the edge of the petticoat, which came not much 
below the knee, and was bordered by two bands of gold lace. 
Her small, delicate ankles, as fair as alabaster, were, never- 
theless, without covering; and her feet were clothed in small 
slippers of untanned leather, trimmed and tied with gold. 

Bending down her beautiful head as she entered, she said, 
^ I have come to thank you, noble sir.'* 

** Nay, no thanks, my fair maiden,'* answered Woodville, 
placing a stool for her to sit, as the host retired. ^ I did 
but what any Christian and gentleman ought to do ; so, say 
not a word of that But I am glad you have come, for I 
wish much to hear more of you, and to know what will be- 
come of you now." 

*^ Ah ! what, indeed ?" said the girl, casting down her eyes, 
which had before been fixed upon the young gendeman's 
countenance. 

^^ Have you no friends, no home, to which you can go ?" 
asked Woodville. 

^ In this country, no friends that would receive me — no 
home that would be open to me," replied the girl, the tears 
rolling over the long black lashes, and trickling down her 
cheek. ** I am not given to yield to sorrow thus," she added ; 
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^had I been, it would have crashed me long ago. Bat this 
last blow has been heavy; and, like a reed beaten dow& 
by the storm, I shall not raise my head till the son shines 
again.** 

Bat yoa aie of English birth?" inquired Biehaid of Woodr 
; ^ if not, you speak our tongue rarely.** 

^Oh, yes! I am English,** she eried, eagerly; ^English 
in heart, and spirit, and birdi; but yet, my mother was firom 
a distant knd." 

" And was that poor old man your fiuher ?** demanded her 
<x>mpajiion ; ** come, let me hear something of yoor former 
life, that I may think what can be done for the fiiture.** 

The girl evidently hesitated ; she coloured, and then turned 
pale ; and Bichard of Woodville began to fear thal^ in the 
interest he had taken in her, be had been made the fool of 
imagination. " She is probably like the rest," he thought ; 
^* and yet, her veiy shame to speak it, shows that she has 
some good feelings left'* 

But, while he was' still pondering, the girl exclaimed, 
clasping her hands, ** Oh, yes ! I am sure I may tell you. 
You are not one who— whatever might be his errors — would 
deprive a poor old man of blessed ground to rest in, or the 
prayers of good men for his soul.** 

<* Not I, indeed,*' replied the young gentleman ; ^' methinks, 
we have no right to cany justice or punishment beyond the 
grave. When the spirit is called to its Creator, let him 
be judge — ^not man. But speak ; I do not understand you 
clearly.*' 

'^ I will make my tale short,** she answered. ^^ That old 
man was my father's fitther; a minstrel once in the house of 
the great Earl of Northumberland — I can just remember the 
Earl — and a gay and happy household it was. He was well 
paid and lodged, mach loved by the good lord, and wealthy 
by his bounty. My father was stout and tall, a brave man^ 
and skilful in arms; and he was the Peroy*s henchman. 
Once, when one of the Earl's kinsmen went to the court of 
the Emperor, my father was sent with him, I have heard ; 
and he returned with my mother, a native of a town called 
Innsbrack in the mountains. I know not whether yon have 
heard of it ; but it is a fair city, in good truth.** 

^' You have seen it, then ?" asked Bichard of Woodville. 

^' Not a year since,** answered the girl; '' but, to my tale. 
When I waa still young, my father fought and fell with Hot- 
spur; and, not long after, the Duke's household was dis* 
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persed, and he himself obliged to fly to Wales, or Sootland, 
I know not which. My moti^er pined and died, for the people 
there loved not a stranger amongst them; and, after my 
other's death, called her nought but the foreigner. They 
laughed, too, at her language, for she could speak but poor 
English ; and, what between their gibes and her own grie^ 
she withered away daily, till her eyes closed. She taught 
me her own language, however; and I have not forgot it* 
She taught me her own fiadth, too ; and I have not abandoned 
it" 

^ And that was — '' exclaimed Bichard. 

^ The holy Catholic faith !" replied the girl, crossing her- 
self; *^ and nothing has ever been able to turn me from it. 
But still, I could not let it break all bonds — could I, noble 
sir?'' 

^Perhaps not," relied Bichard of Woodville; ^but let 
me hear £uther." 

^ When the Earl fled, and my mother died," continued the 
girl, ^' my gnmd&ther took me with him to the town of York; 
and^ as he was wealthy, as I have said, his kinsfolk, who were 
many in the place, were glad to see hun. He was very kind 
to me — oh, how kmd ! and taught me to sing, and play on 
many instruments. But there came a disciple of Widifle 
into the town, where there were already many Lollards in 
secret; and the poor old man listened to them, and became 
one of them. I would not hear them; for I ever thought of 
my mother, and what she had taught me; and thb caused 
the first unkind words my grandfieUher ever gave me. He 
mourned for Ihem afiterwards, when he found I was not un- 
dutiful, as he had called me. But, in the mean time, he 
went on with the Lollards; till, one nigfa^ as they were 
coming from a place where Ihey had met, a crowd of rabble 
and loose people set upon them with sticks and stones, and 
beat them ternbly ; and the poor old man was brought home, 
vrith his &ce and eyes sadly cut Some of the Lollards were 
taken, and two were tried, and burnt as heretics. But my 
grandfather escaped that fate ; for, by this time, his eyes had 
become red and fiery, and he kept dose to his own house* 
The redness at length went away — but lig^t went too ; and 
he was in daily fear of persecution. One nighty when he 
was very sad, I asked hun why he stayed in York, where 
there were so many perils ; but he shook his head, and an- 
swered, ^ Because I am sightless, my child ; and I have none 
to guide me.' Then I asked him again, if he had not me ; 
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and if he thought I would not go with him to the world's 
end ; and I found, by what he said, that he had long thought 
of going to foreign lands, but did not speak of it, because he 
thought that, as I would not hear his people, I would refuse 
to go. When he found I was ready, however, his mind was 
soon made up, and we went first to a town called Liege, 
where he had a brother, and there we lived happily enough 
for some time ; for that brother, and all his family, thought 
on many matters with him. But he heard of a man named 
Huss, who is a great leader of that sect in a country called 
Bohemia, and he resolved to go thither, as he was threatened 
with persecution in Liege. We then wandered far and wide 
through strange lands. But why should I make my tale 
long ? We sijUSered many things — were plundered, wronged, 
persecuted, beaten ; and the money that he had began to 
melt away, with no resource behind ; for we had heard that 
our own relations and friends in York had pillaged his house ; 
and one had taken possession of it as his own. I then pro- 
posed to him that I should sing at festivals and tournaments, 
that he might keep the little he still had against an evil day. 
Thus we came through Germany, and Burgundy, and part 
of France and Brabant ; and, at length, he determined that 
he would come back to his own country, which he did, only 
to be murdered last night, for we have not been a month in 
England." 

" Alas ! my poor g^l," said Richard of Woodville, " yours 
is, indeed, a sad history ; and, in truth, I know not what 
counsel to give you for the future. Alone, as you are, in the 
world, you need some one much to protect you.'^ 

** I do indeed," replied the girl, *^ but I have none ; and* 
yet," she added, after a moment, *' these are foolish thoughts, 
brought upon me but by grief. I can protect myself. Many 
have a worse hXe than I have ; for how often are those who 
have been sofdy nurtured cast suddenly into misfortune and 
distress! I have been inured to it by degrees — taught step 
by step to struggle and resist. Mine is not a heart to yield 
to evil chances. The little that I want in life, I trust, I can 
honestly obtain ; and, if not honestly, why, I can die. There 
is still a home for the wanderer — there is still a place of re- 
pose for the weary." But, as she spoke, the tears that rolled 
over her cheeks belied the fortitude which she assumed. 

Richard of Woodville paused and meditated, ere he re- 
plied. ^ Stay," he said, at length, as the girl rose, and 
covered her head again with her hood, which she had cast 
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back, as if she were about to depart ^ Stay ! a thought has 
struck me. Perchance I can call the King's bounty to you* 
I myself am now about to depart for distant lands. I am 
going to the court of Burgundy in a few days, and shall not 
see our sovereign again before I set out; but I have a ser* 
vanty who was once the King's, and he will have the means 
of telling your sad tale.** 

^* To the court of Burgundy!" exdumed the girl, eagerly; 
"Oh ! that I were going thither with you I" 

" That may hardly be," replied Woodville, with a smile, 
as she gazed with her large dark eyes upon his fietce. 

*^ I know it," she answered, sighing, and cast her eyes 
down to the ground again, with the blood mounting into her 
cheek; "yet, why not in the same ship? — ^I have kinsfolk 
both in Liege and in Peronne — ^you would not see wrong 
done to me ?" * 

"Assuredly not," said the young gentleman; "but if the 
King can be engaged to show you kindness, it will be better. 
What little I can spare, my poor girl, shall be yours ; and I 
will send this man of whom I spoke, to see you and tell you 
more. First, however, you must let me know where you are 
lodged, and for whom he must ask, as it may be tihree or 
four days before he returns from the errand he is now gone 
to perform." 

" My name is Ella Brune," replied the girl; and she went 
on to describe to Richard of Woodville the situation of the 
house in which she and her grandfather had taken up their 
abode, on their arrival in London a few days before. He 
found from her account that it was a small hostel just within 
the walls of the city, which the old man had known and 
frequented in former years; that the host and his good dame 
were kind and homely people ; and that, though the poor 
girl had remained out watching the corpse at the lodge of 
die convent, she had returned tibat morning to explain the 
cause of her absence, and had been received with sympathy 
and consolation. Knowing well, however, that there is a 
limit to the tenderness of most innkeepers, and that that 
limit is seldom, if ever, extended beyond the length of their 
guesf s purse, the young gentleman took three half nobles^ 
which, to say trudi, was as much as he could spare, and 
offered them to his fair companion, saying, " Trouble your- 
self not in regard to expenses of the funeral, Ella, or of the 
masses. The porter of the convent has been here this 
morning before I went out, and I have arranged all that 
with him." 
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The girl looked ftt the money in his hand, with a tearfbl 
eye and a burning cheek ; bat, after gazing for a moment^ 
she put his hand gendy away, saying, ^ No, no, I cannot 
take it — from you I cannot take it.** 

^ And why not from me ?** asked Richard of WoodviUe in 
some surprise. 

She hesitated for an instant, and then replied, ^^ Because 
you hare been so good and kind already. Were it from a 
stranger, I might — ^but you have already given me much, 
paid much; and you shall not hurt yourself for me. I have 
enough.** 

^ Nay, nay, Ella,** said Richard, with a smile. << If I have 
been kind, tiiat is a reason why you must not grieve me by 
refusing the little I can give ; and as to what I have paid, I 
will say to you witli Little John, whom you have heanl of — 

" I have done thee a good tmn for an 
Quit me when thou may/* 

^And what did Robin answer?*' said the girl, a light 
coming up into her eyes as she forgot, for an instant, her 
loss and her desolate situation, in the struggle of generosity 
which she kept up against her young bene&ctor — 

" Ntj by my troth, aaid Bobin, 
So Bhall it never be." 

*^ It must be, if you would not pain me,** replied Richard 
of WoodviUe ; ^ you must not be left in this wide place, my 
poor girl, without friend or money.** 

''Nay, but I have enough,** she answered; ''if I were 
tempted to take it, 'twould only be witli the thought of cross* 
ing the sea, which costs much money, I know.** 

"Then take it for that chance, my poor EDa,** replied 
WoodviUe, fDrdng the money into her hand ; " and tell me 
what store you have got, in order that, if I have ought more 
to spare, when I have received what my copse- wood brings, 
I may send it to yon by the servant I spoke oil** 

" Indeed, I know not,** said EUa Brune; "there is a smaU 
leathern bag at the inn, in which we used to put all that we 
gathered ; but I thought not to look what it contained. My 
heart was too heavy when I went back, to reckon money. 
But there is enough to pay all that we owe, I know ; and 
as for the time to come," she added, vnth a melancholy 
smile, " I eat little, and drink less ; so that my diet is soon 
paid.** 

Her words and manner had that harmony in them, which 
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can rarely be attained when both do not spring firom the 
heart; and Bicfaard of Woodville became more and more- 
interested in the fieur object of his kindness eyery moment. 
He detained her some tone longer to ask further questions ; 
bnty at lengthy the host opened the door, and told him, there 
was a young man without who sought to speak with him. 
This interraption terminated his conversation with Ella 
Brune; for, drawing her hood farther still over her face, 
she again rose, took his hand and pressed her lips upon it 

'^ The blessing of the qne^i of heaven be upon yon, noble 
sir,^ she said ; and then passed through the door, at which 
the landlord still stood, wondering a little at the deep gra^ 
titade which she seemed to feel towards his young guest. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE DBCEIVEB. 

The King of England remained seated for many minuter 
exactly where Richard of Woodville had left him. His 
right hand rested on the arm of his chair; his left upon the 
hilt of his dagger; and his eyes remained fixed apparently 
upon the heavy building of the Abbey, such as it then 
appeared, before a &x successor of his added to it a struc- 
ture, rich, and perhaps beantifol in itself, but sadly out of 
keeping with the rest of the pile. But Henry saw not the 
long straight lines of the solemn mass of masonry; he heard 
not the bells chiming from the belfry hard by: his mind 
vras absent from the scene in which his body dwelt; and 
his thoughts busy with things very different from those that 
surrounded him. 

On what did they rest? Over what did the spirit of the 
great English monarch ponder, the very day after he had 
solemnly assumed the crown and sceptre? — ^Who can say? 

He mighty perhaps, remember odier days with some regret; 
for we can nev«r lose aught that we have possessed, without 
some momqoiul fedings of deprivation returning upon us 
frx)m time to time, however great and overpowering be the 
compensation that we obtain; we can never change from 
one state and station in our mortal course to another with-^ 
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oat sometimes thinking of former joys, and gone-by happi- 
ness, even though we have acquired grander blessings, and 
a more expansive sphere : and oh ! how great is the change, 
even firom the position of a prince, to that of a monarch ! so 
great, indeed, that none who have not known it can even 
divine. 

He might already, perhaps, feel what a burden a crown 
may sometimes become; how heavy are occasionally the 
gorgeous robes of state; he might look back to the free 
buoyancy of his early life, and long to roam the wide plains 
and fields of his kingdom alone, and at his ease. Or he 
might think of friendship— and there was none more capable 
of knowing and valuing it aright — ^and might wonder whe- 
ther a monarch could indeed have a friend; one into whose 
bosom he could pour his secret thoughts, or with whose wit 
he could try his own, in free, but not undignified encounter; 
one in whom he could trust, and with whom he might relax, 
certain that the condescension of the sovereign would not 
be mistaken, nor the confidence of the fijend betrayed. 

Again, he might ponder upon all the difficulties and pains 
of a royal station : he might think, *^ Each of my subjects 
is burdened with his own cares and anxieties, but I with 
the care and anxiety of the whole :^ or his mind might turn 
to the especial troubles and discomforts of a monarch, and 
remember how many he must have to disappoint; how often 
he must have to punish; how much he must have to refuse; 
how seldom he might be permitted to forgive ; what great 
works he must necessarily leave imdone; what good deeds 
he might be obliged to neglect; what faults he must be 
called upon to overlook; what pain and grief, even to the 
good and wise, a stem necessity might compel him to 
inflict 

He might, perhaps, think of any or all of these things, for 
they were all within die grasp of his character, as Henry was 
peculiarly a thoughtful monarch. We are, indeed, only 
accustomed to look upon him either as a wild youth, sud- 
denly and somewhat strangely reformed, or as a great con- 
queror and skilful general, a prudent and ambitious prince. 
But those who will inauire into his private life, who vnUl 
mark the recorded words that occasionally broke from his 
lips, trace the causes and course of his actions, examine his 
conduct to his friends, and even to his enemies, who vrill, 
in short, strip off the monarch's robes and look upon the man, 
will find a meditative spirit, though a quick one; a warm 
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heart, though a firm one; a rich and liTely imagination^ 
though a dear and vigorous judgment He was not one to 
take upon him the cares of government without feeling all 
their weight; to regard a throne as a seat of ease and 
pleasure; or to assume the grand responsibilities of sovereign 
power, without examining diem stedfastly and stemlj, seeing 
all that is bright and all that is dark therein, and feeling 
keenly every sacrifice for which they call. 

To love and to be beloved by a whole nation, to give and to 
receive happiness by a wise government of a great people, 
is assuredly a mighty recompence for all the pains of royal' 
station; but yet those pains will be felt hourly while the 
reward is afar; and the monarch's conversation with Richard 
of Woodville had awakened him to some of those evils which 
the wisest rule cannot entirely remedy. Almost under the 
windows of his palace, on the very day of his coronation, in 
the midst of rejoicing and festivi^, one of his subjects, an 
innocent inoffensive old man, had been brutally deprived of 
life by a party of those who had been feasting at his own 
table; and, when he remembered all the scenes with which 
the course of his early life had made him acquainted througfh- 
out this wide land, he saw what a task it would be to restrain 
the wild licence of a host of turbulent nobles, and to bind 
them to submission to the laws, and to reverence for the 
rights and happiness of others. 

The monarch was still deep in thought when the page 
whom he had sent for Sir Simeon of Roydon, returned, 
announcing that he was in waiting without ; and Henry at 
once ordered him to be admitted. The knight advanced with 
courtly bows, and more than due reverence; for he was one 
of those who, overbearing and haugh^ to their inferiors, are 
always cringing and fawning towards those above them, at 
least until they are detected. 

But Henry came to the point at once, saying, with a stem 
brow, ^^ I hear matters regarding you. Sir Simeon of Boydon, 
that please me not; and I wouJd fain hear from your own 
lips, what explanation you can give. Know, sir, that the 
subjects of this crown are not to be murdered with impunity, 
and that sooner or later blood will find a tongue to accuse 
those that spill it" 

The knight turned somewhat pale under the keen eye of 
the King ; but he answered at once, in smooth and fluent 
tones, *^ I was not aware, Sire, that I had done aught that 
should bring upon me the greatest punishment that I could 

H 



98 AGINCOURT- 

receive — ^that of &lling under the displeasure of your High- 
ness; for any other infliction which might follow that severe 
misfortune, would seem nothing in comparison, or light, 
indeed, if by any bodily suffering I could remove the heavy 
weight of your anger. May 1 humbly inquire what is my 
fault? It must be great, I am sure, though I know it not, 
to make so clement a King regard his servant so harshly.*^ 

" It is great, sir,** replied Henry, who could not be deluded 
with fair words. ^ Did you not, last night, after quitting the 
Hall below, cause the death of an old man by a most brutal 
outrage ? " 

" Nay, Heaven forbid ! " cried Roy don, with vreU-feigned 
surprise and grief. *^ Your Highness does not, I trust, mean 
to say that the poor old man is dead? " 

"He was killed upon the spot, sir," answered Henry; 
" and I am told you did not even stop to inquire what had 
been the result of your own act." 

" I will go home and have him slaughtered without delay," 
exclaimed Roydon, as if speaking to himself in a paroxysm 
of regret 

" Have whom slaughtered? " asked the King, gazing upon 
him coldly; for he began to divine the course his defence 
was to take. 

''The brute that did it. Sire," replied the knight; ''three 
times has that horse nearly deprived me of life, which I 
heeded not much, for it is a fine though unruly animal; but 
now that he has taken the life of anotfier, his own shall be 
forfeit. Scarcely had I mounted when, vrith the bit between 
his teeth, he set off at full speed; some of my companions 
galloped after to stop him, if possible, but were unable, till 
a gentleman on foot, I know not who, caught the bridle in 
the crowd ; and I, not seeing what had befallen, rode on^ 
keeping him in vrith difficulty." 

A slight smile curled the lip of the King, showing to 
Sir Simeon Roydon that he was not fully believed; and a 
dark feeling of anger — ^the rage of detected meanness — 
gathered itself in the inmost recesses of his heart, with only 
^e more bitter intensity because he dared not suffer it to 
peep forth. There is nothing that we hate so much as one 
whom, however much he may offend us, we cannot injure. 
Vengeance is the drink by which the dire thirst of hate is 
often assuaged; but if that cannot by any possibility be ob- 
tained, the burning of the heart goes on increasing till it 
becomes the unquenchable drought of fever. 
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The monaroh answered calmly, however, and without fur- 
ther reproach. ^^ Your tale, Sir Simeon,*' he said, ^ is some- 
what different from that which previously reached my ears. I 
trust it can be substantiated in all its parts; for this matter 
must be investigated fiilly. The crown officer will, of course, 
do his duty by inquest upon the body. It will be well for you 
to be present; and the law will then take its due effect. 
Retire for a time, sir, into another chamber, and I will cause 
inquiiy to be made, as to when a jury will be ready to in- 
vestigate the case." 

Sir Simeon of Boydon bowed with a sad and respectful 
countenance, and turned towards the door; but when he 
reached it, the expression of his fetce, now averted from the 
King, was very different from that which it had been a 
moment before. A mocking smile sat upon his lip — the 
sneering, bitter expression of a bad spirit, which has gained 
some advantage over a nobler one; but it was gone again the 
moment he opened the door and stood in presence of two or 
three attendants, who were waiting in the ante-room. At 
the same instant^ the voice of Henry called the page, and 
Sir Simeon, pausing and seating himself, could hear the 
King give orders for making the inquiries which he had 
mentioned. In less than twenty minutes, the page returned 
and entered the monarch's closet, after which the knight was 
recalled. 

" I find, sir," said Henry, when he appeared again before 
him, ''that uncommonly quick proceedings have been taken 
in this case. The inquest has sat already; and the good 
men have pronounced the death accidental. So far the find- 
ing is sati^actory ; but as it is clear that the accident occurred 
by your furious riding of a horse which you yourself acknow- 
ledge to be vicious and dangerous, I have to require that you 
make the only compensation that can be made to the person 
who I am told is this old man's grandchild. You will, there- 
fore, go at once to the hospital of St. James, and there, or 
elsewhere, when you have found her, will pay to this poor 
girl the sum of fifty half nobles, expressing your sorrow — 
which, doubtless, you feel sincerely — ^for the evil you have 
occasioned." 

Sir Simeon of Boydon bowed, with every appearance of 
respect; but there was a scowl upon his brow; and he could 
not refrain from asking, '' May I inquire. Sire, whether this 
fine is imposed by the inquest, or whether it be the award of 
your Highness ; for if—" 

h2 
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Henry's cheek flushed, and the impetuous spirit which had 
made him in early years strike the judge upon the bench, 
roused itself for a moment in his heart. It was conquered 
speedily, howcTcr; and he murmured to himself, ^^ No, I will 
not act the tyrant. Sir Simeon,** he continued, aloud, 
waving his hand, *^ the award is mine, as you say. It is my 
desire that this should be done. You will do it or not, as 
you think fit, for I will not strain the laws; but if it be not 
done, never present yourself before me again. That at the 
least I may require, sir, though the verdict of the jury can but 
aflTect the horse you rode.'* 

^^ Your Highness did not hear me out," replied Boydon, 
who had now recovered the mastery of himself; ^' I did but 
presume to ask; because if such a fine had been imposed by 
the jury, I should have resisted it, as contrary to law; but at 
the command of your Highness, I pay it, not only with 
submission but with pleasure, as the only means I have of 
showing both my regret at what has taken place, and my 
eager desire to conform myself in all things to your will. 
Not an hour shall pass before you are certified that I have 
not only obeyed, but gone beyond your orders; and so I 
humbly take my leave." 

The words were well and gracefully spoken; and Henry 
found no occasion to complain of the knight's demeanour; 
but still he was not satisfied that his obedience was the sub- 
mission of the heart; for he knew right well that fair words, 
ay, and fair actions, too, are often but the cloaks of sly and 
subtle knavery ; and the character of Sir Simeon of Roydon was 
not new to him. He replied merely, ^^ So you shall do well, 
sir;" and bowed his head as a signal that he might depart 

The knight quitted his presence in no happy mood, per- 
ceiving right well that the monarch's favour, on which he had 
counted much, had been lost and not regained. He hated 
him for the clear-sighted penetration which had seen through 
his art; and he only doubted whetlier there was or was not a 
chance of still deceiving his sovereign, and recovering his 
good graces, by an appearance of zeal and devotion in obey- 
ing his commands. 

*^ It is worth the trial," he thought; '' and it shall be tried; 
but I shall soon find whether he continues to nourish such 
ill-will towards me ; and if he do, my course must be shaped 
accordingly. Curses upon these beggarly vagrants ! Who 
ever heard of King before who troubled his nobility about 
minstreh and torablesteres? This smacks of the early tastes 
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of our magnanimous monarch, whose sole delight, within 
these two months, was in pot-house tipplers, and losel game- 
sters. He may assume a royal port and solemn manner, if he 
will; but the habit of years is not so easily conquered; and 
if he trip now, he is lost. Men were tired enough of his 
usurping father. A new prince carries the ever-changing 
multitude at his heels; but time will bring weariness, and 
weariness is soon changed into disgust We shall see ; we 
shall see; and the day of vengeance may come. In the 
meantime, of one, at least, I have had retribution; and this 
other shall not long escape — a rude, ballad-singing peasant, 
only fit for the brute sports of the buU-baiting, or the fair — 
a very firanklin in spirit, and a yeoman in heart." 

With thoughts, — ^which, as the reader may have perceived, 
had deviated from the King to Richard of WoodvUle, — with 
thoughts wavering with a strong inclination to bold evil, but 
chained down to mere knavery, for the time, by some remain- 
ing chances of success — for strange as it may seem, as many 
men are rendered cowards by hope as by fear — Sir Simeon 
of Boydon pursued his way to the hospital of St James, on 
foot, having hastened to the presence of the King without 
waiting for his horses. As, still in deep and angr}' thought, 
he approached the gate and the old lodge, he raised his eyes 
somewhat suddenly at an advancing step, and beheld the 
form of a young girl, with her long dark eyelashes bent down 
till they rested on her cheek. He caught but a momentary 
glance as she hurried by; but Simeon of Boydon was quick 
and eager in his examination of all that is beautiful in mere 
form; and that glance was sufficient to rouse no very holy 
feelings. The rounded limbs, the small and delicate foot and 
ankle, the fine chiseled features, tiie graceful easy movements, 
the exquisite neck and bosom half hidden by the folds of the 
grey hood, were all marked in an instant; and as she seemed 
alone, witiiout defence or protection, he hesitated for a mo- 
ment whetiier to stop and speak to her; but while he paused, 
she was gone with a quick step; the gate of the convent was 
near, and, resisting the passing temptation, he walked on and 
rang the bell. 

The porter slowly opened the gate ; and, with the tone of 
careless and haughty mdifierence which has always marked 
the inferior personages of a court — I mean the inferior in 
mind, more than the inferior in rank or station — ^the knight 
said, " There was an old man killed near this spot last night, 
I think ?'' 



102 AGINCOURT. 

" There was, noble sir," answered the porter, with a low 
reverence to his air of superiority ; « the body has been 
moved to the chapel." 

" I care nought about the body," rejoined Roydon. " He 
had a daughter or grand-daughter or something with him ; 
where is she ?" 

^^ She has just gone forth, noble sir," replied the porter ; 
^ you must have passed her at the gate." 

"^ Ha ! what ! a girl with a grey hood and a white coat, 
with some gold at tibe edge ?" asked the knight. 

^ The same, noble sir," said the old man ; ^ poor thing, 
she is sadly afflicted." 

^' Send her to me when she comes back, and I will comfort 
her," answered the visitor in a light tone. 

*^ Nay, sir, she is none of those. 111 warrant," replied the 
porter, very little edified; ^^and I give no such messages here." 

^* Thou art a fool, old man," said Sir Simeon of Roydon. 
^ Will she come back hither ?" 

^ Doubtless she will," answered the other, ** for better 
comfort than you can give." 

^^ Pshaw! art thou a preacher ?"*demanded the knight, with 
a sneer. ^* The comfort that I have to give is gold, by the 
King's command. So tell her to come to Burwash House, 
dose by the Temple gate, up the lane to the left, and ask 
for Simeon of Roydon. If I be not within, I will leave the 
money with a servant ; but bid her come quickly, for I must 
tell the King as soon as his bounty is bestowed. When will 
die be here?" 

^ That I know not," answered the old man ; *^ the prioress 
bade me give her admission to the parlour whenever she 
oame, for die ladies the sisters have taken her case much to 
heart But the young woman did not say when she would 
return. Perhaps it would be better for you to leave the 
money with the lady prioress herself, who would render it to 
her when she sees her." 

^ Give advice to those who ask it, my fiiend," replied Roy- 
don. ^ 1 know best what are the King's commands and my 
duty ; so tell her what I say on the part of his Highness, and 
let her come as speedily as may be." 

The knight then turned, and, with a haughty step, took his 
way back to Burwash House, the London mansion of a dis- 
tant kinsman, who, in reverence of his newly acquired wealth, 
permitted the heir of poor Catherine Beauchamp to inhabit 
it during his own absence firom the capital. 
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Sir Simeon of Boydon was now enjoying to the full that 
which he had long earnestly desired — ^the prosperity of riches, 
which he had never before known ; for his own estate had 
originally been small, and had soon been encumbered, under 
the influence of expensive tastes and vain ostentation. Un- 
ohastened by adversity, unreclaimed by experience, he was 
now living as much beyond his present, as he had previously 
lived beyond his former, fortune ; and grooms and attendants 
of an kinds waited him at his dwelling, ol}08en from the scum 
of a great city, which always affords a multitude of service- 
able knaves, ready to aid an heir to spend his inheritance, 
and, by obsequious compliance with all rash or vicious de* 
sires, to secure themselves a participation in the plunder, 
during the term of its existence. To some of these worthies, 
whom he found in the court, he gave orders for the immediate 
admission of poor Ella Brune as soon as she appeared ; and 
then, betaking himself to a chamber on the first floor, he oc- 
cupied himself for somewhat more than an hour in thinking 
over future plans, no inconsiderable portion of which referred 
to the gratmcation of many of the pleasant little passions, 
that, like strong drink, by turns stimulate and allay the thirst 
of a depraved mind. Revenge — or, rather, the gratification 
of hate, for revenge presupposes injury — was predominant, 
though ambition had a goodly share also. 

To become that for which he thought himself well fitted, 
but towards which he had never hitherto been able to take 
one step — a great and prominent man — ^was one principal 
object: — ^to take a share in the mightier deeds of life, to rule 
and influence others, to command, to be looked up to, to re- 
ceive authority and wield it at will. Oh, how often does that 
desire to become a great man render one a litde man ! — ^how 
often is it the source of littleness in diose who might other- 
wise be great indeed ! When the greatest philosopher that 
modem ages has produced declared, that ^ to rise to dignities 
we must submit to indignities,'^ how powerftd, to debase the 
mightiest mind, did that longing to become a great man show 
itself ! How constantly, through his whole career, do we see 
it producing all that made him other than great ! It was, 
ana is ever, the result of the one grand fundamental error, 
the misappreciation of real greatness. And thus we desire 
to become great in the eyes of other men, not in our ocva— • 
to vrin the applause of worms, not merit the approbation 
of God. 

Such pitaftd elevation was the only greatness coveted by 
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him of whom we speak ; but that was not the only desire 
which moved him — ^he longed for indulgence of every kind, 
from which straitened ciroamstances had long debarred him 
— he thought of pleasures with the eagerness of a Tantalus, 
who had for years beheld them close to his lip, without the 
power of bringing them within his taste ; and, like a famished 
beast, he was ready to fall upon the food of appetite wherever 
it could be found. But still cunning — ^both natural and that 
acquired from the ready teacher of all evil to inferior minds, 
poverty — was at hand to bring certain restraints, which 
wisdom and virtue were not there to enforce. There was a 
consciousness in his breast, that too great eagerness often 
disappoints its own desires, and that he was too eager ; and, 
therefore, he resolved that he would be cautious too. But 
snch resolutions usually {bjI somewhere ; for cautiousness is 
a guardian who does not always watch, when she is without 
the companionship of rectitude. 

Such reflections were still busily occupying his mind; and 
he had arrived at sincere regret for the rash and brutal act 
which he had committed the night before — not because it 
was evil, but because it was imprudent — when a page opened 
the door, and ushered Ella Brune into the room. 

The poor girl knew not whom she was coming to see — 
she haa taken no note of the &/oe or form of him whose 
cruel carelessness had deprived her of the only support she 
had — she had not listened to the words that passed between 
him and Richard of Woodville — she stood before him un- 
conscious that he was the slayer of her old companion. Let 
ihe reader mark that fitct well. Nevertheless, as soon as she 
saw him she turned deadly pale, and her limbs trembled. 

But Sir Simeon of Roydon took a smooth and pleasant 
tone; and as soon as the page was gone, and had closed the 
door, he asked, '^ They gave you my message, then, pretty 
maid?'' At the same time he placed a stool for her, and 
motioned her to be seated. 

'^ They told me, sir," she answered in a low tone, " that 
you had commands for me from the King." 

''And so I have, fair maiden," replied Simeon of Roydon; 
'' but, I pray you, sit This has been a sad event — I grieve 
for it much. I was not aware, till this morning, that my run- 
away charger had done such damage." 

'' And were you the man ?" demanded Ella Brune, suddenly 
raising her eyes to his face. As she did so, she found him 
gazing at her from head to foot, taking in all the beauties of 
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her face and form, as an experienced judge remarks the 
points of a fine horse ; and she drew her hood farther oyer 
her brow, not well satisfied with the eager and passionate 
look of admiration which his countenance displayed. 

'^ I was unfortunate enough to be so," answered Rovdon, 
perceiving her gesture, and thinking it as well to put'^some 
little restraint upon himself, though he never dreamed that a 
poor minstrers girl could seriously resist the solicitation of 
a man of wealth and station. '^ I regret it deeply,^ he con- 
tinued, ^^ but the brute overpowered me. By the King's 
commands, I bear you fifty half-nobles ; here they are. And, 
for my own satisfaction, I will give you the same.** 

As he spoke, he held out a purse to her, but Ella Bruno 
drew back. ^^ The King's bounty," she said, ^ I will receive 
with gratitude; but, firom you, I will take nothing." 

^^^d, pray, why not, sweet girl?" asked Simeon of Roy- 
don; ^'the King cannot grieve for what has happened half 
as much as I do, or be hfdf as eager to comfort and console 
you. Nay, sit down, and speak to me;" and, taking her 
hand, he led her back to the stool much against her will. 
^ I would fain hear what can be done for you," he added; 
'^ I fear you may be friendless and unprotected; and I long 
to make up to you, as far as possible, for the loss you have 
sustained" 

^^I am, indeed, alone in the world," replied the fiedr girl; 
" but not firiendless, and unprotected, while I trust in Ood." 

" Yes, but Ood uses human means," answered Roydon, 
who was every moment growing more eager in the pursuit^ 
which at first had been but as the chase of a butterfly; ^^and 
you must let me be his instrument, as I have caused, un- 
willingly, this evil to befal you. I have a beautiful small 
cottage on my lands, where the trees &11 round and shade 
it in the winter from the wind — in the summer from the sun. 
The woodbine and rose gather round the door, and a spark- 
ling stream dances within sight. There, if you will accept 
such a refrige, you can live in peace and tranquillity, pro- 
tected from all the harm and wrong that might happen to 
you in great cities; for you are too young and too lovely to 
escape wiles, and perhaps violence, if you are left without 
good ward, in such resorts of men as these." 

A smile came upon the lip of Ella Brune, but it was of a 
very mingled and cnangeftil expression. Perhaps the waken- 
ing of some old remembered dream of happy days might 
render it at first soft and gentle; and, the next instant, ibe 
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recollection of how that dream had faded might sadden; and 
then again, the transparency of his baseness mixed a tonch 
of scorn with it, and she answered, ^ That can never be, sir. 
I seek no protection bat that I haye, and cannot accept of 
yours. I am able, as I am accostomed, to goard myself, and 
will do so still. I think you have mistSiken me — but it 
matters not I seek neither gold nor favour from you; and, 
if you would make atonement for bad deeds, it must be to 
God, not me." 

As she spoke, she rose, and turned to quit the room; and 
Simeon of Boy don hesitated for a moment whether he should 
not detain her by force— for those were days of violence; 
and her very coldness had rendered the passion he began to 
feel towards her but the more impetuous. He remembered, 
however, that there might be those who expected her return; 
that the place whither she had gone was known at the 
monastery; and that the King^s eye might be upon his con- 
duct towards her. These calculations passed like lightning 
through his mind, and he chose his course in an instant. 

^* Stay P he cried, ^ stay one minute more, sweet girL I 
have not mistaken you at all. I would not even force my 
protection on you: but, at least, receive this; for I must teU 
the King that it is paid.** 

*^ His bounty,*" replied Ella, ^^I will not refuse, as I before 
said, and offer him my deepest thanks; but, from you, I 
wiU receive nothing.'' 

'^ Well, then, take these fifty pieces," siud her compaiiion; 
^ they are given by the King's command. We shall meet 
again, fair maid; and then, perhaps, you will know me 
better." 

^^ I seek to know no more," she answered, taking the gold 
he gave: ^^ I have known enough," and, turning to the. door, 
she left him, murmuring to herself, ^' Would that the King 
had sent it by other hands." 

Simeon of Roydon followed her to the gates, beckoning 
up two of his servants as he went ^ Quick," he whispered; 
^^you see that girl? — follow her wherever she goes: find out 
her name — ^her dwelling — every particular you can gather, 
and bring me your tidings with all speed." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE HOURS OF JOY. 

Probably there is a period in the life of every one — ^if it 
be not cut short in very early years, when the blossom is 
stiU upon ibe trees of existence — in which the heart is so 
depressed by a reiteration of those misfortunes which gener- 
ally come in groups, that the unexpected announcement of 
an unnamed visitor causes us to look up with a feeling of 
dread, as if some new sorrow were about to be added to the 
list of those endured. But such was not yet the case with 
Bichard of Woodville, for though many of the events which 
had lately passed, had tended to make him somewhat more 
grave and thoughtful than in younger days, yet neither 
griefs, nor anxieties, nor disappointments had been heavy 
enough to weigh down a spirit naturaUy buoyant His 
heart might be called light and free; for, though burdened 
with some cares, and tied by the silver chain of love, yet 
hope, bright, vigorous, rarely-tbring hope, helped him to 
carry his load; and the bond between hun and sweet Mary 
Markham was not one to fetter the energies of his mind, or 
to dim the brightness of expectation. But above all things 
his bosom was perfectly free from guile ; and in a house so 
cleanly kept, there is always light, unless every window be 
closed by the hands of death or of despair. 

He looked, therefore, to see who die stranger could be 
that asked for him, with some curiosity perhaps, but no 
alarm, and was surprised but well pleased, when the figure 
of honest Hugh of Clatford darkened the door. 

^^Ah, Hugh!" he exclaimed, *Ms that you? What has 
brought you to Westminster ? Are you also going to seek 
service in foreign lands ?" 

'^ Faith, sir, I know not what I am going to do," replied 
the good yeoman ; ^ I came up here with my lord, and wait 
his pleasure." 

^^ With your lord !" exclaimed Woodville, in astonish- 
ment; *^ and what, in the name of fortune and all her freaks, 
has brought my uncle to Westminster? — ^Was he summoned 
to the coronation ?" 

*^ Good truth, noble sir, I know not," answered Hugh of 
Clatford. '^ He has not told me why he came ; but I chcjiced 
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to meet your man Hob, and asked him where you were to be 
found, but to come and see you and how yon fared.** 

'* Thanks, Hugh, thanks !** replied Richard of Woodville. 

*' ' Tme friend findeth tme friend whereTer they follow, 
And stunmer's no rammer that wanteth the swallow ;' 

But whom has my uncle with him ?" 

He would have fain asked if Mary Markham was near ; 
but the question would not be spoken, and Hugh of Clatford 
saved him the trouble of farther inquiry. *^ He has brought 
no one but myself,** he said, ^^ and Roger Yale, and Martin 
the henchman, and one or two lads with the horses, and a 
page, and the Lady Mary — ** 

^' Ah ! and is that sweet lady here ?** asked Woodville, 
in as calm and grave a tone as a very joyous heart could 
use. ^ But has he not brought my cousin Isabel ?** 

^* No, good sooth/* rejoined the yeoman ; ^ he and the 
Lady Mary came off in haste on the arrival of a messenger 
from London.** 

" That is strange,** said Richard of Woodville ; — ^but then 
he thought that, perchance his friend Harry Dacre had sped 
well in his suit to Isabel, and that the old knight might have 
left her to cheer him at the hall. Nor was such a course 
unlikely in that age ; for there were then fewer observances 
and stiff considerations of propriety than in later days, since 
rules and regulations more powerfril, though but of air, than 
the locks and eunuchs of an Eastern harem, have tied down 
the most innocent intercourse of those who love, and every 
lady in the land is watched with the dragon*s eyes of 
parental prudence. Love was then looked upon with 
reverence, and regarded as a safeguard rather than a periL 
There was more confidence in virtue, more trust in honour. 

After a short pause, Richard of Woodville inquired where 
his uncle was lodged ; and to the great disappointment of 
his host, who, while he was still speaking with Hugh of 
Clatford, entered to set out the tables for the approaching 
meal, the young gentleman accompanied the gooa yeoman, 
£Etsting as he was, to visit good Sir Philip Beauchamp — 
as he said ; but, in truth, to sun himself in Mary's eyes. 

Fortune, though she be a spiteful jade, will occasionally 
&vour true lovers ; and she certainly showed herself parti- 
cularly benign to Richard of Woodville in the present in- 
stance. Hurrying on with Hugh of Clatford, he made his 
way through the crowded streets of Westminster, till, at the 
outskirts of the town, near where now stands George Street, 
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he reached the gates of a large hoase in a garden, where Sir 
Philip Beauchamp had taken up his abode. With all due 
reverence he asked for his uncle ; but he must not be looked 
upon as a very undutiful nephew, if we admit that he was 
not a little rejoiced to find that the good old knight had gone 
forth, leaving fair Mary Markham behind. 

Guided by Hugh of Glatford, who ver}** well understood 
all that was passing in the young gentleman's heart, Richard 
was soon in his fair lady's bower; and certainly Mar3'''s 
bright face expressed quite as much pleasure to see him as 
he could have desired. It expressed surprise also, however ; 
and after chiding him, not very harshly, for a sweet liberty 
he took with her arched lips, she exclaimed, *^ But how are 
you here, Bichard ? I thought you were firm at Meon, po- 
lishing armour and trying horses.** 

Now Bichard of WoodviUe, as soon as he heard that Mary 
was in the same city with himself, had formed his own con- 
clusions in regard to various matters that had puzzled him 
the day before ; and he answered, gaily, " What, deceiver ! 
Do you think I do not know your arts r You would have 
me believe you were ignorant that I was here, and must tease 
your poor lover twice in the course of yesterday, by letting 
him hear your voice, yet hiding the bjce that he loves best, 
from his sight ? ** 

** Nay, dear Bichard,** replied Mary, with a look of still 
greater surprise than before ; ^^ you are speaking riddles to 
me. You could not hear my voice yesterday, at least in 
Westminster — unless, indeed, it were late at night ; and then 
it must have been in sad, dolorous tones, for I was very 
tired. We did not reach this place till three hours after 
dark. But what is it you mean, by daring to call Mary a 
deceiver, when you know right well I could not cheat you 
into thinking that I did not love you, though I tried hard to 
look as demure as a cat in the sunshine ?** 

" Are you sincere now, Mary ? — are you telling me the 
truth ?'* asked Bichard, still half inclined to doubt ; but the 
moment after, he added, ^* Yet I know you are, my Mary, 
vrithout guile. Truth gives you half your beauty, Mary; it 
lights yotu: eyes, it smiles upon your lips. Yet this is very 
Strang^ ; and I thought that I had discovered the key to a 
mystery which must puzzle me still. But hear what has 
happened, and you shall judge;** and he proceeded to relate 
the injunctions which had been twice laid upon him the day 
before, by some unseen acquaintance in the crowd. 
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Mary Markham was not less surprised and puzzled than 
himselj^ especially as lie persisted in asserting ^e words had 
been spoken by a female voice. But they soon abandoned 
that topic, to turn to others of deeper interest to their own 
two hearts — ^the cause of Sir Philip Beauchamp^s journey to 
the capital, and the future fiite of his fair companion. 

*^ In trudi, Bichard," said Mary, m answer to some of his 
questions, *^ I am well nigh as ignorant as yourself of what 
is about to happen. All I know is, that Sir Philip told me 
I should probably soon see my father again.** 

'^ And who is your father, my sweet Mary?'* asked Wood- 
ville, with a smile. 

Mary gazed at him for an instant, with a look of touched 
and grat&ed affection, and then asked, " And did Richard of 
Woodville really seek poor Mary Markham's hand, then, 
without knowing aught of her state and station ? — was he 
willing to take her dowerless, firiendless, stationless, almost 
nameless ?** 

^ Good fedih, dear Mary,** answered Woodville, ^ I sliould 
be right glad to take vou any way I could get you ; and if 
dower, or iitation, or mends, or aught else stand in die way, 
even down to this pretty robe whose hem I kiss, I pray you, 
Mary, cast it off ! I sludl be right glad to have you in your 
kirtle, if it be but of hodden grey.** 

Mary Markham smiled and blushed; and her bright, 
merry eyes acquired a softer and more glistening light from 
the dew of happy emotion that spangled her long eyelashes. 
** Well, Bichard,'* she said, *^ I do not love you &e less for 
that. *Tis a bold speech, perhaps, and one that I should 
not make; but once having owned what I feel, why should I 
hide it now ?*' 

^ Fie on those who would blame you, dearest ladv,** an* 
swered Woodville : *' who should feel shame for love r The 
brightest and the best of human feelings, surely, is no cause 
of shame ; but we may all say, with the great poet — 



" ' O smm'is life ! O JoVis daughter dear, 
Pleaaoance of level O godely debonaire 
In gentle hearts aye ready to repaire, 
O very cause of health and of gladneasey 
Iheried be thy might and godenesse.' " 

^ I cannot answer why, Bidhard,** replied Mary, ^^ but I 
know it is so, that all women feel some shame to own they 
love; and many affect more shame than they really feeL 
But I will not do so, dear Bichard; for I think it is diaho* 
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nesty to feign aught. I know I did feel shame, when one 
day, as we sat beside the river under the green trees, yon 
won me to say more than I ever thought I could ; and all 
that night, when I thought upon it, my cheek burned. But 
yet, in the moment of trial, I felt bold ; and when your uncle 
asked me, I told him all. Nor do I see why I should con- 
ceal it now, even if I could, when you are about to go far, 
and that may be your only consolation in danger and in dif- 
ficulty." 

^ It will be my strength and my support, dear Mary," an- 
swered Woodville ; ^ and I do think that if I could but win 
a promise from you to be mine, it would so nerve my heart 
and arm in the hour of strife, that all men should own I had 
won you well — Say, will you promise, my sweet lady ?" 

^ I will promise l^at I will, if I may,^ replied Mary ; " but 
alas ! Richard, the entire fulfilment of that promise must de- 
pend upon another. We poor women have but little power^ 
even over our own fisite and persons ; but I will love none 
but you, Bichard, wherever I go ; and you will not doubt 
that love, though it be spoken so freely ?'' 

^ Nay, Heaven forbid !** said Richard of Woodville ; ^ and 
were it not that yon are my uncle's ward, I would put that 
love, dear Mary, to the proo^ by asking you to fly with me 
and seek out some friendly priest who would bind our fate 
so frkst together, that it would take greater power than any 
one in the land can boast, to sever it again. But I would 
not be ungratefbl to one who has been a father to me.** 

^ Nor must I be ungratefrd, either to him or to my own 
fiither, Richard,*' replied Maiy Markham ; '' you would not 
love me long if I could be so.^ 

" I know you cannot, Mary," answered her lover ; " but 
tell me who he is, Mary, that I may try to win him to hear 
my suit. I knew not that your fiftther was alive — unless, in- 
deed, the idle gossip — ^bnt no more of that Whoever he be, 
I will trust to merit his esteem, and surely his daughter's 
love will be no bad commendation to him. I have hopes, 
too, of advancement, if ambition be his passion, such, indeed, 
as I have never had before. The King — ^he who was widi us 
not a month ago as Hal of Hadnock — " 

^* Ay, Dacre told us who he was," cried Mary Markham. 

^ The King, he shows me great favour," continued Wood- 
ville, ^ and has given me letters to many at the court of Bur- 
gundy, promising to send for me, too, as soon as he has 
service for me here. With a true heart, and no unpractised 
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hand, I do not fear that I shall fail of winning honour ; and 
though I be but a poor gentleman, yet, as I do know that 
riches or poverty would make no diSSerenee in Mary Mark- 
ham to me, 80 I cannot believe that it will change me in her 
eyes." 

^^ Oh no !" she answered, but then added, with a sigh, ** but 
my father, Richard ! It is long since I have seen him, yet 
he was kind and noble, just and true, if I remember right. I 
recollect him well, with his grey hair, changed more by sor- 
row than time. I thought you knew the whole, for Isabel 
does ; but I promised faithfiilly not to speak of my fiite or 
his to any one, for reasons that he judged sufficient, when he 
gave me into good Sir Philip's charge ; and I must not break 
my word even for you, Richard." 

^^Well, it matters not," answered Woodville; '^certainly 
I would fain know who he is, for then I might court him as 
a lover does his bride, for Manr's sake: but yet you must 
keep your promise to him, and to me, too; and whenever 
you are free to speak, you must give me tidings, dear girl ; 
for in all the thousand chances of tfiis world, I might mar my 
own hopes, even while seeking to fulfil them." 

*^I will, I will," replied Maiy Markham; ^'but hark! I 
hear your uncle's step, Richard. I will but add one word 
more to cheer you. Perhaps, if I judge right, we may not be 
so long ere we meet again, as you suppose — and now, God 
prosper you, my own true squire." 

As she spoke, the good old knight. Sir Philip Beauchamp, 
entered the room, widi a grave and somewhat perplexed air. 
It soon became evident, however, that whatever annoyed or 
embarrassed him, it was not the presence of his nephew; for 
he greeted him kindly, holding out his hand to him, saying, 
^ Ay, you here, foolish boy ! — still the moth and the candle ! 
But if you needs must love, why, let it lead you to honour 
and renown. Wliat brought you to London ? To buy arms ?" 

*^ No, sir; to see the Kingi" replied his nephew. *^ He sent 
me a messenger, bearing letters for me to toe court of Bur- 
gundy, and gave me to understand that I might come to visit 
him, if I would." 

The old knight, in his meditative mood, seemed to catch 
some of Woodville's words, and miss the others. ^^ Letters 
to the court of Burgundy," he said. ^' Well ! from Harry of 
England, they should smooth thy path, boy. Would to 
Heaven, you two were not lovers! — ^Not that I would speak 
ill of love ; 'tis the duty of every gentleman to vow his ser- 
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vice to some fair lady. At least, as it was so in luy young 
day ; but we have sorely declined since then — sorely, sorely, 
nephew of mine ; and love was then quite a different affair 
from now — when it must needs end in marriage, or worse. It 
was a high and ennobling passion in those times, leading 
knights and gentlemen to seek praise, and do high deeds ; 
not for their own sakes, but for the honour of the ladies 
whom they served, nor requiring reward even from them, but 
for pure and high affection, and the pleasure of exalting them. 
Thus, many a man loved a lady — either placed far above him, 
or removed from his reach by being wedded to another — 
without sin, or shame, or presumption ; for love, as I have 
said, was a high and ennobling feeling in those days, which 
taught men to do what is right, not what is wrong.*' 

"Well, my noble uncle,'* replied Richard of Woodville, 
" and so it may be now; and it will have the same effect with 
me. But one thing I do know, that I would rather do high 
deeds to exalt my own wife, than another man's: I would 
rather serve a lady that I may win, than a lady I have no 
right to seek. Methinks it is both more honest and more safe ; 
and, by God's blessing, I will win her, too, if I live long 
enough, and have fair play." 

The old knight smiled. " Thou art a jesting coystrel, 
Dickon," he said ; " and yet not a bad man at arms either. 
But times are changed, I tell thee, and not for the better. 
Thou thinkest according to the day, and cannot understand 
the past. When goest thou over seas, boy?" 

" In a few days, sir," answered Richard of Woodville. "I 
think before a week be out." 

Mary Markham's cheek turned a little pale, and the old 
knight meditated for a moment or two ; after which he asked 
his nephew when he intended to quit London? Richard re- 
plied, that he went on the following morning ; and Sir Philip, 
who had found a sad vacancy in the hall since Richard had 
left them for a time, and poor Catherine for ever, required that 
he should stay and keep them company for the rest of the 
day. 

" Heaven knows, my poor Mary," he said, " how long we 
may have to remain in this place; and we shall soon find it 
dull enough. The people whom I expected to meet, have 
not yet appeared, and no tidings of them have come ; so we 
may as well keep this idle boy to make us merry ; and if he 
must go buy arms or lace jerkins for the court of Burgundy, 
why we will go with him to Gutlierun's Lane and the Jury ; 

I 
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and you shall ride yoar white palfrey for once along Gheape, 
with your gay Bide-saddle quilted with gold; though in my 
young days — ^before King Richard married Anne of Bohemia 
—never a lady in the land saw so foolish a oontriyance." 

It may well be supposed that neither Mary Markham nor 
Bichard of Woodville was very much averse to such a pro- 
posal ; and the rest of the day passed in that April-mom 
happiness which all must have felt, ere parting vrith those we 
love; when the cloudy thought of the dreary morrow comes 
hourly sweeping over the sunshine of the present, yet making 
the light seem more bright for the passing shadow. More 
than once, too, the lovers were left for awhile alone ; and 
every moment added to their sweet store of vows and pro- 
mises. Much was also told that they had not had time to 
teU before, though it was still spoken in rambling and un- 
connected form — ^the one predominant feeling always intrud- 
ing, and calling their thoughts and words back to what was 
passing in their own hearts. 

How many bitter moments pay for our sweet ones in this 
life ! and yet how willing are we all to make the purchase, 
whatever be the price ! The ambitious spirit of enjoyment 
is upon us, and we must still enlarge the sphere of our de- 
light, though — as when a conqueror stretches the bounds of 
his empire, and thereby only exposes a wider frontier to 
attack — each new hope, each new pleasure, each new pos- 
session, but lays us open to loss, regret, and disappointment. 
It is a sad view of human life ; but Richard of Woodville 
and Mary Markham found its truth when they came to feel 
how much more bitter was their parting, for the few sweet 
hours of happiness they had enjoyed. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE WRONG. 



The sun, scarce a hand's breadth above the sky, was never- 
theless shining with beams as bright and warm as in the 
summer, when Richard of Woodville mounted his horse in 
the courtyard of the inn at Charing, and, followed by his two 
yeomen and bis page, rode out, after receiving the valedictory 
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speeches of the host and hostess, who, with a little crowd, 
composed of drawers and maidens, and some of their other 
gaests, watched his departure, and commented upon his 
strong yet graoeful limbs, and his easj management of his 
charger, prognosticating that he would prove stout in battle* 
field, and fortunate in hall and bower. Near the fine chaste 
cross at Charing — ^whioh stood hard by the spot where the 
grand libel upon British taste, called Trafiklgar Square, now 
stands — Woodyille paused for a moment, and letting his eye 
run past its grey fretwork, gazed down in the direction 
of the palace and the Abbey, hesitating whether he should 
take the shorter road by the convent of St. James, or, 
once more passing through Westminster, ride under the 
windows of fiiir Mary Markham, for the chance of one part- 
ing glance. I need not tell the reader how the question was 
decided; but as he turned his horse's head towards the 
palace, he saw a female figure standing upon the lower step 
of the cross, with the hood, then usually worn by women 
when out, drawn far over the face. The beautifiil form, how- 
ever, the small foot and ankle appearing from benea^ the 
short kirtle, and the wild peculiar grace of the attitude, taken 
together, showed him at once that it was poor £Ua Brune ; 
and he was riding forward to speak with her, when she her- 
self advanced and laid her hand upon his horse's neck. 

" I have been watching for you, noble sir," she said, " to 
bid you adieu before you part, and to give you thanks from 
a poor but true heart." 

*' Nay, you should not have waited here, EUa," be replied; 
** why did you not come to the inn?" 

" I did, yesterday at vespers," answered the girl; "but you 
were abroad ; and the people laughed, as if I had done a 
folly. Your men told me, however, you were going this 
morning at daybreak, and so I waited here ; for I would fain 
ask you one boon." 

« And what is that, Ella ?" inquired Woodville; ** if it be 
possible to grant, it shall not be refiised; for I have so little 
to give, that I must be no niggard of what I have." 

'' You can grant it," replied the girl, with a bright smile ; 
" and you will be a niggard indeed if you do not; for it is 
what can do you no harm, and may stead me much in case 
of need. It is but to tell me whither you go, and when, 
and how." 

" That is easily said, my fair maiden," answered Wood- 
ville. ^^ I go first to my own place at Meon ; then to the 

i2 
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Court of Burgundy, at the end of six days; and, as I would 
not cross through France, I go by sea from Dover to a town 
called Nieuport, on the coast of Flanders. But say, is there 
aught I can do for you before I send the man I told you of, 
to give you what little assistance I can ?*' 

^ Send him not, send him not," cried the girl ; '^ I am 
now rich — almost too rich, thanks to your generous inter- 
ference with our good King. He sent me a large sum, by 
the hands of the bad knight, who killed the poor old man.^ 

" Ay I'* said Richard olf Woodville ; " and did you see this 
Sir Simeon of Roydon, my poor Ella? Beware of him ; for 
he is not one to understand you rightly, I fear.** 

^' I am aware of him," answered the minstrers girl ; " and 
I abhor him. He is a dark fearful man — but no more of 
that; I shall never see him more, I trust, for his eyes chill 
my blood. He looked at me as I love not men should look 
— not as you do, kindly and pitifully ; but I know not how — 
it can be felt, not told.'' 

- '^ I understand you, Ella," replied Richard of Woodville ; 
^* and his acts are like his looks. He has made more than 
one unhappy heart in many a cottage that once was blithe. 
I grieve the King sent him to you." 

^* Oh, 'twill do no harm," cried the girl. ^ I shall not long 
be here ; and I know him well. Would that I were not a 
woman !" 

^ What ! would you avenge the wrong he did on that sad 
evening?" asked Woodville, with a smile, to think how feeble 
that small hand would prove in strife. 

" No, not for that," she replied ; " for I would try to for- 
give; but if I were not what I am you would take me with 
you in your train, and then I should be safe and happy." 

^* I trust you may be so still, even as a woman, poor girl," 
answered Richard of Woodville ; and, after a few more words 
of kindness and comfort, he bade her adieu. Ella Brune's 
bright eyes glistened ; and, perhaps, she found it difficult to 
speak the parting words, for she said no more, but, catching 
her young protector's hand, she pressed her lips upon it, and 
drew back to let him pass. 

It was impossible for Richard of Woodville not to feel 
touched and interested ; but he was not one to mistake her. 
He knew — ^not indeed by the hard teaching of experience, 
but by the intuitive perception of a feeling heart — how the 
unfortunate cling to those who show them kindness, and could 
distinguish between the love of gratitude and that of passion 
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He bad purposely spoken gently and tenderly to her ; and, 
in proportion as he could do little to afford her substantial 
aid, bad tried to make his words and manner consoling and 
strengthening; and be thought, ^^If any one had acted so to 
me, I should feel towards him as this poor girl now feels in my 
case. Heayen guard her, poor thing, for hers is a sad fate V* 

In such meditations he rode on; but we will not at present 
follow him on his way, turning rather to poor Ella Brune, 
who stood by the cross gazing after him, till his horse taking 
a road to the right, about two hundred yards before it reached 
the palace gate, was soon hidden by the trees, just at the 
entrance of the town of Westminster. 

With a deep sigh, she then bent her steps along the road 
leading by the bank of the river towards the gate of the 
Temple, which was still in a somewhat ruinous state from 
the attack made upon it in 1381. As she went she looked 
not at the houses and gardens on either side — she marked 
not the procession which came forth, with cross and banner, 
from the convent on the right, nor the gay train that issued 
out of the gates of a large embattled house on the left ; but 
separating herself from the people, who turned to gaze or 
hastened to follow, she made her way on, seeking the little 
inn where she dwelt. 

There were two other persons, however, who followed the 
same course — men with swords by their side, and bucklera 
on their shoulder, and a snake embroidered on the mourning 
habits that they wore. But Ella saw them not — she was too 
deeply occupied with her own dark thoughts. She seemed 
alone in the wide world — more alone than ever, since Richard 
of Woodville had left the capital ; and to be so is both sad and 
perilous. How strange, how lamentable it is, that society, 
that great wonderful confrised institution, springing from man's 
necessity for mutual aid and support, provides no prop, no stay 
for those who are left alone in the midst of it; none to 
counsel, none to help, none to defend against the worst of 
all evils — temptation to vice. Of the body it takes some 
care ; we must not cut, we must not strike the flesh ; we 
must not enthral it ; we must not kill. But we may wound, 
injure, destroy the spirit if we can, even at our pleasure. 
For substantial things, we multiply regulations, safe-guards, 
penalties; for the mind, on wnich sJl the rest so much 
depends, we provide none. The philosophy of legislation 
has yet a great step to advance — a step, perhaps, that may 
never — perhaps that can never — ^be tiJcen; though of one 
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thing we may be sore— that, till the great Eutopian dream 
is realized, and either by edacation, or some other means, a 
safeguard is provided for the minds of men as well as their 
bodies and their property, all the iron laws that can be 
enacted, will prove insufficient for the protection of those 
more tangible things which we think most easily defended. 
To regulate and guard the mind, especially in youth, is to 
turn the river near its source, and to ensure that it shall flow 
on in peace and bounty to the end; but to leave it unguided^ 
and yet by law to strive to restrain man's actions, is to put 
weak floodgates against a torrent that we have eufierea to 
accumulate. But no more of this. Perhaps what has been 
already said is too much, and out of place. 

Yet, to return. It is strange and sad that society does 
afibrd no stay, no support, to those who are left alone in 
the wide world ; nay, more, that to be so lehj seems in a 
great degree to sever the bond between us and sodeij. 
^^ He must have some Mends. Let him apply to them,** we 
are apt to say, whenever one of these solitary ones comes 
before us, and whether it is advice, assistance, or defence, 
that is needed. *^ He must have some friends !" — It is a 
phrase in constant use ; and, in our own hearts, we go on to 
say, ^ if he have not, he must have lost tiliem by his ovm 
iSsiult f and yet how many events may deprive man, and much 
more frequently woman, of the only friends possessed ! 

Poor EUaBrune felt diat she was indeed alone ; that there 
was no one to whom she could apply for anything that the 
heart and spirit of the bereaved and desolate might needL 
She knew, diat had she been a leper, or halt, or blind, or 
fevered, she could have found those who would have tended^ 
cured, supported her ; but there was no comfort, no aid, for 
her lonelmess ; and scorn, or coldness, or selfish passion, or 
greedy knavery, would have met her, had she asked any onoy 
in the vnde crowd through which she passed, ^^ Which way 
shall I turn my footsteps? how shall I bend my course 
through life ?** 

She felt it deeply, bitterly, and, as I have said, walked on 
full of her own said thoughts, while the numbers round her 
grew less and less. At lengdi, in the sort of irregular street 
that, even then, began to stretch out from the edge of Far- 
lingdon, without the walls, into the country towards Charing, 
she was left with none near her but the two men of whom 
we have spoken, and an old woman, walking slowly on be- 
fore. The men seemed to notice no one, and conversed 
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with each other in an under tone, till, in the midst of the 
highway, a little beyond St Clement's well, one or two 
small wooden houses appeared built in the middle of the high 
road, with die end of a narrow lane leading up to the Old 
Temple in Oldboume, and the house of the Bi^u>p of Lin- 
coln. There, however, one of them adyanced a step, and 
spoke a word to Ella Brune, over her shoulder. 

^* Whither away, pretty maiden ?'' he said, ^' Are you not 
going to see the batch of country nobles who have come up 
to do homage ?'' 

** I am going home,** answered Ella Brune, gravely ; ^^ and 
want no company ;" and she hurried her pace to get rid of 
him. The next instant the other man was by her side, and 
taking her arm roughly, he said, '^ You must come with us 
first, our lord wishes to speak with you." 

Ella Brune struggled to disengage herself, saying, ^^ Let 
me go, sir ; if your lord wishes to speak with me, it must be 
at some odier time. I have people expecting me hard by. 
Let me go, I say.'' 

" Ay, we know all about it," rejoined the man, still keeping 
his hold, and drawing her towards the mouth of the lane. 
*' You live at the Falcon, pretty mistress ; but you must go 
with us first" 

The sounds behind her had caused the old woman to turn 
round the moment before, and, seeing Ella struggling to 
free herself from the man who held her, she turned to remon- 
strate, exclaiming, ^^What are you about, sirs? Let the 
young woman go !" 

'^ Get you gone, old beldame ! " cried the other man, 
thrusting her back* ^^ What is it to you ?" and at the same 
time he seized Ella by the other arm, and hurried her on, in 
spite of her resistance. 

^ Beldame, indeed ! " exclaimed the old woman, gazing 
after them. ^^ Marry, thou art not civil. If thou callest me 
so, I will call thee Davy.* I will see whither they go, how- 
ever;" and thus saying, at the utmost speed she could master, 
she followed the men who were dragging poor EUa Brune 
along, calling in vain for help — for the houses in that part of 
the suburb were few, and principally consisted eitlier of 
the large gothic mansions of the nobility, shut in within 
their own gates and surrounded by gardens, or the inns of 
prelates, isolated in the same manner. Whither they were 

* A common expression of the lower classes of Londoners in old 
times* 
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dragging her, the old woman could not divine: for she 
thought it unlikely that any of the persons who dwelt in that 
neighboiurhood would sanction such a violent act Ella 
herself, however, knew right well, for she had taken the same 
road the day before, on her brief visit to Sir Simeon of 
Broydon. Peril and wandering, and sad chances of various 
kinds, such as seldom are the lot of one so young, had taught 
her to remark every particular that passed before her eyes 
with a precision which fixed things in her memory that might 
have escaped the sight of others; and she had seen the 
snake embroidered on the breast and back of the knighf s 
servants, and recognised the badge instantly on those who 
held her. 

As she expected, the men stopped at the gates of the 
house, which were open, and dragged her into the court; but 
her cries and her resistance ceased the moment she had 
reached that place, for she knew that they were both in vain, 
and made up her mind firom that moment to the course which 
she had to pursue. 

'^Ha, ha! pretty maiden,** sa^d the man who had first 
spoken to her. *^ You are now willing to go, are you ? Our 
lord is not lightly to be refused a visit from any &ir dame. 
Gome, ceme, I can manage her now, Pilcher ; you stay at 
the foot of the stairs. Will you come willingly, girl, or must 
we carry you ?" 

" I will come,** answered Ella Brune ; " not wiUingly, but 
because I must ;'* and, with the man still holding her by the 
arm, she mounted one of the flights of stairs which led 
straight from the court-yard to the rooms above. Following 
a long corridor, or gallery, lighted by a large window at the 
end, die man led her from the top of the stairs towards the 
back part of the house, and, opening a door on the right, 
bade her go in. After one hasty glance around, which 
showed her that it was vacant, she entered the small cabinet 
which was before her, and the door was immediately shut 
and locked. She now found herself in a dark and gloomy 
chamber, which probably had been originally intended either 
for secret conferences, or for a place of meditation and 
prayer, where the eye could not distract the mind by catch- 
ing any of the objects without ; for the only window which 
it possessed was so high up in the wall, that the siU was 
above the eyes of any person of ordinary height There was 
but one door, too— that by which she had entered ; and the 
whole of the walls of the room was covered with black oak^ 
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of which also the beams overhead were formed. A few chairs 
and a small table composed the only furniture which it 
contained ; and Ella paused in the midst, leaning upon the 
table in deep thought. Her mind, indeed, was bent only 
on one point What were the purposes of Sir Simeon of 
Roy don, she did not even ask herself; for she knew right 
well that they were evil. Nor did she consider what she 
should answer, or how she should act; for a strong and 
resolute mind judges and decides with a rapidity marvellous 
in the eyes of the slow and hesitating ; and her determina- 
tion was already formed. Her only inquiry was, what were 
the means of escape from the chamber in which she had 
been placed, what was its position in regard to the apart- 
ments which she had visited on the previous day, and 
which had appeared to be those usually occupied by Roydon 
himself. 

After thinking for some moments, and retracing with the 
aid of memory every step she had taken in the house, both 
on that morning and the day before, she judged, and judged 
rightly, that the chamber in which she had seen the knight 
must join that in which she now stood, though she had 
reached it by another entrance. The sound of voices, which 
she soon after heard speaking in a different direction from 
the gallery, confirmed her in that belief; for, though she 
could not distinguish any of the words, she felt convinced 
that the tones were those of Sir Simeon of Roydon, and of 
the man who had brought her thither. 

At length the speakers ceased, a door opened and shut, 
and then the key was turned in the lock of that which gave 
entrance to the room where she was confined. As she ex- 
pected, the next moment Simeon of Roydon stood before 
her, bearing a sort of laughing triumph in his face, which 
only increased her abhorrence. He was advancing quickly, 
as tf to take her hand, but she drew back, with her eyes fixed 
upon him, saying, '^ Gome not too near, sir. I am some- 
what dangerous at times, when I am offended.^ 

^* Why, what folly is this, my sweet Ella ! "^ said the 
knight; *'my people tell me that you have resisted like a 
young wolf." 

** You may find me more of a wolf than you suppose," re- 
plied Ella BrunCt coldly. 

" Nay," answered Sir Simeon, " we have ways of taming 
wolves — but I seek nothing but your good and happiness, 
foolish girl. Is it not much better for you to live in comfort 
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and luxury, with rich garments, and dainty food, and glowing 
wine, to lie soft, and have no task, but to sing and play and 
please yourself, than to wander about over die wide world, 
the sport of 'prentices, or the companion of ruffians ?^' 

^ lliere axe ruffians in all stations/' rejoined EUa Bmne ; 
^ else had 1 not been here." 

The cheek of the knight glowed with an angry spot; but 
then again he laughed iSie moment after, in a tone more of 
mockery than of merriment, saying, ^ We will tame thee, 
pretty wolf, we will tame thee. Thou showest thy white 
teeth ; but thou wilt not bite." 

** Be not sure of that," answered Ella Brune. ^^ I know 
well how to defend myself, should need be, and have done 
80 before now." 

^* Well, we will see," replied Sir Simeon ; ^ it takes some 
time to break a horse or hound, or train a hawk ; and you 
shall have space allowed you. All soft and kindly enter- 
tainment shall you have. With me shall you eat and drink, 
and talk and sing, if you will. You shall have courtship, 
like a lady of the land, to try whether gentle means will do. 
But mark me, pretty EUa, if they will not, we must try 
others. I am resolved that you shall be mine by force, if 
not by kindness." 

*^ You dare not use it," answered Ella Brune. 

** And why not ?" demanded the knight, with a haughty 
smile ; '' I have done more daring things than vanquish a 
coy maiden." 

^' I know you have," said EUa Brune, in a grave and fear- 
less tone ; ^ but I will tell you why not First, because, 
whatever be your care, it would come to the King's ears, and 
you would pay for it with your head. Next, because I carry 
about me wherewithal to defend myself;" and, putting 
her hand into her bosom, she drew forth a smaU short broad- 
bladed knife, in a sUver case. ^^ This is my only Mend left 
me here," she continued; ^' and you may think, perchance, 
most gallant knight, and warrior upon women, that this, in 
so weak a hand as mine, is no very frightful weapon. But, 
let me teU you, that it was tempered in distant lands — ay, 
and anointed too ; and you had better tax give your heart to 
the bite of the most poisonous snake that crawls the valley 
of Egypt, than receive the lightest scratch from this. The 
hOt is always at hand — so, beware !" 

** Oh, we have antidotes," repUed the knight; ^^ antidotes 
for everything but love, sweet maid — and I swear, by your own 
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bright eyes, that yoa shall be mine — so 'tis vain to resist. 
You shall have three days of tenderness ; and then I may 
take a different tone.'' 

As he spoke, some one knocked for the second time 
— the first had been unheeded. The knight turned to 
the door, and opened it, demanding impatiently, ''What 
is it?" 

" The Lord Combe and Sir Harry Alsover are in the 
court, desiring to speak with you," replied the servant who 
appeared. 

'* Well, take them up to the other chamber," answered the 
knight; and, without saying more to his £a.ir captive, he 
quitted the room, and once more locked the door. 

The moment he was in the corridor, however, he stopped, 
saying, in a meditative tone, '^ Stay, Easton." He hesitated 
for an instant, asking himself whedier it were worth his while 
to pursue this course any farther, for a low minstrel girl, 
against such unexpected resistance. 

The hand of Heaven almost always, in its great mercy, 
oasts obstacles in the way of the gratification of our baser 
passions, which give us time for thought and for repentance; 
so that, in almost every case, if we commit sin or crime, it is 
with the perverse determination of conquering both impedi- 
ments and conviction. Conscience is seldom, if ever, left 
unaided by circumstances. But the wicked find, in those 
very circumstances which oppose their course, motives for 
pursuing it more fiercely. 

" No !" said Sir Simeon of Roydon, to himself — ^^By — ! 
she shall not conquer me ! — Tell die King ! — She shall never 
have the means ; for I will either tame her, till she be but 
my bird, to sing what note I please, or I will silence her 
tongue effectually. To be conquered by a woman ! — No, 
no ! She is very lovely ; and her very lion look is worth all 
the soft simpering smiles on earth. Hark ye, Easton : there 
is a druggist, down by the Vintry, with whom I have had some 
dealings in days of yore. This girl has a poisoned dagger 
about her, which must be got from her. 'Tis a marvel she 
used it not on you, as you brought her along, for she drew it 
forth on me but now. The man's name is Tyler; and he 
would sell his soul for gold. TeU him that I have need of 
some cunning drug to make men sleep— to sleep, I say- 
understand me, not to die: to sleep so sound, however, 
Ihat a light touch, or a low tone, would not awaken them. 
It must have as little taste as may be, that we may put it in 
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her drinky or in her food ; and then, while she sleeps, we'll 
draw the lion's teeth. He will give yon anything for a 
noble;'' and, after these innocent directions, the knight 
betook himself to the chamber whither he had directed his 
friends to be brought, and was soon in fall tide of laughter 
and merriment at all the idle stories of the Court 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE BEMEDY. % 

Nearly opposite to the old, half ruined gate of the Temple, 
there commenced, in the days I speak of, a very narrow 
lane, which wound up northward, till it joined the place now 
called Holbom, passing, in its course, under the waUs of 
the inn, or house, of the Bishop of Lincoln, round his 
garden wall, and through the grounds of the Old Temple 
house, inhabited by the Knights Templars, before they built 
a dwelling for themselves, by the banks of the Thames. 
This Temple house, still called the Old Temple in the reign 
of Henry V., had been abandoned by the brethren in the 
year 1184, or thereabout For some time it was used to 
lodge any of the fraternity who might visit England from 
foreign countries, when the new building was too full to 
afford them accommodation; but gradually this custom 
ceased, even before the suppression of the Order, and at its 
dissolution the Old Temple fell into sore decay. When the 
lands of the Templars were afterwards granted to the Knights 
of St. John, certain portions of the building, and several of 
the out-buildings, were granted by them to various artisans, 
who found it more convenient to carry on their several 
pursuits beyond the actual precincts of the city of London. 
One large antique gate, of heavy architecture, with immense 
walls, and with rooms in either of the two towers which flanked 
the lane I have mentioned, was tenanted by an armourer, 
who had erected his stithy behind, and who stored his 
various completed arms in the chamber on the right of the 
gate, where the porter had formerly lodged. Over the vrindow 
of this room was suspended, under a rude penthouse of 
straw, to keep it from the rain, a huge casque, indicative of 
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the tenant's profession ; and, at about eight o'clock of the 
same morning on which Richard of Woodville quitted London, 
a little cayalcade, consisting of a tall gaunt old man on a 
strong black horse, a young lady on a white genet, and three 
stout yeomen, rode slowly up to the gate-house, and drew 
their bridles there, pausing to gaze for a moment or two 
through the deep arch at the forge beyond, where the flame 
glowed and the anvil rang, throwing a red glare into the 
shadowy doorway, and drowning the sound of the horses' 
feet. 

^'Halloo ! Launcelot Plasse !" cried old Sir Philip Beau- 
champ, in as loud a tone as he thought needful to call the 
attention of the person he wanted — " halloo !" 

But the Cyclops within went on with their hammering; 
and, after another ineffectual effort to make them hear, the 
good knight called up his men to hold the horses, and lifting 
Mary Markham as lightly to the ground as if she had been 
but the weight of a feather, he said, ^' We must go in and 
bellow in this deaf man's ear, till we outdo his own noise. 
Stay here, Mary, I will rouse him ;" and, advancing through 
the open gate, he seized the bare arm of the armourer, ex- 
claiming, " What, Launcelot ! wouldst thou brain me ? — 
Wliy, how now,- man ! has the roaring of thine own forge 
deafened thee ?" 

The elderly white-headed man to whom he spoke turned 
round and gazed at him, leaning his strong muscular arm 
upon his hammer, and wiping the drops from his brow. 
" By St Jude !" he cried, after a moment's consideration, ** I 
tlm^ it is Sir Philip Beauchamp. Yet your head is as white 
as the ashes, and when I knew him it was a grizzled black, 
like pauldrons traced with silver lines ; and you are mighty 
thin and bony for stout Sir Philip, whose right hand would 
have knocked down an ox !" 

" Fifteen years, Launcelot ! fifteen years !" answered the 
knight ; " they bend a stout frame, as thou beatest out a bit 
of iron ; and, if my head be white, thy black hairs are more 
easy to be counted than found. Yet both our arms might 
do some service in their own way yet." 

" Well, I am glad to see you again, noble knight," replied 
the armourer; ^^ though I thought that it would be no more, 
before you and I went our ways to dust. But, what lack 
you? There must be some wars toward, to bring an old 
knight to the stithy ; for well I wot, you are not going to 
buy a tilting suit, or do battle for a fair lady. God send us 



126 AGINCOURT. 

some good wholesome wais right soon! We have had 
nothing lately, bnt the emprise of the Duke of Clarence. 
King Harry the Fourth got tired of his armour; pray Heayen, 
his son loYe the weight better, or I most let the forge cool, 
and that were a shame." 

** Nay, 'tis not for myself'* replied Sir Philip. " I have 
more arms, Launcelot, than ever I shall don in life again. 
My next suit — unless the King make haste — ^will be in the 
ehancel of the church at Abbot* s Ann. What I want is for 
my nephew, Dickon of Woodville ; he is going to foreign 
lands, in search of renown ; and I would fain choose him a 
suit myself, for you know I am somewhat of a judge in 
steel." 

^* You were always accounted so, noble sir," replied the 
armourer, with a grave and important face ; ^' and, if you 
had not been a knight, might have taken my trade out of my 
hands. But whither does Ghilde Richard go ? We must 
know that, for every land has its own arms ; and it would 
not do to give him for Italy what is good for France, nor for 
Palestine what would suit Italy." 

The old knight informed him that his nephew was first to 
visit Burgundy ; and the armourer exclaimed, with a well 
satisfied air, ^' Then I can provide him to a point ; for I 
have Burgundian arms all ready, even to flaming swords, if 
he must have them ; but 'tis a foolish and fancifiil weapon, 
far less serviceable than the good straight edge and point. 
But come, Sir Philip, let us go into the armoury. 'Tis well 
nigh crammed full, lor gentlemen buy little; and yet I go on 
hammering with my men, till I have put aU the money that 
J got in the wars, into arms." 

Thus saying, he covered himself with the leathern jerkin, 
which he had cast off while at work, and returned with his 
old acquaintance to the room in which the various pieces of 
armour, that he kept ready, were preserved. Sir Philip called 
Mary Markham to assist in the choice ; but it soon became 
evident to both, that no selection could be made in good 
Launcelot Plasse's armoury — ^for not only was the room, to 
their eyes, as dark as the pit of Acheron, but the armour was 
piled up in such confused heaps, that it was hardly possible 
to take a step therein without stumbling over breast-plate or 
bascinet, pauldrons or brassieres. 

^^ Fie, Launcelot, fie !" cried Sir Philip ; ^^ this is a sad 
deranged show. Why, a stout man-at-arms always keeps 
his armour in array." 
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'^ When he has room and time, Sir Philip/' answered the 
man ; ^ but here I have neither. However, you and the fair 
lady go forth under the arch, and I will bring you out what 
is wanted. Here, knave Martin/' he continued, calling one of 
his men from the forge, '^ bring out the great bench, and set 
it under the gate, quick! — ^What is your nephew's height^ 
Sir PhiHp ?*» 

" What my own used to be," replied the old knight ; " six 
feet and half an inch — and there is his measure round the 
waist," 

The bench was soon brought forward, being nothing else 
than a large solid table of some six inches thick ; and by it 
Sir Philip Beauchamp and fair Mary Markham took their 
station, while Launcelot Plasse, with the aid of one of his 
men, dug out from the piles within, various pieces of armour 
which he thought might suit the taste of his old customer, 
laying them down at the door, to be brought forward as 
required. The first article, however, that he carried to the 
bench, was a cuirass of one piece, evidently old — for not 
only was it somewhat rusty about the angles, but in the centre 
there was a large rough-edged hole. 

"Why, what is this?" exclaimed Sir Philip; "this will 
never do — " 

" Nay, it has done, and left undone enough," replied the 
armourer. " I brought it but to show you. In that placcate 
was killed Harry Hotspur. I do not say that was the hole 
that let death in ; for men aver that it was a stab in the 
throat with a coustel, when he was down, that slew him; 
but the blow that made that bore him to the ground, other 
wise Shrewsbury field might have gone differently. Now I 
will fetch the rest You see, feiirest lady, what gentlemen 
undergo for the love of praise, and your bright eyes." 

Thus saying, he took back the breast-plate, and brought 
forward, supported on his arm, one of the bascinets or casques 
worn in the field, which were lighter and considerably smaller 
than the jousting helmets. It was of a round or globular 
shape, widi a small elevation at the top, in which to fix the 
feathers then usually displayed; and on the forehead was a 
plate, or band of white enamel, inscribed with the words, ^' Ave 
Maria." Sir Philip Beauchamp made some objections to the 
form ; but Mary Markham, after she had read the inscrip- 
tion, pronounced in favour of the bascinet ; and the armourer 
himself had so much to say of its defensive qualities, of the 
excellent invention of making the ventaiUe rise by plates 



128 AGIXCOURT. 

from below, and of the temper of the steel, that Sir Philip, 
after having examined it minutely, waived his objections. 
The price being fixed, the body armour to match was brought 
forward, piece by piece, and laid upon the bench. It was 
of complete plate, as was now the custom of the day, but yet 
many pieces of the old chain hauberk were retained to cover 
the joinings of the different parts. Thus beneath the gorged 
or camail, which covered the throat, was a sort of tippet 
formed of interlaced rings of steel, to hang down over the 
cuirass and afford additional protection ; while, at the same 
time, from the tassets which terminated the cuirass, hung a 
broad edge of the same, to complete their junction with the 
cuissards, or thigh pieces. 

This arrangement pleased the old knight very much ; for 
it was a remnant of Uie customs of ancient times, when he 
himself was young, and which totally disappeared before 
many years were over ; but with the cuirass he quarrelled 
very much, exclaiming, *^ What, will men never have done 
vrith their idle fancies? Tis bad enough to divide the 
breast-plate into two, and hang the lower part to the upper 
by that red strap and buckle; but what is the use of 
sticking out the breast, like that of a fat-cropped pigeon ?" 

^' It gives greater use to the arms, noble su*,^ replied 
Launcelot Plasse, *' and turns a lance much easier, from being 
quite round. Besides, it is the fashion of the court of Bur- 
gundy: and no noble gentleman could appear there well 
without. The palettes, too, you see, are shaped like a fan, 
and gilt with quaint figures at the comers. It cost me nine 
days to make these palettes alone, and the genouillieres, 
which have the same work upon them. Then ti^e pauldrons 
— see how they are artfully turned over at the top of the 
shoulder vrith a gilt bordure.*' 

^^And pray, what may that be for?** demanded the old 
knight; '^ we had no such tricks in my days to make a man 
look like a cray-fish.'' 

'^ That is to give the arm fuller sweep and sway, either 
with axe or sword/' answered the armourer. '^ You can 
thus raise your hand quite up to your very crest, which you 
could never do before, since paulcb*ons were invented*'* 

<< We used to give good stout strokes in the year eighty,'' 
rejoined Sir Philip Beauchamp, ^'as you well know, Master 
Launcelot. But boys must have boys' things — so let it pass; 
but, what between one piece and another, it will take a man 
an hour to get into his harness, with all these buckles and 
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Straps. But I will tell you what, Master Launcelot, I will have 
notuilles over the cuissards; they were a barbarous and un- 
nataral custom, and yery inconvenient too. I was once nearly 
thrown to the ground in Gascony, by the point catching the 
saddle as I mounted." 

"Oh ! they are quite gone out of use," replied the armourer; 
"and we now either make the tassets long, or add a guipon of 
mail, coming down to the thighs." 

The jambes or steel boots, the sollerets or coverings for 
the feet, the brassards, gauntlets, and vambraces were then 
discussed and purchased, not without some chaffering on the 
part of the old knight, who was a connoisseur in the price rh 
well as in the fashion of armour; but Laimcelot Plasse hJfd 
so much to say in favour of his commodities, that he obtained 
very nearly the sum he demanded. 

He then proceeded to prove to Sir Philip Beachamp, that 
the suit would not be complete without the testidre, the chan- 
fron, and the manefaire and poitral of the horse to corres- 
pond; and, though his customer was not inclined to spend 
anymore money, yet a soft word or two from Mary Markham 
won the day for the armourer, and he was directed to bring 
forih the horse armour for inspection. 

While he and his men were busy fulfilling this command, 
the old knight turned, hearing some one speaking eagerly, 
and apparently imploringly, to his attendants ; and, seeing an 
old woman poorly dressed conversing with them, he inquired, 
" What does the woman want, Hugh ?" 

"Ah! noble sir," replied the old dame, " if you would but 
interfere, it might save sin and wrong. I have just seen a 
poor girl dragged away by two men up to a house in the 
lane, cialled Burwash-house, where they have taken her in 
against her will." 

"Ha!" cried Sir Philip Beauchamp; "why, he is an old 
and reverend man, my good Lord of Burwash, and will not 
suffer such things in his mansion. I vrill send up one of the 
men to tell him." 

" The noble lord is not there, fair sir," replied the woman ; 
" but he has lent his house to some gay knight, whose men 
do what they please with the poor people. 'Tis but yester- 
day my own child was struck by one of them." 

" If there be vn'ong done, you must go to the officers of the 
duchy, good woman," answered the knight, whose blood was 
cold vridi age, and who could be prudent till he was chafed. 
" I will send one of the yeomen with you, to get you a hearing. 

K 
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These things shaiild be amended; but when Kings' sons will 
beat the citizens, and brawl in Cheape, there is no great 
hope." 

^ Good faith, Sir Philip !" cried the armourer, who had jnst 
come forth, bearing the manefaire upon his arm, '^ if it be the 
Duke of Clarence you speak o^ and his brother John, 'twas 
they got beaten, and did not beat We Londoners are sturdy 
knaves, and take not drubbings patiently, whether from lord 
or prince." 

<* And you are right, too," replied the old knight; '' men 
are not made to be die sport of other men. But what's to be 
done about this girl, Launcelot? You know the customs here 
better than I do. The good woman says they have carried 
a girl off against her will to Burwash-house here, hard by." 

^^ Why, that's the back of it," cried Launcelot Plasse. 
^' The old lord is not there, but in his stead one Sir Simeon 
of Boy don, who, if I mistake not, will never win much renown 
by stroke of lance. Wait a minute, my good woman, till I 
have sold my goods, and then I and my men wiQ go up with 
you, and set the girl free, or it shall go hard, if you are certain 
she was taken against her wlQ." 

^^ She shrieked loud enough to make you all hear," replied 
the old woman. 

^^ I thought there was a noise when we were hammering at 
ihe-back piece," observed one of the men. 

*^ I heard nothing," said Launcelot Plasse. 

^^ Oh, go at once, go at once," cried Mary Markham ; ^' you 
know not how she may be treated. We can wait till you 
return. Send the men with them, dear Sir Philip." 

<^ I will go myself, Mary," replied the knight. ^ Come 
along, my men, leave one with the ^horses, and the rest 
follow." 

^< I am with you, Sir Philip," cried the armourer. '^ Bring 
your hammers, lads, we will make short work of oaken 
doors." 

But ere Sir Philip Beauchamp had taken two steps up the 
lane, the casement of a large window in the house which had 
been pointed out, was thrown suddenly open, and a woman's 
head appeared. The sill of the window was some twelve or 
fourteen feet from the ground; but, to the surprise of aU, 
without seeming to pause for a moment, the girl whom they 
beheld set her foot upon it, caught the iron bar which ran 
down the middle of the casement, seemed to twist something 
round it, and then suffered herself to drop, hanging by her 
hands, first from the bar, and then from a scarf. 
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She Tvas still some five or six feet from the ground, how- 
eyer; and Mary Markham, who had been watching eagerly^ 
clasped her hands, and tnmed away her head. Sir Philip 
Beauchampi and the men who accompanied him, paused 
and they could hear a voice from within exclaim, ^* Follow 
her like light, by the back door I She will to the King, and 
that were ruin. What fear you, fool ? She has broken the 
dagger in the look, do you not see ?" 

As he spoke, the girl, after a momentary hesitation, during 
which she hong suspended by the hands, wayering with the 
motion which she had given herself in dropping from above, 
let go her hold, and sank to the ground. Fortunately the 
lane was soft and sandy ; and she fell light, coming down, 
indeed, upon one knee, but instantly starting up again un* 
hurt. 

She then gazed wildly round her for an instant, and put 
her hand to her head, as if asking herself whither she should 
fly; but the sight of the old knight and his companions, and 
the sound of an opening door on the other side, brought her 
indecision quickly to an end, and running rapidly forward, 
she cast herself at Sir Philip Beanchamp's feet, embracing 
his knee, and crying, '^ Save me ! — save me, noble sir !" 

At the moment she reached the good old man, two stout 
fellows, who had rushed from a door in the wall, and fol* 
lowed her at full speed, were within two paces of her ; and 
one of them caught her by the arm, eyen at the knight's feet, 
as he was in the act of commanding him to keep aIoo£ 

^^ Stand back, fellow V^ thundered Su* Philip Beauchamp, 
with the blood coming up into his withered cheek ; and the 
next moment, in the midst of an insolent reply, he struck 
the knave in the frtce with his clenched fist, knocking him 
backwards all bloody on the ground. 

The other man, who had more than once accompanied Sir 
Simeon of Boydon to Dunbury, and recognised its lord, 
slunk back to die house, stopped some others who were fbl- 
lowing, and then hastened in, to tell his master in whom 
Ella Brune had found a protector. 

The man who had been knocked down, rose, gazed fiercely 
at the knight, and then looked behind him for support ; but 
seeing his companions retreating, he too retrod his steps, 
not without muttering some threats of vengeance ; while the 
old armourer cried after him, ^' Never show your faces again 
in the lane, knaves, or we will hide you back like hounds, or 
pound you like strayed swine.'' 

In the meanwhile, Sir Philip had raised up the poor girl ; 
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and Mary Markbam was soothing her tenderly, as Ella, find- 
ing herself safe, gave way to the tears which her strong reso- 
lution had repressed in the actual moment of difficulty and 
danger. 

^ Come, come, do not weep, poor thing,*' said the knight, 
laying his large, bony hand upon her shoulder. ** We will 
take care of you. Who is it Uiat has done this ?** 

^ A bad man, called Simeon of Boydon,^ replied Ella 
Brune, wiping away the tears. 

^* We know him,** said Mary Markbam, in a kindly tone ; 
*^ and do not love him, my poor girl.** 

^^ And I have cause to love him less, noble lady,** replied 
Ella Brune, waving her head mournfully. ^ 'Tis but two 
nights ago he killed the last friend I had ; and now he would 
have wronged me shamefully.^ 

^ Killed him !'* exclaimed Mar}' ; ^' what ! murdered him ?"" 

*^ 'Twas the same as murder, replied the girl ; ^^ he rode 
him down in a mad frolic — a poor blind man. He is not yet 
in his grave/' 

** Come, come — ^be comforted," said Sir Philip. " Let us 
hear how all this chanced." 

" We will be your friends, poor girl," added Mary Mark- 
ham ; and then, turning to the old knight, she asked, in a 
low tone, ^^ can we not take her home with us ?" 

Sir Philip gazed at the minstrel's girl from head to foot, 
and then shrugged his shoulders slightly, with a significant 
look, as he remarked her somewhat singular dress. 

^ Nay, nay," said Mary Markbam, in the same low tone ; 
*^ do not let that stop you, noble friend. There may be some 
good amongst even them." 

" Well, be it as you will, Mary," answered the old knight ; 
*^ she must be better than she looks, to do as she has done. 
Come, poor thing — ^you shall go home with us, and there tell 
us more. Wait till I have finished the purchase of this har- 
ness, and we will go along back to Westminster ; though 
how to take you through the streets in that guise, I do not 
well know." 

'* Get a boat, sir, at a landing by the Temple," said Laun- 
celot Plasse, ^^ and send the horses by land." 

** A good thought," replied the knight ; and tims it was 
arranged, the whole party returning to the armourer's shop, 
and thence, alter the bargain was made, and all directions 
were given, proceeding to the water-side, where a boat was 
soon procured, which bore them speedily to the landing- 
place at Westminster. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE PILGRIM. 

One morning, while the events which I have lately detailed 
were passing in the city of London, a man in a long brown 
gown, with a staff in his hand, a cross upon his shoulder, 
and a cockle-shell in his hat, walked slowly, and apparently 
wearily, into the little village of Abbot's Ann, and sat himself 
down on a stone bench before the reeve's door. 

Recognising the pilgrim from some far distant land as she 
looked out of her casement window, the good dame, ^vith the 
charitable spirit of the age, took him forth some broken 
victuals and a cup of ale, and inquired what news he brought 
from over sea. The wanderer, however, seemed more in- 
clined to ask than answer questions, and was apparently full 
of wonder and amazement at the tragic story — ^which he had 
just heard, he said — of the death of the Lady Catherine 
Beauchamp. He prayed the good woman, for love and for 
charity's sake, to tell him all about it ; and she, very willing 
to gratify him — for every country gossip gains dignity while 
telling a horrible tale — ^began at the beginning of the affair, 
as far as she knew it ; and related how, just on the night 
after the last Glutton mass, as Childe Richard of Woodville, 
their lord's nephew, was riding down the road with a friend, 
he heard a shriek, and, on hurrying to the water, found the 
body of the poor young lady floating down the stream ; how 
the two gentlemen bore her to the chanter's cottage ; and 
how marks were found upon her person, which seemed to 
prove that she had come to her death by unfair means. 

" And has the murderer been discovered, sister ?" inquired 
the old pilgrim. 

" Alas, no !" replied the reeve's wife ; " there have been 
whispers about, but nothing certain." 

" Ay, murder will out, sooner or later," answered the 
pilgrim. " And whom did the whispers point at ?" 

" Nay," replied Dame Julian, " I know not that I ought to 
say ; but, to a reverend man like you, who have visited the 
shrine of St James, there can be no harm in speaking of 
these things, especially as we all know that the whispers afe 
false. Well, then — but you must tell nobody what I say — 
the lady's own lover — ^husband, indeed, I might call him, for 
they were betrothed by holy church — has been accused of 
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liaving done the deed ; but every one who knows Sir Harry 
Dacre is right sure that he would have sooner cut off boUi 
his hands ; and, besides, the miller of Glatford Mill told me 
— ^'twas but yesterday morning — that, half an hour before sun- 
set, on that very day when aU this happened, he saw Sir 
Hany at his own place, and opened the gate for him to go 
through. He remembered i1^ he said, because the knight 
bad torn his hand with a nail in the gate, by trying to open 
it without dismounting ; and as soon as he was through, he 
rode on towards Wey Hill, which is quite away from here.*' 

<< Might he not haye come back again by some other road ?** 
asked tlie pilgrim. 

<' No,** answered Dame Julian, ^' not without going four 
miles round ; and, besides, the miller told me that his man 
Job saw the knight, half an hour after, at the top of Wey 
Hill, halting his horse, and gazing at the sun setting. Now 
that's a good way off, and this deed was done just after dose 
of day." 

'^ Then that clears him,** replied the pilgrim; ''but is 
there no one else suspected ?" 

The good woman shook her head, and he added — *^ Was 
nobody seen about here who might have had cause to wish 
thekdyiU?*' 

'' None,** said Dame Julian, with a low laugh, '' but one 
who might perhaps wish her dead ; for he got tdl her wealth, 
which was prodigious, they say.** 

'' Ay, was he seen about, then?" demanded the pilgrim; 
^ there might be suspicion there." 

'' Why," said the reeve's wife, '' he was staying up at the 
Hall, and passed homeward about three. It might be a 
little later, but not much. What became of him i^rwards 
I do not Imow ; and yet, now I think of it, he must have re- 
mained in the place some time, for he was seen an hour 
after, or more, by a girl, who asked me who he was." 

'' Tis a wonder she did not know him," said the pilgrim, 
*^ if she lives in this place." 

'' But that she does not," answered Dame Julian. ^ She 
dwells a good way off, and was here by chance." 

^ Ay, 'tis a sad tale, indeed," rejoined her oompaaion ; 
'' but I must go, good dame. Oramercy for your bounty. 
Bat tell me, — I saw an abbey as I came along ; have they 
any famous relics there ?" 

'' Ay, that they have," rejoined the reeve's wife, with a 
look of pride. '* Our abbey is as rich in relics as any other 
in England ;" and she began an enumeration of all the valu* 
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able things that it eontained ; amongst which, the objects 
that she seemed to set the greatest store by, was a finger of 
St Lake the Eyangelist, the veil of the blessed Virgin, and 
one of the ribs of St. Ursula. 

The pilgrim declared that he mast positively go and visit 
them, as he never passed any holy leUcs withoat sanctifying 
himself by their touch. 

He accordingly took his way towards the abbey direct, and 
visited and prayed at the several shrines which the church con- 
tained, having secured die company and guidance of one of 
the monks, who were always extremely civU and kind to 
pilgrims and palmers, when they did not come exactly in the 
guise of beggars. The present pilgrim waa of a very differBnt 
quality ; and he completely won Ihe good graces and admira- 
tion of the attendant monk, not so much, indeed, by the de- 
votion with which he told his beads and repeated his prayers^ 
as by his generosi^ in lajdng down a large piece of silver 
before the rib of St Urrala, another at the shrine of St. 
Luke, and a small piece of gold opposite to the veil of the 
blessed Virgin. 

Having thus prepared the way, the stranger proceeded to 
open a conversation with the monk, somewhat similar to that 
which he had held with Dame Julian, the reeve's wife ; and 
now a torrent of information flowed in upon him ; for his 
companion had been one of the brediren who aecompanied 
the abbot to the cottage whither the body of Catherine Bean- 
champ had been carried. The tale, however, though told 
vrith much loquacity, furnished but few particulars beyond 
those which die pilgrim had already gamed ; for the monk 
appeared a meek, good man, who took everything as he found 
it, and deduced but little from anything that he heard. All 
that he knew, indeed, he was ready to tell; but he had 
neither readiness nor penetration sufficient to gather mueh 
informadon, or to sift the com from the chaff. 

The pilgrim seemed somewhat disappointed, for he was 
oertainly anxious to hear more ; and he was on the eve of 
leaving the church unsatisfied, when he beheld another 
monk pacing the opposite aisle, with a grave, and even dull 
air. He was an old man, widi a short, thin, white beard, 
and heavy features, which, till one examined closely, gave 
an expression of stupidi^ to his whole countenance, only 
relieved by the small, elephant-like eye, which sparkled 
bi^tly under its shaggy eyebrow. 

^ Wliat brother is that ?" demanded the pilgrim, 
across the church. 
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^^ Oh, that is brother Martin,'^ replied the monk ; ^^ a dull 
and silent man, from whom you will get nothing. He is 
skilled in drugs and medicines, it is true. His cell is like 
an alchymist's shop ; but we all think he must have com- 
mitted some great sin in days of old, for half his time is 
spent in prayers and penances, and the other half in distilling 
liquors, or roasting lumps of clay and other stuffs in crucibles 
and fiimaces. Tis rather hard, the lord abbot favours him 
so much, and has granted him two cells, the best in the whole 
monasteiy, to follow these vain studies, which, in my mind, 
come near to magic and sorcery. I saw him once, with my 
own eyes, make a piece of paper, cut in the shape of a man, 
dance upright, as if it had life.** 

" I will speak to him,^* said the pilgrim, ^^ and will soon 
let you know if there be anything forbidden in his studies ; 
for I have been in lands full of witches and sorcerers, and 
have learnt to discover them in an instant.'* 

** 'Tis a marvel if he answers you at all," replied the 
monk ; ^ for he's as silent as a frog ; but, I pray you, let me 
hear what you think of him.'' 

'^ Ay, that I will," rejoined the stranger ; ^ but you must 
keep away while we talk together, lest the presence of another 
. might dose his lips. I will seek you out afterwards, brother ; 
I think your name is Clement ? so the porter told me." 

*^ The same, the same," replied the monk. ^ I will go to 
the refectory." But, before he went, he paused for a minute 
or two, and watched the pilgrim crossing the nave, and ad- 
dressing brother Martin. At first, he seemed to receive no 
answer but a monosyllable. The next instant, however, 
much to his surprise, Clement saw the silent brother turn 
round, gaze intently upon the pilgrim's face, and then enter 
into an eager conversation with hun. What viras the subject 
of which ^ey spoke he could not divine, or, rather, what 
was the secret. by which the pilgrim had contrived to break 
the charmed taciturnity of silent brother Martin ; and his 
curiosity was so much exdted, that he thought fit to cross 
over also, though with a slow and solemn step, in order to 
benefit by this rare accident. The small, clear, grey eye of 
brother Martin, however, caught Clement's movements in a 
moment, and laying his band upon the sleeve of the pilgrim's 
- gown, he led him, vnth a quick step, through a smaU side 
door that opened into the cloister, and thence to his ovm 
cell, leaving the inquisitive monk, who did not choose to dis- 
compose his dignity, or shake his fat sides by rapid motion, 
behind them in the church. 
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What torn their communications took, and whether the 
pilgrim discovered or not that brother Martin was addicted 
to the black art, Clement never learned — for the faithless 
visitor of the abbey totally forgot to fulfil his promise ; and 
when, at the end of about two hours, he took his departure, 
it was bj the back door leading from the cloister over the 
fields. The high road was at no great distance, and along it 
he trudged with a much more light and active step than tibat 
which had borne him into the village on his first appearance ; 
so that, had good Dame Julian, the reeve^s wife, seen him as 
he went back, she might have been inclined to think that 
brother Martin had employed upon him some magical device, 
to change age into youth. 

About half a mile from Andover, the pilgrim turned a little 
from the road, and, sitting down in a neighbouring field, 
took out of his wallet a large kerchief and an ordinary hood, 
— then stripped ofi* his brown gown and hat, laying them 
deliberately in the kerchief, and next divested himself of a 
quantity^ of white hair, which left him with a shock head of 
a lightish brown hue, a short tabard of blue cloth, a stout 
pair of riding boots, and a dagger at his girdle. 

''So ends my pilgrimage!" said Ned Dyram, as he 
packed up his disguise in the napkin; ''and, by my faith, I 
have brought home my wallet well stored. Out upon it! — 
am I to labour thus always for others? No, by my faith! I 
will at least keep some of the crusts I have got for myself; 
and if others want them they must pay for tibem. Let me 
see; — we will divide them fairly. Dame Julian and brother 
Clement in one lot; brother Martin in the other. That will 
do; and if aught be said about it hereafter, I will speak the 
truth, and avow that, had I been paid, I would have spoken. 
Alchemy is a great thing; — ^without its aid I could never 
have transmuted brother Martinis leaden silence into such 
golden loquacity. Why, I have taught the old man more in 
an hour than he has learned in his life before; and he has 
given wheat for rye; so that we are even." 

With these sage reflections, Ned Dyram put his packet 
under his arm and walked on to Andover — where, at a litde 
hostelry by the side of the river, he paused and called for 
his horse, which was soon brought A cup of ale sufficed 
him for refreshment, and after he had drained it to the 
dregs, he trotted off upon the road to London, still medi- 
tating over all that he had learned at Abbot's Ann and Dun 
bury Abbey, and somewhat hesitating as to the course which 
he had to pursue. 
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It would afford litde either of instnietioii or amasement, 
were I to trace all the reflections of a cunning but wayward 
mind — for such was that of Edward Djrram. Naturally pos- 
sessed of considerable abilities^ quick in acquirements, re- 
tentive in memory, keen, observing, dexterous, he might 
have risen to weaJdi, and perhaps distinction; for his were 
not talents of that kind which led some of the best scholars 
of that day to beg from door to door, with a certificate of 
their profound science from the chancellors of their univer- 
sities, but of a much more serviceable and worthy kind. A 
certain degree of waywardness of mind and inconstancy of 
disposition-soften approaching that touch of insanity, which 
affected, or was affected by, those wise men the court fools 
of almost all epochs — and an unscrupulousness in matters 
of principle, which left his conduct often in very doubtftd 
balance between honesty and knavery, had barred his ad- 
Tancement in all the many walks he had tried. He had 
strong, and even ungovernable animal impulses also, which 
had more than once led him into situations of difllculty, and 
between which and his natural ambition, there was the same 
struggle that frequently took place between his good sense 
and his folly. He laboured hard, not perhaps to govern his 
passions, but rather to keep their gratification within safe 
limits; and he felt a sort of ill-will towards himself when 
they overcame him, which generated a cynical bitterness 
towards others. That bitterness was also increased by a 
consciousness of not having succeeded in any course as 
much as the talents he knew himself to possess might have 
ensured; but it must not be supposed for one moment that 
Ned Dyram ever attributed the failure of his efforts for ad- 
Tancement to himsell The injustice or folly of others, he 
thought, or the concurrence of untoward circumstances, had 
alone kept him in an inferior situation. Though the King, 
on his accession to the throne, had extended to him greater 
favour than to any other of those who had participated in 
the wild exploits of his youth, simply because Ned Dyram 
had never prompted or led in any unjustifiable act, and had 
not withheld the bitterness of his tongue even from the 
youthful follies of the Prince, yet he felt a rankling disap- 
pointment at not having been promoted and honoured, with- 
out ever suspecting that Henry might have seen in him 
fiiults or fiiilings that would have rendered him a more dan- 
gerous servant to a sovereign than to a private individual. 
Yet such was the case ; for that great princess eyes were 
clear-sighted and keen; and though he had not troubled 
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Iiimself to stady all the intricacies of the man's character, 
he had perceived many qualities which he believed might 
be amended by mingling with the world in an inferior sta- 
tion, but which unfitted the possessor at the time for close 
attendance upon a monarch. 

Ned Dyram, however, though affecting that bluntness 
which is so often mistaken for sincerity, was not without 
sufficient pliancy to conceal his mortification, and to per- 
form eagerly whatever task the King imposed upon him. I 
do not say, indeed, that he proposed to perform it well, 
tmless it suited his own views and wishes. He did the 
monarch's bidding with alacrity, because on that he thought 
his future fortune might depend; but he did not make up 
his mind to ensure success by diligence, activity, and zeal — 
satisfying himself by saying, that ''the result must ever 
depend upon circumstances;" and one of those circum- 
stances was always, in this case, Ned Dyram's own good 
wilL 

He had some hesitation, however, and some fear ; for 
there was but one man in England whose displeasure he 
dreaded, and that man was the King. But yet I would not 
imply that it was his power he feared alone: he feared 
offending the man rather than the monarch, for Henry had 
acquired over him that influence which can be obtained only 
by a great and superior mind over one less large and com- 
prehensive. It was the majesty of that great prince's intel- 
lect of which he stood in awe, not the splendour of his 
throne ; and perhaps he might have yielded to the impres- 
sion in the present instance, and done all that he ought to 
have done, had he not perceived too clearly the feelings 
which prompted him to do so; for as soon as he was con- 
scious mat dread of the King was operating to drive him in 
a certain direction, the dogged perversity of his nature rose 
up and dragged him to the contrary side. He caUed him- 
self ^ a cowed hound;" and, with all the obstinate vanity of 
a wrong-headed man, he resolved to prove to himself that 
he had no fear, by acting in direct opposition to the dread 
of which he was conscious. 

As the best way of conquering all scruples, he treated 
them lightly from that moment; quickened his horse's pace, 
stopped to sup and sleep about fifteen mfles from London, 
and presented himself at the gates of the palace at ao early 
hour next morning. There he was kept waiting for some 
time, as the King v^as at council; but at lengih he was 
admitted to the monarch's presence, and, in answer to ques- 
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tions, which evidently showed that he had been sent into 
Hampshire to collect information of a more definite cha- 
racter than had previously reached Henry's ears, in regard 
to the death of Catherine Beauchamp, he gave his sovereign 
at full all the tidings he had gained from Dame Julian, the 
reeve's vnfe, from brother Clement, and from two or ^ree 
other persons, whom he had seen before he met with those 
I have mentioned. Of brother Martin, however, he said not 
a word; and Henry mused for several minutes without ob- 
servation. 

" Well," he said at length, " refresh yourself and your 
horse, Ned; and then go back and join your new lord. Here 
is largess for your service, though l am sorry you have been 
able to gain no more clear intelligence;" and at the same 
moment he poured the contents of a small leathern purse, 
which had been lying on the table, into his hand. 

The amount was far larger than Ned Dyram had expected ; 
— for Henry was one of the most open-handed men on earth 
— and he paused, looked from the gold to the monarch, and 
seemed about to speak. At that moment, however, the door 
of the room opened, and a young gentleman entered in 
haste. By the stem and somewhat contracted, but high 
forehead — by the quick, keen eye, and by the compressed 
lips, Ned Dyram instantly recognised Prince John of Lan- 
caster; and, at a sign from the King, he bowed low and 
quitted the presence. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE NEW FRIENDS. 

Ella Brune sat on a stool at the feet of Mary Markham, 
on the day after Richard of Woodville's departure from 
London, and certainly a more beautiful contrast was seldom 
seen than between the fair lady and the minstrel girl, as the 
one told and the other listened to, the tale of the old man's 
death, and all that had since occurred. The eyes of both 
were full of tears, which did not run over, indeed, but hung 
trembling on the eyelid, like drops of summer dew in the 
xsup of a flower; and Mary Markham, with the kind, fruniliar 
impulse of sympathy, stretched forth her fair hand twice, 
and pressed that of her less fortunate companion, as she told 
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the tale of her sorrows, and her sufferings. The poor girl's 
heart yearned towards her gentle firiend, as she remarked 
her sympathy for all she felt, — her grief at the death of the 
poor old man, her pleasure at the conduct of Ella's generous 
protector, her indignation at the persecution she had suf- 
fered from a man whom she herself scorned and despised. 
But one thing is to be remarked. The name of Sir Simeon 
of Roydon, Ella spoke plainly, and repeated often, during 
her narrative ; but that of Richard of Woodville, from some 
latent feeling in her own heart, she shrunk from pronouncing. 
It might be, that the meaning looks and smiles of the peo- 
ple of the inn where she had visited him, made her believe 
that others would entertain the suspicions or fancies which 
she imagined that those looks implied. It might be that 
she doubted her own heart, or that she knew there really 
were tiberein sensations which she dreaded to acknowledge 
to herself, and still more to expose to the eyes of others. 
Thus she gave him any other designation than his own name. 
She called him '^ the noble gentleman who had befriended 
her," "her protector," " her benefactor," — everj'thing, in 
short, but Richard of VVoodville. 

Mary Markham observed this reserve; and, as woman's 
heart, even in the most simple and single-minded, is always 
learned in woman's secrets, Mary judged, and judged 
rightly, that gratitude was growing up in Ella's bosom into 
love. She could very well understand that it should be so ; 
she thought it natural — so natural, that it could scarce be 
otherwise ; and what she felt within herself would have made 
her very lenient to passion in others, even had she been more 
harsh and severe than she was. She took a deep interest in 
the poor girl and her whole history, and not less in her grate- 
ful love than in any other part thereof; so that she was 
anxious to learn who and what this unnamed benefactor 
was, in order that she might judge whether there was the 
least hope or chance of Ella's tenderness meeting due return. 

" He was a generous and noble-hearted knight, indeed," 
she said ; ** more like the ancient chivalry, my poor girl, than 
the heartless nobility of the present day." 

" He is not a knight," answered Ella, timidly; '^ but I am 
sure he soon will be, for he well de8er>'es his spurs." 

^' And he is young and handsome, of course, Ella ?" said 
Mary Markham, with a smile. 

The minstrel girl coloured, but answered nothing; and 
Mary went on, saying, ^^ But you must tell me his name, 
Ella ; I would teia know who is this noble gentleman." 
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Thus plainly asked, Ella Brane could not refase to answer; 
and, bending down her bright eyes upon the ground, she 
said, '^ His name is Richard of Woodyille, lady." 

She spoke in a tone so low, that the words might have 
been inaudible to any other ear than that of Mary Markham. 
The well-known sound, however, was instantly caught by 
her, producing emotions in her heart such as she had never 
felt before. Her very breath seemed stopped ; her bosom 
fluttered, as if there had been a caged bird within ; her cheek 
turned very pale, and then flushed warm again with the blood 
spreading in a brighter glow over her fair forehead and her 
blue-veined temples. Hers was not indeed a jealous disposi- 
tion ; her nature was too generous and frank to be suspicious 
or distrustful ; but it is difficult for any woman's ear to hear 
that he to whom her whole affections are given is loved by 
another, and her heart not beat with emotions far from plea- 
surable. 

Yet Mary schooled herself for what she felt — ^for the 
slight touch of doubt towards Woodville, and of anger 
towards £lla, which crossed her bosom for a moment. ^^ It 
is not his fault,"' she thought, ^ if the girl loves him ; nor 
hers either to love him for acts of generous kindness. She is 
no more to blame for such feelings than myself; the same 
high qualities that won my regard might well gain hers. He 
is too noble, too — ^too true and fidthftd to trifle with her, or 
to forget me. Yet, would this had not happened ! It is 
strange, too, that he did not mention all this to me !" 

But ihen she remembered how every hour he had spent 
with her had passed, how little time they had found to say 
all that two warm and tender hearts could prompt ; how often 
they had been interrupted in the half-finished tale of love ; 
how constantly it had been renewed whenever they were 
alone ; and then she thought it not extraordinary at all that 
he had spoken of nothing else. 

Such thoughts, however, kept her mute, with her eyes 
gazing on the tapestry at the other side of the room ; and she 
saw not that Ella, surprised at her silence, had now raised 
her look, and was reading in the countenance — ^with the skill 
which peril and misfortune soon acquire in this hard world — 
all that was passing in the heart beneath. The poor girPs 
face was very pale, for she had her emotions too; but yet 
she was calmer than Mary Markham, for one of the chief 
sources of agitation was wanting in her bosom. She was 
without hope. She might love, but it was love with no expec- 
tation. The future, which to Mary's eyes was like tibe garaen 
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of the Hespeiides, all hanging with golden fruit, was a desert 
to poor Ella Brune. She had no fear, because she had no 
hope. She had no doubts, because she had no trust. She 
was externally calm, for though there were painful sensations, 
there was no internal contention. She, therefore, it was who 
spoke first. 

^^ You know him, lady ,** she said, in a sweet, gentle, humble 
tone; *^ and if you know him, you love him.'' 

" I do know him,*' answered Mary Markham, with a trem- 
bling voice and glowing cheek — ^^ I have known him well 
for years." 

She paused there; but the moment after, she thought, 
with that generous confidence so often misplaced, but which 
was not so in this instance, ^ It were better to tell her all, 
for her sake and for mine. If she be good and virtuous, as 
I think, it cannot but lead to good to let her know the whole 
truth." 

*^Ay, Ella," she continued aloud, ''and you are right. I 
do love him, and he loves me. We have plighted our faith 
to each other, and wait but the consent of others to be more 
happy than we are." 

A tear trembled in the eye of Ella Brune ; but what were 
the thoughts that flashed like lightning through her mind ? 
'' The lady loves him, and she sees I love him too. Jealousy 
is a strange thing, and a sad pang ! — She may doubt him, 
even with such a friendless being as I am — I will sweep that 
doubt away ;" and with a resigned, but gende smile, looking 
in Mary^s face, she said — *^ I was sure of it." 

''Of what, Ella?" asked Mary Markham, with some 
surprise. 

" That he loved some one, and was beloved again," replied 
the poor girl ; and she repeated " I was sure of it." 

" What could make you sure ?" asked the lady, gazing at 
her with a less embarrassed look. "He did not tell vou, 
did he?" 

"Oh, no," answered Ella Brune. "All he told me was, 
that he was going afar to Burgundy, and that as he could 
not give me any further protection himself, he would send 
one of his men to inquire after me, that he might hear I 
was safe, and as happy as fate would let me be, but — " and 
she paused, as if she doubted whether to proceed or not. 

" But what, Ella ?" demanded Mary. 

"Why, I was foolish, lady," said the girl; "and perhaps 
you may think me wrong too, and bold. But when I heard 
that he was going to Burgundy, I cried, 'Oh, that I were 
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going with you!' And I told him that I had kinsfolk both 
in Liege and in Peronne; and then I knew by his look, and 
what he said, that there was some lady whom he loved, and 
who loved him/' 

*^How did that enlighten you?" inquired Mary Markham. 
** Did he refuse you? — That were not courteous, I think." 

'^No, he did not actually refuse," answered Ella Brune, 
<^ but he said, that it might hardly be; and I saw, he thought 
that his lady might be jealous — ^might suspect — ^" 

Mary Markham put her hand on Ella's, with a warm 
smile, and said, ^* I will neither suspect him, nor be jealous 
of you, Ella — ^though perhaps I might have been," she 
added; " yes, perhaps I might, if I had heard you were with 
him, and I had not known why. Yet I should have been 
very wrong. Out upon such doubts I say, if they can pre- 
vent a true-hearted gentleman from doing an act of kindness 
to a poor girl in her need, lest a jealous heart should suspect 
him. But I will write to him, Ella: and yet it is now in 
vain; for he has left Westminster." 

Ella gazed at her, smiling. ^^We know not our own 
hearts," she said; '^and, perhaps, dear lady, you might be 
jealous yet." 

" No, no ! " cried Mary, with one of her own joyous laughs 
again. ^^ Never, now. I am of a confiding nature, my poor 
girl; and I soon conquer those bitter enemies of peace, called 
doubts." 

Ella Brune gazed round the room. '* If I had some in- 
strument, I could sing to you on that theme," she said. 

'* Nay, you can sing without, Ella," replied the lady. '^ I 
have none here, alas ! " 

"Well, I will sing it, then," answered Ella Brune; "'tis 
an old ditty, and a simple one ; " and, leaning her hand on 
Mary Markham's knee, she sang: — 

SONG. 

" Trust ! trust ! sweet ladv, trust ! 
'Tis a shield of seven-iold steel. 
Cares and sorrows come they must ; 
But sharper far is doubt to feel. 
Trust ! trust ! sweet lady, trust ! 

" If deceit must vex the heart — 

Who can pass through life without P—- 
Better far to bear the smart 
Than to nind the soul with doubt. 
Trust ! trust ! sweet lady, trust ! 
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*' Trust the lover, trost the friend ; 
Heed not what old rhymers tell. 
Trust to God : and in the end 
Doubt not all will still be well. 
Trust ! trust ! sweet lady, trust ! 

" Lovers best ^de, and friendship's stay — 
Trust, to innocence was given ; 
'Tis doubt that paves the downward way, 
Bnt trust unlocks the cnttes of heaven. 
Trust! trust! sweet lady, trust !" 

" And so I will, Ella," cried the lady ; ** so have I ever 
done, and will do still; but methinks you have made the 
song to suit my ear.^ 

^^ Nay, in truth, dear ladj, it is an ancient one,"^ replied 
Ella Brune; but ere she could add more, old Sir Philip 
Beauchamp strode into the room, with an air hurried, yet 
not dissatisfied. 

^^ I have seen the King, Mary," he said; '^ and, on my life, 
he is a noble youth — right kingly in his port and in his 
words. His brother John, who won his spurs under my 
pennon when but a boy, soon got me speech of him ; and 
you are to go with me at once to his presence, pretty maid. 
Nay, do not look downcast; he is no frightful tyrant, but a 
man that lady's eyes may look upon well pleased; and 'tis 
needful for your safety you should go." 

^^ Must she go alone, dear knight? " asked Mary Markham, 
with kind consideration for the girl's fears. 

" Alone! no. I am to go vnth her, to be sure," answered 
Sir Philip. " How, my fair Mary, you would fain go visit 
Henry, too ! What would Richard of Woodville say ? " 

*' He would trust," answered Mary Markham, giving a gay 
look to Ella. ^^ However, I seek not to go, noble sir ; but it 
would be better for this poor girl to have my maid, Maude, 
with her — ^for decency's sake," she continued, in a laughing 
tone; *' you old knights are sometimes too light and gallant; 
and I must protect her from your courteous speeches by the 
way. Come with me, Ella. I have a cloak in my chamber 
that will suit well with your hood, and cover you all, so that 
nothing will be seen but the edge of your wimple. Then will 
you and Sir Philip escape scandal, if you both walk softly, 
and look demure, while Maude trips along beside you."' 

Though Mary Markham said no word of the minstrel girl's 
attire, and did not even glance her eye to the gold fringe 
upon her gown, yet Ella understood, and was thankful for, 
her kind care, and mentally promised herself, that, before 
that day was out, she would provide herself with plainer 

L 
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weeds. In less than five minutes she and the maid were 
ready to depart; and, accompanied by Sir Philip, they soon 
crossed the open ground before the Abbey and the Sanctuary, 
and entered the gates of the palace yard. At the private 
door of the royal residence they received immediate admis- 
sion ; for a page was waiting Sir Philip's return ; but he led 
them, not to ^e smaU chamber where Heniy had received 
Ned Dyram in the morning, and Sir Philip shortly after. 
Following, on the contrary, iSie larger staircase, the boy con- 
ducted the little party to a hall, then used as an audience 
chamber ; and when they entered thej at once perceived the 
King at tihe farther end, surrounded by a gay and glittering 
throng, and listening, apparently with deep attention, to an 
old man, dressed as a prelate of the Church, who, widi slow 
and measured accents, was delivering what seemed a some- 
what long oration. Whatever was the subject on which he 
spoke, it seemed to be one of much interest; for, ever and 
anon, the King bowed his head with a grave, approving 
motion, and a murmur of satisfaction rose from those around. 

Slowly and quietly the old knight and his companiona 
drew near, and then found that the good Bishop was arguing 
the King's tide, not alone to the Duchies of Normandy, 
Aquitaine, and Anjou, which undoubtedly belonged of right 
to the English Crown, but also to the whole of France, which 
as certainly belonged to another. Sir Philip Beauchamp 
marked well the monarch's countenance as he listened, and 
perceived that, when the subject was the recovery of those 
territories which had descended to the race of Plantagenet 
from William the Conqueror, Fulke of Anjou, and Eleanor 
of Aquitaine, one of those grave inclinations of the head 
which marked his approbation followed; but that, when the 
claim of all France was considered, Henry paused, and 
seemed to meditate more on thoughts suggested by his own 
mind than on the mere words that struck his ear. The sur- 
rounding nobles, however, applauded all; and bright and 
beaming eyes were turned upon the prelate when he con- 
cluded his oration vrith the words — strange ones, indeed, in 
the mouth of a Christian bishop : *' Wherefore, Oh my Lord, 
the King! advance your banner, fight for your right, conquer 
your inheritance; spare not sword, blood, or fire; for your 
war is just, your cause is good, your claim is true ! ''^ 

'^ Many thanks, my good lord," replied the King; ^ we 
will with our council consider duly what you have advanced; 

* The recorded words of Henzy Ghicheley, Aichbiflbop of Canterbuiy. 
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and we beseech 70a to pray God on our behalf, that we be 
advised wisely. Pity it were, indeed, to shed Christian blood 
without due cause; and, therefore, we shall first fairly and 
courteously require of our cousin the restitution of those ter- 
ritories undeniably appertaining to our crown; with the 
which we may content ourselves, if granted franJdy ; but if 
they be refused, a greater claim may perchance grow out of 
the denial of the smaller one; and, at all events, we shall 
know how, with the sword, to do ourselves right when driven 
to draw it. We will then beseech farther communion with 
you on these weighty matters, and, for the present, thank 
you much." 

The Bishop retired from the spot immediately facing the 
King; and Henry's eye lighting on Sir Philip Beauchamp, 
he bowed his head to him, saying, ^'Advance, my noble 
friend. Ha! you have brought the girl with you, as I said;'* 
and his look fixed upon the countenance of poor Ella Brune, 
with a calm and scrutinizing gaze, not altogether free from 
wonder and admiration, to see such delicate beauty in one 
of her degree, but without a touch of that coarse and gloating 
expression which had offended her in the stare of Sir Simeon 
Boydon. 

^* Is the knight I sent for, here ? " demanded the King, 
turning towards the page. 

** Not yet, Sire," answered the boy. 

*^ Well, then," said Henry, ** though it is but fair that a man 
accused should hear the charge against him, we must pro- 
ceed ; and you lords vnll witness what this young woman 
says, that it may be repeated to him hereafter. Now, maiden, 
what is this which the worthy knight. Sir Philip Beauchamp, 
has reported concerning you and Sir Simeon of Roydon?" 

To say that Ella Brune was not somewhat abashed would 
be false ; for she did feel that she was in the presence of the 
most powerful King, and the most chivalrous court in Europe; 
she did feel that all eyes were turned upon her, every ear 
bent to catch her words. But there were truth and innocence 
at her heart, the strongest of all supports. There was the 
sense of having been wronged also; and, perhaps, some feel- 
ing of scorn rather than shame was roused by the light smiles 
and busy whisper that ran round the lordly circle before 
which she stood; for there is nothing so contemptible in the 
eyes, even of the humble, if they be wise and firm of heart, 
as the light and causeless, but oppressive sneer of pride — 
whether that pride be based in station, fortune, courtliness, 
or aught else on earth ; for the true nobility of mind, which 

l2 
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sometimes impresses even pride with a faint mark of its own 
dignity, never treads upon the humble. 

Heniy, however, heard the buzz, and felt offended at ihe 
light looks he saw. ^^My lords!" he said, in a tone of sur- 
prise and displeasure ; ^^ I beseech you, my good uncle of 
Exeter, warn those gentlemen of that which the King would 
not speak harshly. This is no jesting matter. Wrong has 
been done — I may say almost in our presence, so near has it 
been to our palace gates; and, by the Queen of Heaven, such 
things shall not escape punishment, while I wear the crown 
or bear the sword. When I am powerless to defend the 
meanest of my subjects, may death give my sceptre to more 
mighty hands ; when I am unwilling to do justice to any in 
the land, may my enemies take from me we power I have 
borne unworthily. Go on with your tale, maiden." 

Ella Brune obeyed the King's order, with a voice that fal- 
tered at first, but the rich sweet tone of which soon called the. 
attention of all to what she said ; and, taking up her story from 
the beginning, she related the death of her old companion, 
the interview which she had first had with Sir Simeon of 
Boydon, and the violent manner in which she had been car- 
ried off, as she was returning to the hostelry where she 
lodged. As she spoke she gained confidence; and though, 
ere she had preceded far, the base knight himself entered the 
presence, and placed himself exactly opposite to her, glaring 
at her with fierce and menacing eyes, her tongue £a.ltered no 
more ; and she went on to speak of her second interview with 
him, telling how she had forced back the lock of the door 
with her dagger — how the servants of the knight had not 
ventured to seize her, under the belief that the weapon was 
poisoned — and how she had dropped from the great window 
at the end of the corridor into the lane below. 

As soon as she had done, Roydon stepped forward, as if 
to reply; but old Sir Philip Beauchamp, who stood by Ella^s 
side to give her support, waved his hand, saying, '^ Silence, 
boy ! till all be said against you — then speak if you list. As 
far as the carrying off of this poor little maid is concerned, a 
good woman of the neighbourhood saw the deed done, and 
can bear witness respecting it, if farther testimony is required. 
I saw the manner of her escape as she has told it, and knocked 
down one of this knight's knaves just as he clutched her. So 
frur her story is confirmed. What passed between him and 
her in private, they only know ; but I would take her word 
against his in any town; for I know him to be a wondrous 
liar." 
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A laugh ran round the royal circle ; and Sir Simeon of 
B.oydon put his hand to his dagger; but the King turned to- 
wards him, saying, ^' Now, sir, have you aught to answer? — 
Is this story true or false ?** 

** Somewhat mixed, Sire,*' answered Simeon of Boydon, 
with a sneer upon his lip. *' The young woman is rather fan- 
ciful. I will own, that because she has a pretty face, as you 
may see, and bright eyes, and a small foot, and rounded ankle, 
she pleased my fancy ; and, although of somewhat low de- 
gree for such an honour, I thought to make her my paramour 
for a time, as many another man might do. Minstrel girls 
and tomblesteres are not generally famed for chastity ; and, by 
my faith ! I thought I showed her favour when I told my ser- 
vants to find her out and bring her to my lodging. If they 
used any violence, 'twas not my fault, for I bade them treat 
her gently; and, as to her confinement at my house, that is 
pure fancy — she might have gone whenever she chose." 

^ 'Tis strange, then," said the King, with a scornful smile, 
'* that she should take such means of going. People do not 
usually leap out of a window, when they can walk through a 
door." 

" What made you bellow after her, like a wild bull ?" de- 
manded Sir Philip Beauchamp, turning to the culprit: ** I 
heard you with my ears, and so did many more, shout to your 
knaves to follow her, lest she should to the King. I know 
your voice right well, sir knight, and will vouch for its sweet 
sounds." 

^ Doting fool !" murmured Simeon of Roydon. 

^ Doting!" cried the old knight; ^ take care you don't feel 
my gauntlet in your face, lest I send you home as toothless 
as I sent your serviceable man. You will find that there is 
strength enough left to crush such a worm as you." 

" Silence, Sir Philip I" said the King. " Sir Simeon of 
Roydon, according to your own account, you have committed 
an offence for which, if it had been done within the gates of 
our good city of London, the sober citizens would, methinks, 
have set you on a horse's back, with your face to the tail, and 
marched you in no pleasant procession. But, I must add, I 
do not believe your account ; it seems to me to bear no cha- 
racter of truth about it. Yet, that you may not stand upon 
my judgment alone, if there be one of these good lords here 
present, who will say they do, upon their honour, believe that 
this poor maiden speaks falsely, and you tell the simple 
truth, you shall go free. What say you, lords — is the girl 
true, or he ?" 
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^ The girl! — ^the girl!^' cried all the voices roundL 

^^ However men may love leaping," said John of Lancaster, 
^ they seek not to break their necks by springing from a win- 
dow, when they can help it'* 

" Well, then," continued Henry, "you must carry your 
amorous violence to other lands. Sir Simeon of Roydon. You 
have committed a discourteous and unknighdy act, and must 
give us lime to forget it We will not touch you in person or 
in purse, in goods or lands ; but we banish you for two years 
from the realm of England Bestow yourself where you will, 
but be not found within these shores after one month from 
this day, which space we give you to prepare. Is this a just 
award, my lords?" 

The gentlemen round bowed their heads; and Henry, turn- 
ing to tixe good old knight, added, with a gracious smile, "I 
thank you much, Sir Philip Beauchamp, for bringing this 
matter to my knowledge. These are deeds that I am re- 
solved to check, with all the power that God entrusts to me.** 

" Heaven bless your Grace, and ever send us such a King !" 
replied the old knight; and, taking Ella by the hand, wi&4 
lowly reverence to die monarch, he led her from the halL 

Henry, it would seem, dismissed his court at once ; for 
before the minstrel girl and her companion had reached the 
bottom of the stairs, they were surrounded by several of the 
younger nobles, who were all somewhat eager to say soft and 
flattering things to the fair object of the day's interest, not- 
withstanding some rough reproof from good Sir Philip 
Beauchamp. But as he and his young charge were passing 
out with Mary Markham's maiden, a low deep voice whis- 

£ered in Ella's ear, " I swear, by Christ's sepulchre, I will 
ave revenge ! " — and the next moment Sir Simeon of Roydon 
passed them, mounted his horse in the palace-yard, and rode 
furiously away. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE PREPARATION. 



It was late in the evening of the same day of which we 
have just been speaking, when Ella Brune returned to her 
hostelry. She had gone back to thank fair Mary Markham 
for her kindness, intending only to stay for a few moments; 
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bat her new friend detained her till the sun was near his set- 
ting, and then only let her depart under the escort of Hugh of 
Olatford and another yeoman, after extracting a promise 
from her that she would return on the following morning, 
after the sad ceremony of her grandsire's fiiner^ was over. 
And now Ella sat in her lonely litde chamber, with the tears 
filling her bright eyes, which seemed fixed upon a spot of 
sunshine on tibe opposite wall of the court, but, in reality, 
saw nothing, or, at least, conveyed no impression to the 
mind. Why was it Ella wept ? To say truth, Ella herself 
could not, or would not telL It was, perhaps, the crowding 
upon her of many sad sensations, tiie torrent swelled by 
many smaller rills, which caused those tears ; and yet there 
was one predominant feeling — one that she wished not to 
acknowledge even to her own heart What can I call it? 
How shall I explain it? It was not disappointment; for, as 
I have said before, she did not, she had never hoped. No, the 
best term for it is, love without hope; and oh ! what a bitter 
thing that is ! 

I>nring the whole of that morning she had had no time 
to dwell upon it; she had been occupied while she remained 
with Mary Markham in struggling against her own sensa- 
tions — ^not examining them. But now she paused and pon- 
dered: in solitude and in silence, she gave way to bitter 
thought; but it was not with the weak and wavering irreso- 
lution of a feeble mind. On the contrary, though the anguish 
would have its tear, she regarded her present fkte and future 
eonduct with the firm and energetic purposes of a heart in- 
ured to suffer and to decide. Her mind rested upon Bichard 
of WoodviUe, upon his kindness, his generosity, his chival- 
rous protection of her who had never met with such protec- 
tion before; and the first strong determination of her mind 
expressed itself, in the words she murmured to herself, ** I 
will repay it!" 

Then, again, she asked herself, '^Why should I feel 
shame, or fear, or hesitation now, at the thought of following 
him through the world — of watching for the hour, for the 
moment, when God may grant me the grace to serve him? 
He loves another, and is loved by another! He can never 
be anything to me, but the friend who stood forward to help 
me in the hour of need. What has sex, or station, to do with 
it? Why should I care more than if I were a man? and how 
often do the meanest, by watchful love, find an opportunity 
to deliver or to support the highest and the mightiest! Why 
should I think of what men may say or beUeve? True in 
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my own heart, and conscious of my truth, I may -well laugh 
at suspicion, which follows such as I am, whatever course 
they take. How often have I been thought a ribald and a 
losel, when I have guarded my words, and looks, and actions, 
most carefully ! and now I will dare to do boldly what my 
heart tells me, knowing that it is right Yet, poor thing," 
she added, after a moment, ^^ thou art beggar enough, I fear ! 
thou must husband thy litde : store well. Let me see; I will 
count my treasure. There are the fifty half nobles sent me 
by the King, and those my dear protector gave me. Now 
for the little store of the poor old man;'' and, drawing a key 
from her bosom, she crossed the room to where, upon a win- 
dow-seat, there stood a small oaken coffer, containing her 
apparel and that of the poor old minstrel. After opening 
the box, and taking out one or two instruments of music 
which lay at the top, she thrust her hand further down, and 
brought forth a small leathern pouch, fastened by a thong 
bound round it several times. It cost her some trouble to 
unloose it; but at length she spread out the mouth, and 
poured the contents upon the top of the clothes in the coffer. 
She had expected to see nothing but silver and copper ; but 
amongst the rest were several pieces of gold ; and besides 
these, was a piece of parchment, tied up, with some writing 
upon it, and a gold ring, set with a large precious ston6. 
The former she examined closely, and read the words with 
some difficulty; for they were written by no very practised 
hand, in rough and scattered characters. She made it out 
at length, however, to be merely ^^ My Ella's dowry;" and a 
tear fell upon it as she read. She thought that the hand- 
writing was her father's. 

She then looked at the ring, and saw by its lustre that it 
must be of some value; but a strip of leather which was sewn 
round the gold caught her eye, and she found it, too, traced 
with some rude chai*acters. They only expressed a date, 
however, which was 21 July, 1403, and what it meant she 
knew not. Opening the parchment packet, she then pro- 
ceeded to examine of what her little dowry consisted; and, 
to her surprise and joy, she found forty broad pieces of gold. 
^ Nay," she exclaimed, ^^ this is, indeed, wealth ; why, I am 
endowed like a knight's daughter." And well might she say 
so; for when we remember die difference between the value 
of gold in that day and at present, the amount she now pos- 
sessed, — what with the sum she had just found, and the 
penalty imposed by the King on Simeon of Boydon, — was 
equal to some six or seven hundred pounds. 
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^^ I shall have enough to follow him for ten years," said 
Ella Brune, gazing on the gold, ^* without being a charge to 
any one; and then there may still remain sufficient to gain 
me admission to a nunnery. But I will lay it by carefully i*^ 
and placing all the gold she had, except the few pieces tLat 
had been loose in the pouch, into the parchment which had 
contained her dowry, she tied it up again carefully, and re- 
stored it to its place. 

^^ Yet I will be avaricious,'* she said. ^^ I will disencumber 
myself of everything I do not want, and change it into coin. 
— Shall I sell this ring? No; it may mean something I do 
not know. 'Tis easily carried, and might create suspicion 
if I disposed of it here. Perhaps my cousin at Peronne 
can tell me more about it How shall I sell the other things .^ 
Nay, I will ask the hostess to do it for me. She will think 
of her own payment, and will do it well !" 

After carefully putting back the ring and the money, she 
opened the door of the room, and called down the stairs, 
*^ Hostess, hostess ! Mistress Trenchard !*' 

^^ Coming, coming, little maid," said the good dame, from 
below. ^^Do not be in haste; I am with you in a minute;*' 
and, after keeping Ella waiting for a short time, more to make 
herself of importance than because she had anything else to 
do, she came panting up the stairs, closed the door, and seated 
herself on the side of the low bed. 

** Well, my poor Ella," she said, *^ what want you with me i 
Yours is a sad case, indeed, poor thing. My husband and I 
both said, when you and poor old Murdock Brune went away 
to foreign lands, leaving your own good country behind you, 
that harm would come of it." 

^' And yet he died in England," replied Ella, with a sigh ; 
*^but what you say is very true, hostess; no good has come 
of it; and we returned poorer than we went — I have where- 
withal to pay my score," she added, seeing a slight cloud 
come over good Mistress Trenchard's face; '^but yet I shall 
want more for my necessity ; and I would fain ask you a great 
favour." 

^^ What is that?" asked the hostess, somewhat drily. 

^ It is simply, that you would sell for me a good many 
of these things that I do not want," answered Ella. ^ Here 
are several instruments of music, which I know cost much, 
and must produce something." 

** Oh, that I will, right willingly !" replied the hostess ; '^ and 
'tis but right and fitting that you should trust such matters 
to one who is accustomed to buy and sell, than to do it 



154 AGINCOURT. 

jourself, who know nothing of trade, God wot I will have 
them to Westcheape, where there are plenty of fripperies ; or 
^arry them to the Lombards, who, perhaps, know more about 
such matters." 

'^ I should think that the Lombards would purchase them 
best,'* answered Ella; ^ for one of these instruments, the viol, 
was purchased out of Italy, when my grand£Either was chief 
minstrel to the great Earl of Northumberland.'* 

^' Ay, I remember the time well,** said Mistress Trenchard. 
^^ Murdock Brune was a great man in those days, and rode 
upon a grey horse, fit for a knight. He used to pinch my 
cheek, and call me pretty Dolly Trenchard, till my husband 
was somewhat crusty; — and so the viol is valuable, you 
think?'* 

^ Yes, and the ribible, too,*' answered Ella Brune ; ^ for 
they were cut by a great maker in Italy, and such are not to 
be found in England." 

^ I will take care, I will take care," rejoined the hostess. 
'^^ Gather them all together, and I will send up Tom, the 
drawer, for them, presently. To-morrow I will take them to 
the Lombards ; for it is somewhat late this evening." 

^ Nay, but I have other favours to ask of you, dame," said 
Ella Brune. ^ To-morrow they bury the poor old man, and 
I must have a black gown of serge, and a white wimple ; 
and I would fain that you went with me to the burial, if you 
could steal away for an hour; for it will be a sad day for 
me." 

*' That will I do, poor maiden," replied the hostess, readily ; 
not alone because she took a sincere interest in her fair guest, 
but because in those d&ys, as in almost all others, people of 
inferior minds found a strange pleasure in bearing part in 
any impressive ceremony, however melancholy. As so much 
of her spare time was likely to be occupied on the morrow, 
she agreed to run up to Gheape that very night, before the 
watch was set, and to purchase for Ella Brune the mourning 
garments whidi she required. The latter commission she per- 
formed fully to the poor girl's satisfaction, returning with a 
loose gown of fine black serge, ready made, and a wimple and 
hood of clear lawn, litde difiering from that of a nun. 

Ella gazed on the dress with some emotion, murmuring to 
herself — ^Ay, the cloister; it must end there, at last! — 
WeU, prayer and peace ! — 'tis the calmest fiite, after all." 

But the sale of tiie instruments of music, and several other 
small articles, was not executed quite as well. Men were 
rogues in those times, as at present, though, perhaps, in die 
improvement of all things, roguery has not been neglected. 
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and the good Lombards took care not to gi^e more than half 
the yalue of the goods they purchased. Neither Ella nor good 
Mistress Trencbard herself knew any better, however ; so that 
the latter thought she had made a very good bargain, and the 
former was content Her store was by this means consider- 
ably increased; and, a short time before the appointed hour, 
Ella, with the hostess, set out towards the hospital of St. 
James, for the sad task that was to be performed that day. 

I wUl not pause upon the hours that followed. Dark and 
sorrowful such hours must ever be; for Hie dim eyes of mor- 
tality see the lamp of faith but faintly, and there is nought 
else to light our gaze through the obscure vault of death to 
the bright world of re-union. Put the holy promises to our 
heart as eagerly, as fondly as we will, how difficult is it to 
obtain a warm and living image of life beyond this life! 
How the day clings to the clay! How the spirit cleaveth to 
the dust vddi which it hath borne companionship so long! 
Strange, too, to say, that we can better realize in our own 
case the idea of renewed existence, than in the case of those 
we love. It is comparatively easy to fancy that we who have 
lived to-day, shall live to-morrow; — ^that we, who lie down 
to rest ourselves in sleep and to rise refreshed, shall sleep in 
death, and wake again renewed. There is in every man's 
own heart a sentiment of his immortality, which nothing can 
blot out, but the vain pride of human intellect — the bitterest 
ashes of the forbidden fruit. But when we see the dearly 
loved, the bright, the beautifril, the wise, the good, fall, like 
a virithered leaf, into the dark corruption of tibe tomb — the 
light go out like an extinguished lamp — and all that is left, 
all that has been frtmiliar to our living senses, drop into dust 
and mingle with its earth again, the Saduceean demon seizes 
on us ; and it requires a mighty struggle of the spirit, prayer, 
patience, resignation, hope, and faith, to win our belief from 
the dark actuality before us, and fix it on the distant splen- 
dour of a promised world to come. 

They were sad hours for poor Ella Brune; and when they 
were over, the chambers of the heart felt too dark and lonely 
for her to admit any thoughts but those of the dead. She 
sent, therefore, to Mary Markham, to tell her that she was 
too wobegone to come that day; and, returning to her little 
chamber at the inn, she sat down to weep, and pass the even- 
ing with her memories. 

On the following morning early, she once more set out for 
Westminster, and passed quietly along the road till she 
reached Charing; but near the hermitage and chapel of St» 
Catherine, just opposite the cross, she perceived a man stand- 
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ing gazing up the Strand, with the serpent embroidered on 
the black ground, which distinguished the followers of Sir 
Simeon of Roydou. Her fears might have betrayed her; for 
she forgot for a moment the complete change of her dress, 
and fancied that she must be instantly recognised; but the 
instant after, recovering her presence of mind, she drew the 
hood far over her face, and passed the man boldly, without 
his even turning to look at her. She then made her way on 
towards Tote-hill, and soon came to the gates of the house 
in which Sir Philip Beauchamp had taken up his temporary 
abode. 

Few but the higher nobility, or persons immediatly attached 
■to the Court, indulged in those days in the luxury of a dwelling 
in London or the neighbouring city ; and when business or 
pleasure called inferior personages to the capital, they either 
took up their dwelling at a hostel, or found lodging in the 
mansions of some of the great families to whom they were 
attached by friendship or relationship. Nor was such hos- 
pitality ever refused, so long as the house could contain more 
guests; for each man's consequence, and sometimes his safety, 
depended upon the number of those whom he entertained; 
and even when the lord was absent from his own dwelling, 
the doors were always open to those who were known to be 
connected with him. Thus Sir Philip Beauchamp had found 
ready lodging in the house of one of the numerous family of 
that name, the head of which was then the Earl of Warwick, 
though, ere many years had passed, an only daughter bore 
that glorious title into the house of Neville. 

When Ella reached the mansion, the porter, distinguished 
by the cognizance of the bear, was standing before the gates, 
talking with a young man, who seemed to have just dis- 
mounted from a tired horse, and held the bridle-rein cast 
over his arm. 

In answer to Ella's inquiry for the Lady Mary Markham, 
the old servant laughed, saying, ^^ Here is another ! — ^if it 
goes on thus all day, there wUl be nothing else but the open- 
ing of gates for a pretty lady who is not here. She departed 
last night with Sir Philip, fair maid. They went in great 
haste, good sooth I know not why ; for 'twas but two hours 
before, the sturdy old knight told me he should stay three 
days ; but they had letters by a messenger from the country, 
so perchance his daughter is ill." 

^^The blessed Virgin give her deliverance!" said Ella, 
turning away with a disappointed look; and, bending her 
steps back towards the city of London, she walked slowly on 
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along the dasty road, absorbed in no Terj cheerful thoughts, 
and marking little of what passed around her. But few people 
were yet abroad between the two towns — ^the Strand was 
almost solitary ; and she had nearly reached the wall of the 
garden of Durham House, which ran along to the Temple, 
when she heard a voice behind her exclaim, in a sharp tone, 
" Why do you follow her, master knave ?*' 

*' What is that to you, blue tabard ! *' replied another 
tongue. 

" I will let you know right soon, if you do not desist,^' 
answered the first 

^^ Whom do you serve ?" asked the second. 

" The King !" was the reply; " so away with you." 

Ella looked round, and beheld the man whom she had 
found speaking with the porter a moment before, bending 
his brows sternly upon the servant of Sir Simeon Roydon, 
whom she had seen watching near the hermitage of St. 
Catherine, as she passed up the Strand. The latter, however, 
seemed to be animated by no very pugnacious spirit, for he 
merely replied, ^' Methinks one man has a right to walk the 
high road to London as well as another.** 

But he did not proceed to enforce this right by following 
the course he had been pursuing ; and, crossing over from 
the south to the north side of die way, he was soon lost 
amongst the low shops and small houses which there occu- 
pied the middle of the road. 

"I will ride along beside you, fair maiden,** said Ned 
Dyram, for he it was who had come up, ^^ though I should 
not wonder, firom what the porter told me just now, if you 
were the person I am looking for.** 

He spoke civilly and grajrely; and Ella replied, with a 
bright smile, "Ha! perhaps it is so; for he said he would 
send. Whom do you come from ?** 

" I come from Richard of Woodville,** answered the man ; 
" and I am sent to a maiden named Ella Brune, living not 
far up the new street somewhat beyond the Old Temple, in 
an hostelry called the Falcon.** 

" *Tis I— 'tis I !** cried Ella. « Oh ! I am glad to see you.*' 

Her bright eyes lighted up, and her fair &ce glowed with 
an expression of joy and satisfaction, which added in na 
small degree to its loveliness ; for, though we hear much of 
beauty in distress being heightened by tears, yet there is an 
inherent harmony between man*s heart and joy, which makes 
the expression thereof always more pleasant to the eye than 
that of any other emotion. 
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Ned Dyram gazed at her with admiration, but withdrew 
his eyes ihe moment after, and resumed a more sober look. 
** I will give you all his messages by and by," he said, ** for 
I shall lodge at the Falcon to-night, and have much to say. 
But yet I may as well tell you a part as we go along,'* he 
continued, dismounting from his horse, and takmg the bridle 
on his arm. " First, fair maiden, I was to ask how you fared, 
and what you intended to do ?** 

" I have fared ill and well," answered Ella Brune ; ** but 
that is a long story, and I will relate it to you afterwards ; 
for that I can talk of, though the people of the house should 
be present; but what I am to do is a deeper question, and 1 
know not well how to answer it I have friends at the court 
of Burgundy — ^" 

^' What, then, are you of noble race, lady ?" asked Ned 
Dyram, in an altered tone. 

'' Oh, no !" replied Ella Brune, with a fiednt smile. '< The 
cousin of whom I speak is but a goldsmith to the Count of 
Charolois ; but, 'tis a long journey for a woman to take alone, 
through foreign lands, and amongst a people somewhat 
unruly." 

"Why not come with us?" inquired Ned Dyram; **we 
sail from Dover in three days, and our company will be 
your protection. Did not Childe Bichard tell you he was 
going?" 

"Yes," answered Ella Brune, casting down her eyes^ 
^ but he did not seem to like the thought of having a woman 
in his company." 

" Faith ! that is courteous of the good youth," cried Ned 
Dyram, with a low sharp laugh. " He may win his spurs, 
but will not merit them, if he refuses protection to a lady." 

" That, I am sure, he would not do," replied Ella, gravely. 
** He has given me the noblest protection at my need; but 
he may not think it right." 

"No, no; you have mistaken him," said Ned Dyram. 
^^ He is courteous and kind, without a doubt He might 
think it better for yourself to go to York, as he bade me tell 
jou, and to see your friends there, and to claim your rights; 
but if you judge fit to turn your steps to Burgundy instead, 
depend upon it he will freely give you aid and comfort on the 
way. If he did doubt," added the man, " 'twas but that he 
thought his lady-love might be jealous, if she heard that he 
had so fair a maiden in his company — ^for you know he is a 
lover!" — and he fixed his eyes inquiringly on Ella's face. 

"I know he is," she answered, calmly, and vnthout a 
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change of feature. ^I know the lady^ too; but she is not 
unwilling that I should go; and I dread much to show myself 
in York/' 

" Why so ? " demanded Ned Dyram. But Ella Brune was 
not sufficiendy won by his countenance or manner to grant 
him the same confidence that she had reposed in Bichard of 
Woodville; and she replied, ^^For many reasons; but the 
first and strongest is, that there are persons there who have 
seized on that which should be mine. They are powerful; 
I am weak; and 'tis likely, as in such case often happens^^ 
that they would be willing to add wrong to wrong.'' 

" Not only often, but always," replied Ned Dyram ; " there- 
fore I say, &ir maiden, you had better come with us. Here's 
one arm will strike a stroke for yon, should need be ; and 
there are plenty more amongst us who will do the like." 

Ella answered him with a bright smile; but at that moment 
they were turning up the lane opposite the gate of the Temple, 
and she paused in her reply, willing to think farther and 
see more of her companion before she decided. 

^^Stay, fair maiden!" continued Ned Dyram, who well 
knew where the hostelry of the Falcon was situate — ^^ It may 
be as well to keep our counsel, whatever it be, from host and 
hostess. Oossip is a part of their trade ; and it is wise to 
avoid giving them occasion. I will give you, when we are 
within, a letter from my young lord, and read it to you, too, 
as perchance you cannot do that yourself; but it will let the 
people see that I am not without authority to hold converse 
with you, which may be needful." 

" Nay," answered Ella, " 1 can read it myself; for I have 
not been without such training." 

"Ay, I forgot," rejoined Ned Dyram, with one of his light 
sneers ; " had you been a princess, you would not have been 
able to read. Such clerk-craft is only fit for citizens and 
monks. I wonder how Ghilde Richard learned to read and 
write. I fear it will spoil him for a soldier." 

The satire was not altogether just; for, though it did not 
unfrequently happen that high nobles and celebrated warriors 
and statesmen were as illiterate as the merest boors, and in 
some instances (especially aft;er the wars of the Roses had 
deluged the land with blood, and interrupted all the peace* 
ful arts of life) the barons eiSecked to treat vnth sovereign 
contempt the cultivation of the mind, yet such was not by 
any means so generally the case, as the pride of modem 
civilization has been eager to show. We have proofs incon- 
testable, that, in the reigns of Richard II., Henry IV., and 
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Henry V., men were by no means so generally ignorant as 
has been supposed. The House of Lancaster was proud of 
its patronage of literature; and, tliough more than one valiant 
nobleman could not sign his own name, or could do so with 
difficulty, there is much reason to believe that the exceptions 
have been pointed out as the rule; for we know that many a 
citizen of London could not only maintain, without the aid 
of another hand, long and intricate correspondence with 
foreign merchants, but also took delight in the reading dur- 
ing winter^s nights of Chaucer and Gower, if not in studying 
secretly the writings of Wickliffe and his disciples. 

Ella Brune replied not, but walked on into the house, 
calling the good hostess, who, in that day as in others, often 
supplied the place of both master and mistress in a house of 
public entertainment. Ned Dyram followed her with his 
eyes into the house, scrutinizing with keen and wondering 
glance the beauties of form which even the long loose robe 
of serge could not fully conceal. He marvelled at the grace 
he beheld, even more rare at that day amongst the sons 
and daughters of toil than at present; and, although the 
pride of rank and station could not, in his case, suggest the 
bold disregard of all law and decency in seeking die grati- 
fication of passion, his feelings towards Ella Brune were not 
very far different from those of Sir Simeon of Roydon. He 
might have more respect for the opinion of the world, by 
which he hoped to rise; he might even have more respect 
for, and more belief in, virtue, for he was a wiser man ; he 
might seek to obtain his ends by other means ; he was even 
not incapable of love, — strong, passionate, overpowering 
love; but the moving power was the same. It was all 
animal; for, strange to say, though his intellect was far 
superior to tliat of most men of his day; though he had far 
more mind than was needful, or even advantageous, in his 
commerce with the world of that age, his impulses were all 
animal towards others. That which he cared for little in 
himself, he admired, he almost worshipped, in woman. It 
was beauty of form and feature only that attracted him. 
Mind he cared not for — he thought not of; nay, up to that 
moment, he perhaps either doubted whether it existed in the 
other sex, or thought it a disadvantage if it did. Even more, 
the heart itself he valued little ; or, rather, that strange and 
complex tissue of emotions, springing from what source we 
know not, entwined with our mortal nature — by what delicate 
threads who can say? — which we are accustomed to ascribe 
to the heart, he regarded but as an almost worthless adjunct. 
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His was the eager love — ^forgive me, if I profane what should 
be a holy name, rather than use a coarser term — of the wild 
beast ; the appetite of the tiger, only tempered by the shrewd- 
ness of the fox. I mean not to say it always remained so; 
for, under the power of passion and circumstances, the human 
heart is tutored as a child. Neither would I say that aught 
like love had yet touched his bosom for Ella Brune. I 
speak but of his ordinary feeling towards woman; but feel- 
ings of that sort are sooner roused than those of a higher 
nature. He saw that she was very beautiful — more beauti- 
ful, he thought, than any woman of his own station that ever 
he had beheld; and that was enough to make him determine 
upon counteracting his master's wishes and counsel, and per- 
suading Ella to turn her steps in the same course in which 
his own were directed. He knew not how wUling she was to 
be persuaded; he knew not that she was at heart already 
resolved: but he managed skilfully, he watched shrewdly, 
through the whole of his after-communications with her dur- 
ing the day. He discovered much — he discovered all, in- 
deed, but one deep secret, which might have been penetrated 
by a woman's eyes, but which was hid from his, with all 
their keenness — the motive, the feeling, that led her so 
strongly in the very path he wished. He saw, indeed, that 
she was so inclined; he saw that there was a voice always 
seconding him in her heart, and he took especial care to 
furnish that voice with arguments which seemed irresistible. 
He contrived, too, to win upon her much; for there was in 
his conversation that mingling of frankness and flattering 
courtesy, of apparent caxelessness of pleasing, with all the 
arts of giving pleasure, and that range of desultory know- 
ledge and tone of superior mind, with apparent simplicity of 
manner, and contempt for assumption, which of all thinga 
are the most calculated to dazzle and impress for a time. 
'Tis the lighter qualities that catch, the deeper ones that 
bind; and though, had there been a comparison drawn be- 
tween him, who was her companion for a great part of that 
evening, and Richard of Woodville, Ella Brune would have 
laughed in scorn ; yet she listened, well pleased, to the varied 
conversation vrith which he whiled away the hours, when she 
could wean her thoughts from dearer, though more painful 
themes ; yielded to his arguments when they seconded the 
purposes of her own heart, and readily accepted his offered 
service to aid her in executing the plan she adopted. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE JOUKNET AND THE VOYAGE. 

The sun rose behind some light grey olouds, and the blue 
sky was veiled; but the birds made the welkin ring £rom 
amongst the young leaves of the April trees, and told of the 
coming brightness of the day. Why, or wherefore, let men 
of science say; but one thing is certain, the seasons at that 
time were different from those at present; they were earlier; 
they were more distinct; spring was spring, and summer was 
summer; and winter, content with holding his own right 
stiffly, did not attempt to invade the rights of his brethren. 
Far in the north of England we had vines growing and 
bearing fruit in the open air. At Hexham there was a vine- 
yard ; and wine was made in more than one English county — 
not very good, it is to be supposed, but still good enough to 
be drunk, and to prove the longer and more genial reign of 
summer in our island. Thus, ^ough the morning was grey, 
as I have said, and April had not yet come to an end, the air 
was as warm as it is often now in June, and every bank was 
already covered with flowers. 

There were horses before the gate of Bichard of Wood- 
ville's house, and men busily preparing them for a journey. 
There was the heavy charger, or battle horse, with tall and 
bony limbs, well fitted to bear up under the weight of a 
steel-covered rider; and the lighter, but still powerful palfrey, 
somewhat of the size and make of a hunter of the present 
day, to carry the master along the road Besides these, 
appeared many another beast; horses for the yeomen and 
servants, and horses and mules for the baggage: the load of 
armour for himself and for his men which the young adven- 
turer carried with him, requiring not a few of those service- 
able brutes who bow their heads to man^s will, in order to 
carry it to the sea-shore. At length all was prepared; the 
packs were put upon the beasts, the drivers were at their 
heads, the yeomen by their saddles; and with ten stout men 
and two boys, fourteen horses, three mules, a plentiful store 
of arms, and all the money he could raise, in his wallet, 
Richard of Woodville issued forth, gave his last commands 
to the old man and woman whom he left behind in the hall, 
and, springing into the saddle, began his journey towards 
Dover. 
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It was not without a sigh that he set out; for he 
leaving the land in which Mary Markham dwelt; bat yet lie 
thought he was going to win honour for her sake — ^perohanee 
to win her herself; and all the bright hopes and expeo* 
tations of youth soon gathered on his way, more Tivid and 
more glowing in his case, than they could be in that of anj 
youth of the present day, taking his departure for foreign 
lands. If at present each countiy knows but very little in 
reality of its neighbour, if England eniertainB false views 
and wild imaginations regarding France and her people, and 
France has not the slightest particle of knowledge in regard 
to the feelings, character, and habits of thought, of the 
English, how much more must such have been the case in 
an age when communication was rare, and then only or 
chiefly by word of mouth! It is true that the state of 
geographical knowledge was not so low as has been gene- 
rally supposed, for we are very apt to look upon ourselves 
as wonderful people, and to imagine that nobody knew 
anythii^ before ourselves; and the difference between former 
ages and the present is more in the general diffusion of 
knowledge than in its amount. In the very age of which w# 
speak, the famous Henry of Vasco was pursuing his great 
project for reaching India by passing round Africa, attempting 
to establish Portuguese stations on the coast of that con* 
tinent, and to communicate with the natives; '^e poi aver 
con essi loro comercio per Tonore e utilt^ del Begno.^' * 

The highways of Europe were well known; for mercantile 
transactions between country and countiy were carried on 
upon a system so totally different from that existing at pre- 
sent, that multitudes of the citizens of every commercial 
state were constantly wandering over the feu^e of Europe, 
and bringing home anecdotes, if not much solid information^ 
regarding the distant lands they had visited. The merchant 
frequently accompanied his goods; and the smaller traders^ 
especially from the cities of Italy, travelled every season 
from fair to fair, and mart to mart, throughout the whole of 
the civilized world. Besides the communications which thus 
took place, and the information thus diffused, intelligence of 
a different sort was carried by another class, who may have 
been said to have represented in that day the tourists of the 
present Chivalry, indeed, had greatly declined since the 
days of Bichard L, and even since the time of the Black 
Prince; but still it was a constant practice for young knights 

* BoiTOB, Dec. i. lib. i. cap. 6. 
M 2 
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and nobles of eyery country to Tisit the courts of foreign 
princes, in order either to acquire the warlike arts then 
practised, or to gain distinction by feats of arms. Few books 
of trayels were written, it is true, and fewer read; for the art 
of printing had not yet, by the easy multiplication of copies, 
placed the stores of learning within the reach of the many; 
and one of the sources from which yast information might 
haye been deriyed was out off, by the general abhorrence 
with which the eyer-wandering tribes of Israel were regarded, 
and the habitual taciturnity which had thus been produced 
in a people naturally loquacious. 

Still a great deal of desultory and yagiie information con- 
cerning distant lands was floating about society. Strange 
tales were told, it is true, and truth deformed by fiction; but 
imagination had plenty of materials out of which to form 
splendid structures; and bright pictures of the fiax and the 
future, certainly did present themselyes to the glowing fancy 
of Richard of Woodville, as he rode on upon his way. Know- 
ing his own courage, his own skill, ana his own strength; 
energetic in character, resolute, and perseyering; animated 
by loye, and encouraged by hope, he might well look forward 
to the world as a haryest-field of glory, into which he was 
about to put the sickle. Then came all the yague and 
misty representations that imagination could call up of 
distant courts and foreign princes, tilt and tournament, and 
high emprize; and the adyenturous spirit of the times of old 
made his bosom thrill with dim yisions of strange scenes 
and unknown places, accidents, difficulties, dangers, enter- 
prises, — the hard rough ore firom which the gold of praise 
and renown was still to be extracted. 

Moyement and exertion are the life-blood of youth; and 
as he rode on, the spirits of Richard of Woodyille rose 
higher and higher; expectation expanded; the regrets were 
left behind; and ^Onward, onward!" was the cry of his 
heart, as the grey cloud broke into mottled flakes upon the 
sky, and gradually disappeared, as if absorbed by the blue 
heayen which it had preyiously coyered. 

Through the rich wooded land of England he took his 
way for four days, contriying generally to make his resting- 
place for the night at some town which possessed the adyan- 
tage of an inn, or at the house of some old friend of his 
fiimUy, where he was sure of kind reception. In the day- 
time, howeyer, many of his meals were eaten in the open 
field, or under the broad shade of the trees; and, as he 
sat, after partaking lightly of the food which had been 
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1>rought with him, while the horses were finishing their pro- 
vender, the birds singing in the trees above often brought 
back to his mind the words of the minstrel's girFs lay: — 

" The lark shall sing on high, 
Whatever shore thou rovest ; 
The nightingale shall try 

To (^ np her thou lovest. 
For the true heart and kind, 
Its reoompence shall find ; 
Shall win praise, 
And golden days, 
And live in many a tale." 

It seemed like the song of hope, and rang in his ear, 
mingling with the notes of the blackbird, the thrush, and the 
wood-lark, and promising success and happiness. The 
words, too, called up the image of Mary Markham, as she 
herself would have wished, the end and object of all his 
hopes and wishes, the crowning rewaxd of every deed he 
•thought to do. It is true that, with her, still appeared to the 
eye of memory the form of poor Ella Brune; but it was 
with very different sensations. He felt grateful to her for 
that cheering song; and, indeed, how often is it in life, that 
a few words of hope and encouragement are more valuable 
^o us, are of more real and solid benefit, than a gift of gold 
and gems! for moral support to the heart of man, in the 
hour of difficulty, is worth all that the careless hand o( 
wealth and power can bestow. But he felt no love — ^he 
might admire her, he might think her beautifiil; but it was 
widi the cold admiration of taste, not with passion. Her 
loveliness to him was as that of a picture or statue, and the 
only warmer sensations that he felt when he thought of her, 
were pity for her misfortunes, and interest in her fate. Nor 
•did this arise either in coldness of nature, or the haugh^ 
pride of noble birth; but love was with him, as it was with 
many in days somewhat previous to his own, very different 
from the transitory and mutable passion which so generally 
bears that name. It was the aosorbing principle of his 
whole nature, the ruling power of his heart, concentrated all 
in one — indivisible — ^unchangeable — a spirit in his spirit, a 
devotion, almost a worship. I say not, that in former times, 
before he had felt that passion, he might not have lived as 
others lived, — that he might not have trifled with the fair and 
bright wherever he found them, — ^that the fiery eagerness of 
jrouthful blood might not have carried him to folly, and to 
wrong; but firom the moment he had learned to love Mary 
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Markhaniy his heart had been for her alone, and the gate of 
lis affections was closed against all others. Thus, oonid 
she have seen his inmost thoughts, she would have found 
how fully justified was her confidence, and might, perhaps, 
have blushed to recollect that one doubt had ever crossed 
her bosom. 

It was about three o^dock on the eyening of the fourth 
day, that Richard of Woodville — passing along by the priory, 
and leaving the church of St. Alary to the left, with the 
towers of the old castle frowning from the steep above, on 
one side, and the round chapel of the ancient temple house 
peeping over the hill upon the other — entered die small 
town of Dover, and approached the sea-shore, which, in 
tbose days, unencumbered by the immense masses of shingle 
lliat have since been rolled along the coast, extended but a 
short distance from the base of the primeval cliffis. Thus 
Ae town was then thrust into the narrow valley at the foot 
of the two hills; and the moment that the houses were 
passed, the vnde scene of the sea, with a number of small 
Tessels lying almost close to the shore, broke upon the eye. 

The associations of the people naturally gave to the prin- 
eipal hostelry of the place a similar name to that which it has 
ever since borne. Though very differently situated and main- 
tained, the chief place of public reception in the town of 
Dover was then called the Bark, as it is now called the Ship; 
and although that port was not the principal place through 
which the communication between England and France took 
place, yet, ever since Calais had been an English possesion, 
a great traffic had been carried on by Dover, so that the 
hostelry of the Bark was one of the most comfortable and 
best appointed in the kingdom. 

As every man of wealth and consequence who landed at, 
or embarked from, that port, brought his horses with him, 
immerous ostlers and stable boys were always ready to take 
eharge of the guests' steeds; and as soon as a gentleman's 
train was seen coming dovm the street, loud shouts from the 
host called forth a crowd of expectant faces, and ready hands 
to give assistance to the arriving guests. 

The first amongst those who appeared was Ned Dyram, in 
his blue tabard; and, although he did not condescend to 
hold his master's stirrup, but left that task to others, yet he 
advanced to the young gentleman's side, vrith some pride in 
the numbers and gallant appearance of the train, and informed 
him as he dismounted, that he had performed his errand in 
London ; and also the charge which he had received for Dover, 
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liaying engaged a large bark, named the Lucy Nevillej to 
oany his master, with horses and attendants, to the small 
town of Nieuport, on the Flemish coast 

" The tide will serve at five o'clock, sir," he said. " There 
is time to embark the horses and baggage, if you will^ 
while you and the men sup. We have plenty of hands 
here to help ; and I will see it all done safely. If not, we 
must stop dll to-morrow." 

The host put in his word, however, observing, *^ that the 
young lord might be tired with a long journey, that it were 
better to wait and part with the morning tide, and that it was 
Friday — an inauspicious day to put to sea." 

But the surface of the water was calm ; the sky was bright 
and clear; and it was the last day of the period which Wood- 
ville had fixed, in his oommunicalion with the King, for his 
stay in England. He therefore determined to foUow the 
opinion of Ned Dyram, instead of that of the host, which 
Acre wa« no absolute impossibility to prevent him from sup- 
posing interested; and, Adoring his Lrsesand luggage to 
be embarked, with manifold charges to his skilM attendant 
to look well to the safety of the chargers, he sat down to the 
ample supper which was soon after on the board, proposing 
to be down on the beach before his orders regarding the 
horses were put in execution. 

The master and the man, in those more simple days, sat 
at the same board in the inn, and of^n at the castle : and as 
he knew that his own rising would be a signal for the rest to 
cease their meal, Bichard of Woodville remained for several 
minutes, to allow the more slow and deliberate to accomplish 
die great function of the mindless. At length, however, he 
rose, discharged his score, added largess to payment, and 
then, with the '^ fair voyage, noble sir," of the host, and the 
good wishes of drawers and ostlers, proceeded to the shore^ 
where he fully expected to find Ned Dyissa busily engaged 
in shipping his baggage. 

No one was there, however, but two or three of the horse- 
boys of the hotel, who saluted him with the tidings that all 
was on board. As he cast his eyes seaward, he saw a large 
boat returning from a ship at some small distance from the 
shore, with Ned Dyram in the stem ; and in a few minutes 
after, the active superintendent of the embarkation jumped 
ashore, with a laugh, saying, ^^ Ah, sir! so you could not 
trust me! But all is safe, no hide rubbed off, no knees 
broken, no shoulder shaken ; and if they do not kick them* 
selves to pieces before we reach Nieuport, you will have aa 
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stout chargers to ride as any in Burgundy. But you are not 
going to embark yet ? The tide will not serve for half an 
hour ; and I have left my saddle-bags at the hostel." 

** Well, run quick and get them," replied his master. ^' 1 
would fain see how all is stowed before we sail." 

^' And know litde about it when you do see," answered 
Ned Dyram, with his usual rude bluntness, or that which 
appeared to be such. 

Richard of Woodville might feel a little angry at his saucv 
tone ; but it was only a passing emotion, easily exttnguished. 
** I certainly know little of stowing ships, my good friend," he 
answered, ^' seeing that I never was m one in my life ; but 
common sense is a great thing, Master Dyram ; and I am 
not likely to be mistaken as to whether the horses are so 
placed as to run the least chance of hurting themselves or 
each other. Back to the hostel, then, as I ordered, with all 
speed ; and do not let me have to wait for you." 

The last words were spoken in a tone of command, which 
did not much please the nearer; but there were certain feel- 
ings in his breast that rendered him unvrilling to offend a 
master on whom he had no tie of old services ; and he there-^ 
fore hurried his pace away, as long as he was within sight. 
He contrived to keep WoodviUe waiting, however, for at least 
twenty minutes ; ana as the young gentleman gazed towards 
the ship, he saw the large and cumbersome sails slowly 
unfurled, and preparations of various kinds made for putting 
to sea. His patience was well nigh exhausted, and he had 
already taken his place in the boat, intending to bid the men 
pull away, when Ned Dyram appeared, coming down from 
the inn, and carrying his saddle bags over his arm, whUe a 
man followed belong a heavy cofir^ 

Richard of Woodville smiled, saying to his yeoman of the 
stirrup, *' I knew not our friend Ned had such mass of bag^ 
gage, or I would have given him further time." 

^ He has got his tools there, I doubt," observed the old 
armourer; ^^for he is a famous workman, both in steel and 
gilding, though somewhat new-fangled in his notions." 

The minute after Ned Dyram was seated in the boat, the 
men gave way, and over the calm waters of a sea just rippled 
by a soft but feivourable breeze, she flew towards the ship* 
AH on board were in the bustle of departure ; and, before 
Richard of Woodville had examined the horses, and satisfied 
himself that everything had been carefully and thoughtfully 
arranged for their safety, the bark was under weigh. He 



AGINCOURT. 169 

looked round for Ned Dyram, willing to make up, by some 
praise of his attention and judgment, for any sharpness of 
speech on the shore; but the yeomen told him that their 
comrade had gone below, saying that he was always sick at 
sea ; and the young gentleman, escaping from the crowd and 
confusion which existed amongst horses and men in the fore 
part of the vessel, retired to the stem, and took up his posi- 
tion near the steersman, while the cliffs of England, and the 
tall towers of the castle, with the churches and houses below, 
slowly diminished, as moving heavily through the water the 
bark laid her course for the town of Nieuport 

The bustle soon ceased upon the deck; some of the 
yeomen laid themselves down to sleep, if sleep they might ; 
the rest were down below; the mariners who remained on 
deck proceeded with their ordinary tasks in silence; the wind 
wafited them gently along with a soft and easy motion ; and 
the sun, declining in the sky, shone along the bosom of the 
sea as if laying down a golden path, midway between France 
and England. 

The feeling of parting from home was renewed in the 
bosom of Richard of Woodville, as he gazed back at the 
slowly waning shores of his native land, leaning his arms, 
folded on his chest, upon the bulwark of the stem. He felt 
no inclination to converse ; and the man at the huge tiller 
seemed little disposed to speak. All was silent, except an 
occasional snatch of a rade song, with which one of the sea- 
men cheered his idleness from time to time ; till at length a 
sweeter voice was heard, singing in low and almost plaintive 
tones; and, turning suddenly round, Woodville beheld a 
female figure, dothed in black, leaning upon the opposite 
side of the vessel, and gazing, like himself, upon the receding 
cliffs of England. He listened as she sang ; but the first 
stanza of her lay was done before he could catch the words. 

SONG. 

I. 

Oh, leave longing ! dream no more 

Of sunny hours to come ; 
Dreams tliat fade like that loved shore, 
Where once we made our home. 
Farewell ; and sing Inllabie 
To all the joys that pass ns by. 
They go to sleep, 
Thon^ we may weep,' 
And never come again. — Nennie. 
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Oil, leave sighing ! thought is Y$m 

Of all the treMures past ;] 
Hope and fear, delight and pain. 
Are clay, and cannot last. 
Farewell ; and sin? loDabie 
To all the things toat pass us by. 
They go to sleep, 
Thou^ we may weep, 
And never come again. — ^Nennie. 

ni. 

Oh, leave looking--K)n the wave 

That dances in the ray $ 
See ! now it earls its crest so brave. 
And now it melts away. 
Farewell; and singlullabie 
To it and all that passes by. 
They go to sleep, 
Thooj^ we may weep. 
And never come again. — ^Neimie. 

The voice was^ so sweet, the music was so plaintivey that, 
without knowing it, and though she sang in a low and sub* 
dued tone, the singer had every ear turned to listen. Richard 
of Woodville did not require to see her face, to recognise 
Ella Brune, though the change in her dress might have 
proved an effectual means of concealment, had she been dis- 
posed to hide herself from him. The peculiarly mellow and 
musical tone of her voice was enough ; and^ as soon as the 
lay ceased, Woodville crossed over and spoke to her. 

But she showed no surprise at seeing him, greeting him 
with a smile, and answering gaily to his inquiry, if she knew 
that he was in the same ship, — ^^ Certainly; that was the rea- 
son that I came. I am going to be headstrong, noble sir, for 
the rest of my life. I would not go to York, as you see ; for 
I £Euicied that when people have got hold of that which does 
not belong to them, they may strike at any hand which strives 
to take it away, especially if it be that of a woman." 

^ You are right, Ella," answered Richard of WoodviUe ; 
^ I had not thought of that." 

^ Then I am going to Peronne, or it may be to Dijon,*^ 
continued Ella, in a tone still light, notwithstanding the some- 
what melancholy character of her song ; ^ because I think I 
can be of service, perhaps, to some who have been kind to 
me; and then, too, I intend to amass great store of money, 
and marry a scrivener.^' 

** You are gay, Ella," replied Woodville, somewhat gravely. 
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aitting down beside her, as she stUl leaned over the side of 
the vessel. 

'^Do yon see those waves?" she said; ^and how tfaej 
dance and sparkle ?'' 

^^ Yes," replied her companion ; '^ what then?" 

^' There are depths beneath!" answered Ella. ^Hence- 
forth I will be gay — on the surface/ at least, like the sunny 
sea; but it is because I have more profound thoughts within 
me, than when I seemed most sad. Keep my secret, noble 
sir." 

"That I will, Ella," repUed WoodviUe; «but teU me— 
Did my servant find you out ?" 

"Yes, and did me good service," answered the girl; " for 
he brought me here.^' 

"And the poor fool was afraid I should be offended," said 
Woodville ; " for he has avoided mentioning your name." 

" Perhaps so," rejoined Ella ; " for he knew, I believe, that 
you did not wish to have me in your company. Tis a charge, 
noble sir; and a poor minstrel girl is not fit for a high gen- 
tleman's train.^' 

"Nay, you do me wrong, EUa," answered Bichard of 
Woodville; "right willingly, my poor girl, now as hereto- 
fore, in this as in other things, will I give you protection. I 
thought, indeed, that it mi^t be better for yourself to re- 
main; and there were reasons, moreover, that you do not 
know.** 

"Nay, but I do know, sir," replied EUa, interrupting him; 
" I know it all. I have mside acquaintance with your lady- 
love, and sat at her knee and sung to her ; and die has be- 
friended the poor lonely girl, as you did before her ; and she 
told me, she would neither doubt you nor me, though you 
took me on your journey, and protected me by the way." 

" Dear, frank Mary !" exclaimed Richard of WoodviUe ; 
"there spoke her own true heart But teU me more about 
this, EUa. How did you see her? — ^when ? — where?" 

EUa Bnme did as he bade her, and related to him aU that 
had occurred to her since he had left London. As she spoke, 
her eye was generaUy averted ; but sometimes it glanced to 
his countenance, especiaUy when she either referred to Sir 
Simeon of Boydon, or to Mary Markham ; and she saw with 
pleasure the flush upon her young protectors cheek, the 
knitted brow, and flashing eye, when she told the outrage she 
had endured, and the look of generous satisfaction which 
lighted up each feature, when she spoke of the protection 
she had received from good Sir Philip Beauchamp and the 
King. 
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^^ Ah ! my noble ancle !'' he said ; *^ he is, indeed, some- 
what harsh and rash when the warm blood stirs within him, 
as all these old knights are, Ella; but there never was a man 
more ready to draw the sword, or open the purse, for those 
who are in need of either, than himself. And so the King 
befriended you, too? He is well worthy of his royal name, 
and has done but justice on this arch knave." 

'' Not half justice," answered Ella Brune, with a sudden 
change of tone ; ^^ but no matter for that, the hand of ven* 
geance will reach him one of these days. He cannot hide his 
deeds from God ! — But you speak not of your sweet lady: — 
was she not kind to the poor minstrel girl?" 

'^ She is always kino," answered Richard of Woodville. 
^' Odd's blessing on her blithe heart! She would fain give 
the same sunshine that is within her own sofL bosom, to 
every one around her." 

^' That cannot be," answered Ella Brune ; ^^ there are some 
made to be happy, some unhappy, in this world. Fortune 
has but a certain store, and she parts it unequally, though, 
perhaps, not blindly, as men say. But there's a place where 
all is made eaual ;" and, resuming quickly her lighter tone, 
she went on, dwelling long upon every word that Mary Mark- 
ham had said to her, seeming to take a pleasure in that, which 
had in reality no small portion of pain mingled with it 
Such is not infrequently the case, indeed, with almost all men ; 
for it is wonderful how the bee of the human heart will con- 
trive to extract sweets from the bitter things of life ; but, 
perhaps, there might be a little art in it — innocent art, in- 
deed — ^most innocent; for its only object was to hide from the 
eyes of Richard of Woodville that there was any feeling in 
her bosom towards him but deep gratitude and perfect confi* 
dence. She dwelt then upon her he loved, as u the subject 
were as pleasing to her as to himself; and, though she spoke 
gaily — sometimes almost in a jesting tone — ^yet there were 
touches of deep feeling mingled every now and then with all 
she said, which made him perceive that, as she herself had 
told him, the lightness was in manner alone, and not in the 
mind. 

At all events, her conduct had one effect which she could 
have desired : it removed all doubt and hesitation from the 
mind of Richard of Woodville, if any such remained, in 
Vegard to his behaviour towards her; — it did away all 
scruple as to guarding and protecting her on the way, as far 
as their roads lay together. 

One point, indeed, in her account puzzled him, and excited 
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Us curiosity — which was the sudden departure of his uncle 
and Mary from Westminster. ** Well," he thought, " I never 
loved the task of discovering mysteries, and have ever been 
willing to leave Time to solve them, else I should have 
troubled my brain somewhat more about my sweet Mary's 
&te and history than I have done ;'* and, after pondering for 
a few moments more, he turned again to other subjects with 
Ella Brune. Pleased and entertained by her conversation, 
he scarcely turned his eyes back towards the coast of Eng- 
land, till the cliffs had become faint and grey, like a cloud 
upon the edge of the sky ; while the sun setting over the 
waters seemed to change them into liquid fire. In the mean- 
time, wafted on by the light breeze, the ship continued her 
slow way; and, as the orb of day sank below the horizon, 
the moon, which had been up for some little time, poured her 
silver light upon the water — ^no longer outshone by the 
brighter beams. The sky remained pure and blue ; the stars 
appeared faint amidst the lustre shed by the queen of night; 
and the water, dashing from the stem, looked like waves of 
molten silver as they flowed away. Nothing could be more 
calm, more grand, more beautiftil, than the scene, with the 
vride expanse of heaven, and the wide expanse of sea, and 
the pure lights above and the glistening ripple below, and 
the curtain of darkness hanging round the verge of aU things, 
like the deep veil of a past and friture eternity. 

Neither Ella Brune nor Richard of Woodville could help 
feeling the influence of the hour, for the grand things of nature 
raise and elevate the human heart, whether man will or not. 
They lived in a rude age, it is true; but the spirit of each 
was high and fine; and their conversation gradually took its 
tone from the scene that met their eyes on all sides. They 
might not know that those stars were unnumbered suns, or 
wandering planets, like their own; they might not know that 
the bright broad orb that spread her light upon the waves 
was an attendant world, wheeling through space around that 
in which they lived; they had no skill to people the im- 
mensity with miracles of creative power; but they knew that 
all they beheld was the handiwork of God, and they felt 
that it was very beautiful and very good. Their souls were 
naturally led up to the contemplation of things above the 
earth ; and while Richard of Woodville learned hope and 
confidence in Him who had spread the heaven with stars and 
clothed the earth in loveliness, Ella Brune took to her heart, 
from the same source, the lesson of firmness and resignation. 

They gazed, they wondered, they adored ; and each spoke 
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to the other some of the feelings whioh were in their hearts; 
but some only, for there were many that they conld not 
speak. 

^ I remember,** said EUa, at length, in a low yoioe, ^ when 
I was at a town called Innsbruck, in the midst of beautifiil 
mountains, hearing the nuns chant a hymn, which I caught 
up by ear; and the poor old man and I turned it, as best we 
might, into English, and used often in our wanderings to 
console ourseWes with singing it, when little else had we to 
console us. It comes into my mind to-night more than 
ever." 

^ Let me hear it, then, Ella,*' said Richard of WoodviUe ; 
^ I love all music.*' 

^^ I will sing it,** replied Ella; <^but you must not hear it 
only. You must join in heart, if not in voice.'* 

HYMN. 

Ohffloriotus! oh mighty! Lord God of salvation I 
Thy name let na praise firom the depth of the heart ; 

Let ton^e tans to tongue, and nation to nation. 
And m the glad hymn, all thy works bear a part. 

The tops of the monntains with praises are ringing, 
The deptha of the valleya re-echo the cry ; 

The waves of the ocean Iny glories are singing. 
The clouds and the winds mid a voice as they fly ; 

The weakest, the strongest, the lowlj^, the glorious, 
The living on earth, and the dead in the grave I 

Por the arm of thy Son over death is victorious, 
With power to redeem, and with mercy to save. 

Oh glorious ! oh nughty ! Lord God of salvation ! 

To Thee let us sing m>m the depth of the heart; 
Let tonffue tell to tongue, and nation to nation, 

How bountiful, gracious, and holy Thou art. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE FOREIGN LAND. 



The night had fallen nearly an hour ere Bichaid of Wood* 
ville, Ella firime, and the young Englishman's attendants, 
were seated for ^e first time round the table of a small 
Flemish inn, on the day after they had left the shores of their 
native land. Strange as it may seem, that with a wind not 
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im&yoiixable, somewhat more than twenty-four hours should 
be occupied by a voyage of less than sixty miles; yet such 
had been the ease between Dover and Nieuport; for it was 
more than five hours past noon, on the evening following 
that on which they set sail, when the bark that bore Bichard 
of Woodville entered the mouth of the little river on which 
that port is situated. But the art of navigation was little 
Imown in those times; and the wind, which, though directly 
fidr at first, was never strong enough to give the ship much 
way through the water, veered round soon after midnight^ 
not to a point exactly contrary, but to one which favoured 
the course of the voyagers very little ; so that if it had not 
again changed before night, another twelve hours might have 
been passed upon the sea. At length, however, ^e land, 
which had been for some time in sight, grew clear and more 
strongly marked; the towers of village churches were seen, 
distinct; and, anchoring as near the town as possible, the dis- 
embarkation was commenced without delay, in order to ac- 
complish the task before nightfall. Neverdieless, ere horses 
and baggage were all safely on the shore, the day had well 
nigh come to an end; so diat, as I have said, it was dark 
before the young Englishman, Ella Brune, and his attend- 
ants, were seated round the table of the poor hostel, which 
was the only place of entertainment that the town afforded. 

Here first the services of the poor minstrel girl became 
really valuable to her protector; for notwithstanding the 
proximity of the English coast, not a soul in the hostel could 
speak aught else but the Flemish tongue. There were evi- 
dently numerous other guests, all requiring entertainment; 
though with a strange exdusiveness, hardly known in those 
days, they kept themselves closely shut up in the rooms which 
had been retained for their own accommodation; and as 
neither Woodville nor any of his train, not even excepting 
the learned Ned D}Tam, Imew one word of the language, the 
whole party would have fared ill, had not Ella, in tones 
which rendered even that harsh jargon sweet, given, in the 
quality of interpreter, the necessary orders for all diat was 
required. 

The greatest difficulty seemed to be in obtaining chambers, 
in which the somewhat numerous party of the young cavalier 
could find repose. The stable and the adjoining bam were 
full already of horses and mules, even to overflowing, otherwise 
they might have afforded accommodation to men who were 
accustomed in their own country to lie hard, and yet sleep 
lightly; and only one room of any size was vacant, with a 
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small eloset hard by, containing a low pallet The latter, 
Richard of Woodyille at once assigned to Ella Bnine; the 
former he reserved for himself and three of his men, of whom 
Ned Dyram was one; and it was finally arranged that the 
rest should be provided with dry hay, mown from the neigh- 
bouring sandy ground, in the hall where they supped. 

As soon as the meal was over, the board was deared, the 
hay brought in, Ella retired to her pallet, Biohard of Wood- 
ville to his; straw was laid down across his door for the 
three men; and the whole party were soon in the arms of 
slumber. Richard of Woodville dreamed, however, with 
visions coming thick and fast, and changing as they came, 
like the figures in a phantasmagoria. Now he was in the 
King^s court, defying Simeon of Roydon to batde; now at 
the old hall at Dunbury, with Isabel, and Dacre, and Mary, 
and poor Catherine Beauchamp hersel£ Then niddenly the 
scene changed, and he was bv the moonligpht stream near 
Abbot's Ann, with Hal of Hadnock. He heard a voice call 
to him from the water: '^Richard! Richard !** it seemed to 
ciy, ** Save me ! Revenge me ! — Richard, Richard of Wood- 
ville!" 

He started suddenly up; but the voice still rang in his 
ears : ^' Richard of Woodville,'' it said, or seemed to say. 

^ I hear,*' he exclaims. << Who calls ? " 

*^ What maiden is this thou hast with thee ? '* asked the 
voice. ** Beware ! Beware ! Love will not be lic^tlied." 

^^ Who is it that speaks ? '' demanded Richard of Wood- 
ville, rubbing his eyes in surprise and bewilderment But 
no one answered, and all was silence. ** Surely, some one 
spoke,** said the young gentleman; ''if so, let them speak 
again.** 

There was no reply; and Woodville was inclined to 
believe that his dream had been prolonged after he had fan- 
cied himself awake; but^ as he sat up and listened, he heard 
the movement of some one amongst the straw at the end of 
the room ; and, well aware that, if any of the men were watdi- 
ful, it must be he who had the most mind, he exclaimed, 
** Ned Dyram ! are you asleep ? *' 

'' No, sir,** replied the man; '' I have been awake these ten 
minutes.** 

''Did you hear any one speak just now?** demanded 
Woodville. 

" To be sure I did,'* answered Dyram. " Some one called 
you by your name : it was that whidi roused me. They asked 
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^about the maiden, Ella, and bade you beware. Foul fall 
them! we have witches near.'' 

Richard of Woodville instantly sprang from his bed, and 
advanced towards the casement The moon was still shin- 
ing; but when the young gentleman gazed forth, all without 
was in the still quiet of midnight He could see the court of 
the hostel, and die angle of the building, formed by a sort of 
wing which projected from the rest, close to where he stood; 
but all was calm; and not a creature seemed stirring. He 
looked up to the windows in the wing, but there was no light 
in any. 

^^ Whence did the sound seem to come, Ned?** he asked. 

*' It seemed in the room," replied the man. *^ Shall I strike 
a light? I have always wherewithal about me.'' 

Richard of Woodville bade him do so; and a lamp was 
soon lighted. But Ned Djrram and his master searched the 
room in vain ; and the other two inhabitants of the chamber 
slept soundly through all. At length, puzzled and disap- 
pointed, Woodville retired to bed again, and the light was 
extinguished; but the young gentleman did not sleep for 
some hours, listening eagerly for any sound. None made 
itself heard through the rest of the night, but the hard breath- 
ing of the sleeping yeomen; and, after watching till near 
morning, slumber once more fell upon Woodville's eyes, and 
he did not wake till the sun had been up an hour. The 
yeomen had already quitted the room without his having 
perceived it; and, dressing himself in haste, he proceeded to 
inquire of the host what strangers had lodged in his house 
during the preceding night, besides himself and his own 
attendants ? 

^ None, but a party of monks and nuns," the man replied, 
through the interpretation of Ella Brune, whom Woodville 
had called to his aid. 

*^ Ask him, Ella, of what country they were," said Richard 
of Woodville. But the man replied to Ella's question, that 
they were all Hainaulters, except two who came from Fries- 
land; and that they were going on a pilgrimage to Rome. 

Richard of Woodville was more puzzled than ever. For 
a moment he suspected that Ned Dyram might have played 
some trick upon, him; for, notwithstanding the bluntness of 
that worthy personage, a doubt of his being really as honest 
and straightforward as the King believed him, had entered 
into Woodville's mind, he knew not well why. Reflecting, 
however, on tiie fact of Ned Dyram having encouraged Ella 
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Biune to acoompaay them to the Contment, notwithstandiiig 
the opposite advice given by his master, the yoimg gende- 
aum soon rejected that suspicion, and remained as much 
troubled to account for what had occurred as before. 

No fiirther information was to be obtained ; and, as soon 
as his men and horses were prepared, Richard of Woodville 
commenced his journey towards Ghent; directing his stepa 
in the first instance to Ohistel, through a country which pre- 
sented, at that period, nothing but wide uncultivated plains 
and salt marshes, with here and there a village raised on 
any little eminence, or a feudal castle near the shore, from 
which, even in those days, and still more in the times pre- 
ceding, numerous bands <rf pirates were sent forth, sweeping 
the sea, and occasionally entering llie mouths of the English 
rivers. The inhabitants of the whole tract, from Ostend to 
Ae Aa, were notorious for their savage and blood-thirsty 
character; so much so, indeed, as to have obtained the name 
of the Scythians of the North; and Ella Brune, as she rode 
beside Bicfaard of Woodville, on one of the mides which he 
had brought with him, and which had been freed from its 
•hare of the baggage to bear her lighter weight, warned her 
companion to be upon his guard, as the passage through 
ftat part of the country was still considered unsafe, not- 
withstanding some improvement in the manners of the 
people. 

At first Woodville only smiled, replying, that he thought a 
party of eleven stout Englishmen were sufficient to deal widi 
any troop of rude Flemings who might come against them. 
But she went on to give hnn many anecdotes of brutal out- 
rages that had been committed within a very few years, 
which somewhat changed his opinion; and the appearance 
of a body of five or six horsemen, seemingly watching the 
advance of his little force, induced him to tidce some precau- 
tions. Halting within sight of the church of Lombards 
Heyde, he caused his archers to put on the cuirasses and 
salades with which they were provuled for active service, and 
ordered them to have their bows ready for action at a mo- 
ment's notice. He also partly armed himself, and directed 
Ae two pages to follow him plose by with his casque, slueld, 
and lance; and thus, keeping a firm array, the party moved 
forward to Ghistel, watched all the way along the road by 
the party they had at first observed, but widiout any attack 
being made. Their military diq>lay, indeed, proved in some 
degree detrimental to them; for that small town had been 
surrounded by ramparts some sixty or seventy years before, 
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and the party of strangers was refused admission at the gates. 
On the offer of payment, however, some of the inhabitants 
readily enough brought forth com and water for the horses^ 
and food and hydromel for the men. One or two of them 
could speak French also; and from them Richard of Wood- 
Tille obtained clear directions for pursuing his way towards 
Ohent He now found that he had already somewhat de- 
-viated from the right track in coming to Ghutel at all; but 
as he was there, ti^e men said that the best course for Mm to 
follow was to cross the country direct by Emeghem, and 
thence march through the forest of Winendale, along the 
hi|^ raised causeway which commenced at the gates of 
OhisteL 

As no likelihood of obtaining any nearer place of repose 
presented itself, the young Englishman proceeded to follow 
these directions, and towards three o'clock of the same day 
reached the village of Emeghem. Much to his disappoint* 
ment, however, he found no place of entertainment there. 
The inhabitants were mostly in the fields, and but little food 
was to be obtained for man or horse. On his own account, 
Richard of Woodville cared little; nor did he much heed his 
men being broken in to privations, which he well knew must 
ofken befal them; but for Ella Bnme he was more anxious, 
and expressed to her kindly his fears lest she should suffer 
from hunger and £Bitigue. But Ella laughed lightly, replying, 
^^ I am more accustomed to it than any of you." 

Onward from that place, the march of the travellers was 
through the deep green wood, which, at that time, extended 
from a few miles to the south of Thorout, almost to the 
gates of Bruges. The soil was marshy, the road heavy, 
and full of sand ; but the weather was still beautifully clear, 
the sun shone bright and warm, a thousand wild flowers grew 
up under the shade, and the leafy branches of the forest 
offered no unpleasant canopy, even at that early period of the 
year. Neither village, nor house, nor woodman's hut, nor 
castle tower, presented itself for several miles ; and as they 
approached a spot where the road divided into two, with no 
friendly indication to the weary traveller of the place to 
which either tended, Richard of Woodville turned towards 
Ella, asking — ^ Which, think you, I ought to follow, my fair 
maid ? or had I better, like the knight-errajit of old, give the 
choice up to my horse, and see what his sagaoi^ will do, 
where my own entirely fiuls me?" 

** What little I have," replied Ella, " would be of no good 
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here ; but I think the best road to choose would be the most 
beaten one." 

'^ Often the safest, Ella,^ replied Richard, with a smile. 

^^ Yet not always Ae most pleasant," answered Ella Brune. 
But, as she spoke, a human figure came in sight, the first 
that they had seen since they had left Emeghem. It was 
that of a stout monk, in a grey gown, with a large straw hat 
upon his head, tied with a riband under his beard. He was 
mounted upon a tall powerful ass, which was ambling along 
with him at a good pace ; and though he pulled up when he 
saw the large party of strangers pausing at the separation of 
the two roads, he came forward at a slower pace the next 
moment, and, after a careful inspection of the young leader's 
person, saluted him courteously in the French tongue. — 
** Give you good day, and benedicite, my son," he said, 
bowing his head. *' You seem embarrassed about your way. 
Can I help you ?" 

*^ Infinitely, good fftther," replied Bichard of Woodville, 
^ if you can diirect me on the road. I am going to Ghent" 

"Why, you can never reach Ghent to-night, my son," 
exclaimed the monk ; " and you will find but poor lodging 
till you get to Thielt, which you will not reach till midnight, 
unless you ride hard." 

" We shall want both food and lodging long ere that, good 
father," said Richard of Woodville. " Whither does this road 
you have just come up lead ?" 

" To Aertrick," replied the monk : " but you will get nei- 
ther food nor beds there, my son, for so large a troop. *Tis 
a poor place, and the priest is a poor man, who would lodge 
a single traveller willingly enough, but has no room for more, 
nor bread to give ihem ; but your best plan wiU be to come 
with me to Thorout 'Tis a little out of your way to Ghent; 
but yet you can reach that city to-morrow, if you will, though 
'tis a long day's journey — well nigh ten leagues." 

"Is there a hostel in Thorout, good father ?" asked Richard 
of Woodville. 

"One of the most miserable in Flanders, Hainault, or 
Brabant," answered the monk, laughing; "but we have a 
priory there, where we are always willing to lodge strangers, 
and let them taste of our refectory. We are a poor order," 
he continued, with a sly smile, "but yet we live in a rich 
country, and the people are benevolent to us, so that our 
board is not ill supplied ; and strangers who visit us always 
remember our poverty." 

" That we will do most willingly," said Richard of Wood- 
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ville, '^ to the best of our ability, good &ther. But you see 
we have a lady with us. Now I have heard, that in some 
orders — ^ 

" Ay, ay,** replied the monl| laughing, "where the brother- 
hood are in sad doubt of their own virtue ; but we are all 
grave and sober men, and fear not to see a fair sister amongst 
us — as a visitor, as a visitor, of course. It would be a want 
of Christian charity to send a fair lady from the gate, when 
she was in need of food and lodging. But come on, sir, if 
you will come; for we. have still near a league to go, and 'tis 
well nigh the hour of supper, which this pious beast of mine 
knows right well. I had to drub him all the way to Aertrick, 
because he thought I had ought to be at vespers in the con- 
vent; and now he ambles me well nigh three leagues to the 
hour, because he knows that I ought to be back again. Oh, 
he has as much care of my conscience as a lady's Ceither- 
director has of hers. Come, my son, if you be coming ;** 
and therewith he put his ass once more into a quick pace, 
and took the road to the right 

In little more than half an hour the whole party stood 
before the gates of a large heavy building, inclosed within 
high walls, situated at a short distance nom the town of 
Thorout; and the good monk, leaving his new friends with- 
out, went in to speak with the prior in regard to their recep- 
tion. No great difficulty seemed to be made ; and the prior 
himself, a white bearded, fresh complexioned old man, with 
a watery blue eye, well set in fat, came out to the door to 
welcome them. His air was benevolent ; and his look, though 
somewhat more joyous than was perhaps quite in harmony 
with his vows, was by no means so unusual in his class as to 
call for any particular observation on the part of the young 
Englishman. 

Far fit)m displaying any scruples in regard to receiving 
Ella within those holy walls, he was the first to show himself 
busy, perhaps somewhat more than needfrd, in assisting her 
to dismount It was evident that he was a great admirer of 
beauty in the other sex; but there were other objects for 
which he had an extreme regard ; and one of those, in the 
form of the supper of the monastery, was already being 
placed upon the table of the refectory ; so that there was no 
other course for him to pursue than to hasten the whole 
party in, to partake of the meal, only pausing to ask Richard 
of Woodville, with a glance at the black robe of serge and 
the white wimple of Ella Brune, whether she was a sister of 
some English order ? 
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Woodville simply replied that she was not, but merely a 
young maiden who was placed under his charge, to escort 
safely to Peronne, or perhaps Dijon, if she did not find her 
relations, who were attached to the Court of Burgundy, at the 
former place. 

The good prior was satisfied for the time, and led the way 
on to the refectory, where about twenty brethren were assem- 
bled, waiting with as eager looks for the commencement of 
the meal as if they had been fetsting for at least four-and- 
twenty hours. To judge, however, firom the viands to which 
they soon sat down, no such abstinence was usually prac- 
tised ; and capons, and roe-deer, and wild-boar pork, were 
in as great plen^ on the table of the refectory as in the hall 
of a high English baron. Some distinction of rank, too, 
was here observed;* and the attendants of Bichard of Wood- 
ville were left to sup with the servants of the convent^ 
somewhat to their surprise and displeasure. The monks in 
general seemed a cheerful and well-contented race, fond of 
good cheer and rich wine ; and all but one or two seemed to 
vie with each other in showing very courteous attention to 
poor Ella Brune, in which course the prior himself^ and the 
brother questor, who had been Woodville's guide thither, 
particularly distinguished themselves. 

There was one saturnine man, indeed, seated somewhat 
far down the table, with his head bent over his platter, who 
seemed to take littie share in the hilarity of the otliers. From 
time to time he gave a side-long look towards Ella ; but it 
was evidently not one of love or admiration ; and Bichard of 
Woodville was easily led to imagine that the good brother 
was somewhat scandalized at the presence of a woman in the 
convent He asked the questor, who sat next to him, how- 
ever, in a low voice, who that sUent brother was; and it 
needed no farther explanation to make the monk understand 
whom he meant 

'^ He is a Kill-joy," replied the questor, with a significant 
look ; ^ but he is none of our own people, though one of the 
order, from the abbey at Liege. He aepaxts soon, God be 
praised; for he has done nothing but censure us since he 
came hither. His abbot sent him away upon a visitation — ^to 
get rid of him, I believe ; for he was unruly there, too, and 

* In many coimtriesy the distinction of station, if not of birth, was 
very strictly enforced, especially at meals ; and I think it is Meyridc 
who mentions the ordomiBnce of some foreign prince, by which no one 
was permitted, nnder the grade of chivalry, to sit at the table with a 
knignt, mdess he were a cross-bowman, the eon of a knight. 
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declared that widgeons could not be eaten on even an ordi- 
narjr fast-day without sin, though we all know the contrary.*' 

^^ He is not orthodox in that, at least," answered Bichard 
of WoodviUe, with a smile. ^* Donbtless he thinks it highly 
improper for a lady to have shelter here.'' 

^ For that very reason/' said the questor, in the same low 
tone in which their conversation bad been hitherto carried on, 
'^ the prior will have to lodge yon in the visitor's lodging, 
which you saw just by the gate; for he fears the reports of 
brother Paul. Otherwise he would have put you in the sub^ 
prior's rooms, he being absent But see, now he has done 
himself how brother Paul watches every mouthfiil that goes 
down the throats of others!" The questor sank his voice to 
a whisper, adding, in a solemn tone, *^ He drinks no wine** 
nothing but water wets his lips! Is not that a sin? — a dis- 
paraging of the gifts of (}od?" 

^'It is, certainly, not using them discreetly," answered 
Bichard of Woodville ; ^^ and, methinks, in these low lands^ 
a cup of generous wine, such as this is, must be even more 
necessary to a reverend monk, who spends half his time in 
prayer, dian to a busy creature of the world, who has plenty 
of exercise to keep his blood flowing." 

*^ To be sure it is!" replied the questor, who approved the 
doctrine highly ; and thereupon he filled Woodville's can 
again, with a ^^ Benedicite, noble sir." 

When the meal was over, the young Englishman remarked^ 
that this grim brother Paul, of whom they had been speakings 
took advantage of the little interval wluch usually succeeds 
the pleasant occupation of eatmg, to draw the prior aside, 
and whisper to him for several minutes. The face of the 
latter betrayed impatience and displeasure, and he turned 
from him, with a somewhat mocking air, saying aloud, ^Yoa 
are mistaken, my brother, and not charitable, as you wiB 
soon see. Hark ! there is the bell for complines. Do yon 
attend the service, sir ?" 

The last words were addressed to Bichard of Woodville, 
who bowed his head, and answered, ^ Gladly I will." 

^^ Oh, yes !" cried Ella, with a joyful look; ^ I shall be so 
pleased, if I may find a place in the chapel. I have not had 
the opportunity of hearing any service since I left London.'* 

*^ Assuredly, my daughter!" said the prior, with a gracious 
look; ^^the chapel is open to all. We have our own place; 
but every day we have the villagers and townsfolk to hear 
our chanting, which we are somewhat vain of. You shall be 
shown how to reach it with your Mends." 
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The monks took their way to the chapel by a private door 
from the refeotor}'; and Richard of Woodville, with EUa, 
was led by a lay brother of the monastery through the court 
Two or three women and one old man were in the chapel, 
and the short evening service began and ended, the sweet 
iroice of Ella Brune mingling sounds with the choir, which, 
well I wot, the place had not often heard before. At the 
close, Bicbard of Woodville moved towards the door ; but 
EUa besought him to stay one moment, and, advancing to 
the shrine of Our Lady, knelt down and prayed devoutly, 
with her beads in her hand. Perhaps she might ask for a 
prosperous journey, and for deliverance from d^ger ; or she 
might entreat support and guidance in an undertaking that 
occupied the dearest thoughts of an enthusiastic heart ; nor 
will there be many found to blame her, even if the higher 
aspirations, the holier and purer impulses that separate the 
spirit from the earth and lead the soul to Heaven, were 
mingled with the mortal affections that cling around us to 
the end, so long as we are bondsmen of the clay. 

While she yet prayed, and while the monks were wending 
away through their own particular entrance, the old prior 
advanced to Woodville, who was standing near the door, and 
remarked, ^ Our fair sister seems of a devout and Galholic 
spirit. These are bad days, and there are many that swerve 
from the true faith.'* 

At these words a conviction, very near the truth, broke 
upon Woodville's mind, as he recollected what Ella had told 
him of the opinions of old Murdock Brune and of his rela- 
tions in Liege, and combined her account with the whispering 
of brother Paul, a monk from that very city. It was a sudden 
flash of perception, rather than the light of oold considera- 
tion ; and he replied, without a moment's pause, ^ She is, 
indeed, a sincere and pious child of the Holy Roman Catholic 
Church ; and she has been much tried, as you would soon 
perceive, reverend sir, if you knew all ; for she has relations 
who have long since abandoned the futh of their frbthers, and 
would fain have persuaded her to adopt their own vain and 
heretical opinions ; but she has been firm and constant, even 
to her own injury in their esteem, poor maiden !" 

^' Ay, I thought so, I thought so!" replied the fat prior,, 
rubbing his fat white hands. ^ See how she prays to the 
Blessed Virgin ; and the Queen of Heaven ^1 hear her 
prayers. She always has especial grace for those who kneel 
at that altar. Oood night, brother; — good night! The 
questor and the refectioner will show you your lodging, and 
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give you the sleeping cup. To-morrow I will see you ere 
you depart God's blessing upon you, daughter,'* he added, 
as Ella approached. ^^ I must away, for that father Paul has 
us all up to matins.'^ 

Thus sajring, the old monk retired; and in the court 
Woodville found his friend the questor and another brother, 
who led him and his attendants to what was called the vi- 
sitor's lodging, where, with a more comfortable bed than the 
night before, he slept soundly, only waking for a few mo- 
ments as the matin bell rang, and then dropping asleep 
again, to waken shortly afiter daylight and prepare for his 
journey onward. 

When he came to depart, however, there was one drawback 
to the remembrance of the pleasant evening he had passed 
in the monastery. A stout mule was saddled in the courts 
and the prior besought him, in courteous terms, to give the 
advantage of his escort to father Paul, who was about to set 
out likewise for Ghent. Richard of Woodville could not well 
refuse, though not particularly pleased, and placing a liberal 
return for his entertainment in the box of the convent, he 
began his journey, resolved to make the best of a companion- 
ship which he could not avoid. 



CHAPTER XX, 

THB NEW ACQUAINTANCES. 

All was bustle in the good old town of Ghent, as Richard 
of Woodville and his train rode in. It was at all times a 
gay and busy place ; and even now, when much of its com- 
merce has passed away from it, what a oheerfrd and lively 
scene does its market-place present on a summer's day, with 
the tall houses rising round, and breaking the line of the 
sunshine into fantastic forms, and the innumerable groups of 
men and women standing to gossip or to traffic, or moving 
about in many-coloured raiment! On that day, however, 
military display was added to the usual gaiety of the scene^ 
and to the ordmaxy municipal pageants of the time. Horse- 
men in arms were riding throngn die streets, lances were seen 
here and there, and pennons fluttered on the wind, while 
every now and Uien attendants in gay dresses, with the arms 
of Burgundy embroidered upon breast and back, passed along 
with busy looks and an important air. 
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• 

The joxmg Englishman took his way under the direction 
of brother Paul — ^who had shown himself upon the journey 
more oourteous and conversable than had been expected — 
towards the principal hostehry of the place; and Ghent at 
that time possessed many; but he was twice forced to stop 
in his adyance by the crowds, who seemed to take little 
notice of him and his train, so fiilly occupied were they with 
some other event of the day. The fint interruption was 
caused by a long train of priests and monks going to some 
church, with all the splendid array of the Roman Catholio 
clergy, followed by an immense multitude of idle gazers; and 
hardly had they passed, when the procession of the trades, 
walking on foot, with banners displayed, and guards in 
armour, and ensigns of the different companies, crossed the 
path of the trayellers, causing them to halt for a full quarter 
of an hour, while the long line moved slowly on. 

^^Is this any day of peculiar festival, brother Paul?'' 
demanded Bichard of Woodville; ^the good citizens of 
Ghent seem in holiday." 

<<None that I know of,'' replied the monk; ^^but I will 
ask;" and, pushing on his mule to the side of one of the 
more respectable artisans, he inquired the cause of the pro- 
cession of the trades. 

'' They are going to compliment the Count de Charolois," 
answered the man, ^^and to ask his recognition of their 
charters and privileges. He arrived only this morning." 

^^ That is fortunate, Ella," said Woodville, as soon as he 
was informed of this reply; ''both for you and for me. 
Your father's cousin will, most likely, be with him; and I 
seek the Count myself." 

Brother Paul seemed to listen attentively to what his com- 
panions said; but he made no remark; and as soon as the 
procession had passed, they rode on, and were soon housed 
comfortably for the night. The monk lefit them at the inn 
door, thanking the young English gentleman for his escort, 
and retired to the abbey of St. Bavon. 

The hour of the day was somewhat late for Bichard of 
Woodville to present Umself before the Count de Charolois, 
and he also judged that it might be more prudent to visit in 
the first place the agent of the King of England — the well- 
knovm diplomatist of that day, Sir Philip Morgan, or de 
Morgan — if it should chance ^at he had accompanied the 
Count to Ghent That he had done so, indeed, seemed by 
no means improbable, as Woodville had learned since his 
arrival in Flanders, that the Duke of Burgundy himself was 
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absent in the French capital, and that the chief rule of his 
Flemish territory was entnisted to his son. The host of the 
inn, however, coold tell him nothing about the matter; all 
he knew was, that ike Count had arriyed that morning un- 
expectedly, accompanied by a large train, and that instead 
of takmg up his abode in the Cour des Princes, which had 
of late years become the residence of the Counts of Flan- 
ders, he had gone to what was called the Vieux Bourg, or 
old castle, of the Flemish princes. He offered to send a 
man to inquire if a person bearing the hard name which his 
English guest had pronounced, was with the Count's com- 
pany; and Richard of Woodville had just got through the 
arrangements of a first arrival, and was taking a hasty meal^ 
when the messenger returned, saying that Sir Plulip de 
Morgan was with die Count, and was lodged in the left gate 
tower entering from the court. 

'^I will go to him at once, Ella,'* he said; '^and before my 
return you had better betbink you of what course you wiU 
pursue, in case your kinsman should not be with the Count. 
I will leave you for the present under the charge of Ned 
Dyram here, who will see that no harm happens to you in 
this strange town." 

^' Oh ! it is not strange to me,** replied Ella Brune. *^ We 
once staid here for a month, noble sir; and, as to bethinking 
me of what I shall do, I have bethought me already, but will 
not stay you to speak about it now." 

Thus saying, she suffered him to depart, without giving 
him any charge to inquire after her kinsman, being some- 
what more than indifferent, to say the truth, as to whether 
Richard of Woodville found him or not. When the yoong 
gentleman had departed, and the meal was concluded, Ned 
Dyram, though he had ts^en care to show no great pleasure 
at the task which his master had given him to execute, 
besought his fair companion to walk forth with him into the 
town, and urged her still, notwithstanding the plea of weari- 
ness which she offered for retiring to her own chamber. 

^ I wish to purchase some goods," he said ; ^ and shall 
never make myself understood, fiedr EUa, unless I have yoa 
vnth me." 

'^Oh! every one in diis town speaks French," replied 
Ella Brune; ^'for since the country fell to one of the royal 
family of France, that tongue has become the fashion among^ 
the nobles; and the traders are obliged to learn it, to speak 
with them." 

** But I must not go out and leave you," replied Ned 
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Dyram, ^^ after the charge my young lord has laid apon me;** 
and as he still pressed her to accompany him, Ella, who felt 
that she owed him some gratitude for having forwarded her 
schemes so far, at length consented; and they issued forth 
together into the streets of Ghent 

As soon as th^ were free from the presence of the other 
attendants of Richard of WoodviUe, the manner of her com- 
panion towards Ella became very different. There was a 
tenderness in his tones, and in his words, an expression of 
admiration in his countenance, which he had carefuUy 
avoided displaying before others; and the poor girl felt 
somewhat gpieved and annoyed, although, as there was 
nothing coarse or familiar in his demeanour, she felt that 
she had no right to be displeased. 

^' The lowliest may love the highest,*' she thought; ^ and 
in station he is better than I am. Why, then, should I feel 
angry? — ^And yet I wish this had not been; it may mar all 
my plans. How can I check it? and if I do, may he not 
divine all the rest, and, in his anger, do what he can to 
thwart me ? — I will treat it lightly. Heaven pardon me, if I 
dissemble ! *' 

^^What are you thinking of so deeply, fair maiden?'* 
asked Ned Dyram, marking the reverie into which she had 
fallen. ^^ You do not seem to listen to what I say." 

^^As much as it is worth. Master Dyram," replied Ella, 
in a gay tone; ^'but I must check you; you are too rapid 
in your sweet speeches. Do you not know, that he who 
would become a true servant to a lady, must have long 
patience, and go discreetly to work ? Oh ! I am not to be 
won more easily than my betters! Poor as I am, I am as 
proud as any lady of high degree, and will have slow court- 
ship and humble suit before I am won." 

*^ You shall have all that you wish, fair Ella," answered 
Ned Dyram, ^^if you will but smile upon my suit ! *' 

*' Smile!" exclaimed Ella, with the same light manner. 
'^Did ever man dream of such a thing so soon ! Why, you 
may think yourself highly favoured, if you get a smile within 
three months. The first moon is all sighing — the next is all 
beseeching — the next, hoping and fearing; and then, per- 
chance, a smile may come, to give hope encouragement A 
kind word may follow at the end of the fourth month, and so 
on. But the lady who could be wholly won before three 
years, is unworthy of regard. However, Master Dyram," 
she continued in a graver tone, *^you must make haste to 



AGINCOURT. 189 

purchase what you want, for I am over-weary to walk further 
over these rough stones.*' 

Just as she spoke, brother Paul passed them, in company 
with a secular priest; and, although he took no notice of his 
fellow travellers, walking on as if he did not see them, the 
quick eye of Ned Djrram perceived with a glance that the 
priest and the monk had stopped, and were gazing back, 
talking earnestly together. 

" That dull shaveling loves us not, fair Ella,*' said Ned 
Dyram. '' He is one of your haters of all men, I should 
think." 

^^ I have seen his £EUse somewhere before," answered £Ua 
Brune; ''but I know not well where. 'Tis not a pleasant 
picture to look upon, certainly, but he may be a good man 
for all that. Come, Master Dyram, what is it you want to 
buy ? Here are stalls enough around us now ; and if you do 
not choose speedily,. I must turn back to the inn, and leave 
you to find your way through Ohent alone.'' 

" Then, first," said Ned Dyram, " I would buy a clasp to 
fasten the hood round your fair face." 

''What!" exclaimed Ella, in a tone of merry anger; 
" accept a present within a week of having seen you first ! 
Nay, nay, servant of mine, that is a grace you must not 
expect for months to come. No, if that be sdl you want, I 
shall turn back," and she did so accordingly; but Ned Dyram 
had accomplished as much of his object as he had hoped or 
expected, for that day at least He nad spoken of love with 
Ella Brune ; and, aldiough what a great seer of the human 
heart has said, that " talking of love is not making it," may 
be true, yet it is undoubtedly a very great step to that 
pleasant consummation. But Ned Dyram had done more ; 
he had overstepped the first great barrier; and Ella now 
knew that he loved her. He trusted to time and opportunity 
for the rest; and he was not one to doubt his skill in deriving 
the greatest advantage firom both. 

The foolish and obtuse are often deceived by others ; the 
shrewd and quick are often deceived by themselves. Without 
that best of all qualities of the mind, strong common sense, 
there is little to choose between the two : for if the dull man 
has in the world to contend with a thousand knaves, the 
quick one has in his own heart to contend with a thousand 
passions ; and, perhaps, the domestic cheats are the most 
dangerous after all. There is not so great a fool on the 
earth as a clever man, when he is one ; and Ned Dyram was 
one of that class, so frequently to be found in all ages, 
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whose abilities are sometimes serrioeable to others, but are 
rarely, if ever, found serviceable to themselves. 

Ella had used but little art towards him, but that which all 
women use, or would use, under such drcumstances. Her 
first great thought was to conceal the love she felt; and 
where — ^when it becomes necessary to do so — is there a 
woman who will not find a thousand disguises to hide it from 
all eyes ? But to him especially she was anxious to suffer 
no feeling of her bosom to appear; for she had speedily dis- 
covered, by a sort of intuition rather than observation— or, 
perhaps by a quickness in the perception of small traits 
which often seems like intuition — ^that he was keen and cun- 
ning beyond his seeming; and now she had a double motive 
£or burying every secret deep in her own heart She laid 
out no plan, indeed, for her niture conduct towards him; she 
thought not what she would say, or what she would do ; and 
i^ in her after course, she employed aught like wile against 
his vriles, it was done on the impulse of ^ moment, and not 
on any predetermined scheme. 

Ned Dyram had remarked his master's conduct vrell sinoe 
EUa had been their companion ; he had seen that Woodville 
had been sincere in the opinion he had expressed, that it 
would be better for her to remain in England; and ^e very 
calm indifference which he had displayed on finding her in 
the ship with himseli^ had proved to him, both that there had 
never been any love passages between them ere he knew 
either, as he had imagined when first he was sent to London, 
and thus there was no chance of the young gentleman's 
kindly sympathy for the fair girl he protected growing into 
a warmer feeling. He read the unaffected conduct of his 
master aright ; iMit to that of Ella Brune he had been more 
blind, partly because he was deceived by his own passions, 
partly because, in this instance, he had a much deeper and 
less legible book to read — a woman's heart ; and, though 
naturally of a clear-sighted and even suspicious mind, he saw 
not, in die slightest degree, the real impulses on which she 
acted. 

Contented, therefore, vrith the progress he had made, he 
purchased some articles of small value at one of the stalls 
which they passed, and returned to the inn vrith his fair com- 
panion, who at once sought her chamber, and retired to res^ 
without waiting for Bichard of Woodville's return. Then 
sitting down in a dark comer of the hall, in which several of 
his companions were playing at tables, and two or three other 
guests listening to a tale in broad Flemish, delivered by the 
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host, D3rram turned in his mind all that had passed between 
him and Ella, and, with vanity to aid him, easily persuaded 
himself that his suit would find favour in her eyes. He saw, 
indeed, that the rash and licentious thoughts which he had 
at one time entertained in regard to her when he found her 
poor, solitary, and unprotected, at a hostel in the liberties of 
the city, were injurious to her; but as his character was one 
of those too ordinary and debased ones, which value all 
things by the difficulty of attainment, he felt the more eagerly 
inclmed to seek her, and to take any means to make her his, 
because he found her less easy to be obtained than he had at 
fbrst imagined. 



CHAPTER XXL 

THE EXILE. 

At one side of a small square or open space, in the town 
of Ghent, rose a large pile of very ancient architecture, called 
the Graevensteen, for many centuries the residence of the 
Counts of Flanders. Covering a wide extent of ground with 
its walls and towers, the building ran back almost to the 
banks of the Lidve, over which a bridge was thrown, commu- 
nicating with the castle on one side, and the suburbs on the 
other. In front, towards the square, and projecting fax before 
the rest of the pile, was a massive casteUated gate of stone, 
flanked by high towers, rising to a considerable height The 
aspect of the whole was gloomy and stem ; but the gay scene 
before the gates — ^the guards, the attendants, the pages in 
the bright-coloured and splendid costumes, particularly 
affected by the house of Burgundy — ^relieved the forbidding 
aspect of the dark portal, contrasting brilliantly, though 
strangely, with its sombre and prison-like air. 

At a small light wicket, in a sort of balustrade, or screen, 
of richly sculptured stone, which separated the palace from 
the rest of the square, stood two or three persons, some of 
them in arms, otiiers dressed in the garb of peace; and 
Richard of Woodville, with his guide, approaching one who 
seemed to be the porter, inquired if Sir Philip de Morgan 
could be spoken with I 

" Pass in,** was the brief reply : — *^ the door in the court, 
on the left of the gate ;'* and walking on, they took their way 



192 AGINCOURT. 

under the deep arch, and found in one of the towers a small 
low door of massive oak, studded with huge bosses of iron. 
No one was in attendance; and this door being partially 
open, was pushed back by Bichard of Woodville, who bade 
the guide wait below, whUe he mounted the narrow stairs^ 
the foot of which was seen before him. At the first story 
another open door presented itself displaying a little ante- 
room, vdth two or three servants seated round a table, play- 
ing at cross and pile, a game which, by this time, had 
descended from kings to lacqueys. Entering- at once, the 
young gentleman, using the French tongue, demanded to 
speak with Sir Philip de Morgan ; but the servants continued 
their game with that sort of cold indifference which English- 
men of an inferior class have, in all ages, been accustomed 
to show towards foreigners : one of them replying, in very 
bad French, and hardly lifting his head from the game, '^ He 
can't be spoken with — ^he is busy P adding in English to his 
feUow, " Play on, Wilfred/' 

'' How now, knave !" exclaimed Richard of Woodville in 
his own tongue ; ^' Methinks you are saucy ! Kise this mo- 
ment, and inform your master that a gentleman from the 
King of England desires to speak with him." 

The man instantly started up, replying, ^^I beg your 
pardon, sir. I did not know you. I thought it was some of 
those Flemish hogs, come to speak about the vellum.'* 

^^ Learn to be civil to all men, sir," replied Richard of 
Woodville; '^ and that a serving man is as much below an 
honest trader as the trader is below his lord. Go and do as I 
have told you." 

The lacquey retired by a door opposite, leaving a smile 
upon the faces of his fellows at the lecture he had received; 
and after being absent not more than a minute, he re*opened 
the door, saying, '^ Follow me, noble sir ; Sir Philip will see 
you." 

Passing through another small chamber, in which a pale 
thin man in a black robe, vdth a shaven crown, was sittings 
busily copying some papers, Richard of Woodville was 
ushered into a larger room, poorly furnished. At a table 
in the midst, was seated a corpulent, middle-aged personage, 
with a countenance which at first sight seemed dull and 
heavy. The nose, the cheeks, the lips, were fat and pro- 
truding ; and the thick shaggy eyebrows hung so far over the 
eyes, as almost to conceal them. The forehead, however^ 
was large and fine, somewhat prominent just about the brow, 
and over the nose; and when the eye could be seen, though 



AGINCOURT. 193 

small and grey, there was a bright and piercing light in it, 
whioh frequently accompanies high intellect. He was dressed 
in the plainest manner, and in dark coloars, with a furred 
gown over his shoulders, and a small black velvet cap upon 
his head; nor would it have been easy for any one un« 
acquainted vnth his real character to divine that in that 
coarse and somewhat repulsive form was to be found one of 
the greatest diplomatists of his age. 

Sir Philip de Morgan rose as soon as Richard of Wood- 
ville entered, bowing his head with a courtly inclination, and 
desiring his visitor to be seated. As soon as the ser\'ant had 
closed the door, he began the conversation himself, saying, 
''My knave tells me, sir, you come from the King. It might 
have been more prudent not to say so.*' 

" Why, good feith. Sir Philip," replied Woodville, " with- 
out saying so, there was but litde chance of seeing you ; for 
you have some saucy vermin here, who thought fit to pay but 
little attention to my first words; and moreover, as I have 
letters from the King for the Count de Charolois, which must 
be publicly delivered, concealment was of little use, and 
could last but a short time." 

" That alters the case," answered Sir Philip de Morgan. 
'* As to my knaves, they must be taught to use their eyes, 
though a little insolence is not altogether objectionable ; but 
you mentioned letters for the Count — I presume you have 
some for me ? " 

^I have," answered Richard of Woodville, putting his 
hand into the gibeciere, or pouch, which was slung over his 
right shoulder and under his left arm, by an embroidered 
band. " This, from the King, sir;" and he placed Henry's 
letter in the envoy's hand. 

Sir Philip de Morgan took it, cut the silk with his dagger, 
and drew forth the two sheets which it contained. The first 
which he looked at was brief; and the second, which was 
folded and sealed, with two words written in the corner, he 
did not open, but laid aside. 

"So, Master Woodville," he said, after this examination, 
" I find you have come to win your golden spurs in Bur- 
gundy. What lies in me to help you, I will do. To-mor- 
row I will make you known to the Count de Charolois. I 
was well acquainted with your good fether, and your lady 
mother, too. She was the sister, if I recollect, of the good 
knight of Dunbury, a very noble gentleman;" and then, turn- 
ing from the subject, he proceeded, with quiet and seemingly 
unimportant questions, to gain all the knowledge that he 

o 
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could from Richard of Woodyille regaxding the court of 
England, and the character, conduct, and popularity of the 
young King. But his visitor, as the reader may have seen 
in earlier parts of this true history, though frank and free in 
his own case, and where no deep interests were concerned, 
was cautious and on his guard in matters of greater moment. 
He was not sent thither to babble of the King's affairs; and 
though he truly represented his Sovereign as highly popular 
with all classes, and deservedly so, Sir Philip de Morgan 
gained little farther information from him on any of the many 
points, in regard to which the diplomatist would fain have 
penetrated the monarch's designs before he thought fit to 
communicate them. 

The high terms in which Henry had been pleased to speak 
of the gentleman who bore his letter, naturally induced the 
envoy to set down his silence to discretion, rather than to 
want of knowledge ; and he observed, after his inquiries had 
been parried more than once, ^* You are, I see, prudent and 
reserved in your intelligence. Master Woodville." 

^'It is easy to be so, fair sir," answered his visitor, ^when 
one has nothing to communicate. Doubtless the King has 
told you all, without leaving any part of his will for me to 
expound. At least, if he did, he informed me not of it; and 
I have nothing more to relate." 

^^ What! not one word of France?" asked the knight, with 
a smile. 

" Not one !" replied Woodville, calmly. 
The envoy smiled again. "Well," he said, "then to- 
morrow, at noon, 1 will go with you to the Count, if you will 
be here. Doubtless we shall hear more of your errand, frt)m 
the letters you bear to that noble prince." 

"I do not know," replied Woodville, rising; "but at the 
same time, I would ask you to send some one with me to 
find out the dwelling of one Sir John Grey, if he be now in 
Ghent." . 

" Sir John Grey !" said de Morgan, musing, as if he had 
never heard the name before. " I really cannot tell you 
where to find such a person : there is none of that name here. 
Is he a friend of your own ?" 

"No!" answered Richard of Woodville; "I never saw 
him." 

" Then you have letters for him, I presume," rejoined the 
other. " What says the superscription ? Does it not give 
you more clearly his place of abode ? This town contains 
many a street and lane. I have only been here these eight 
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hours since several years; and he may well be in the place 
and I not know it** 

Woodville drew forth the King's letter, and gazed at the 
writing on the back; while Sir Philip de Morgan, who had 
risen likewise, took a silent step round, and glanced over hia 
arm. ^' Ha ! the King^s own writing/' he said. ^ Sir John 
Grey! I remember; there is, I beUeve, an old countryman 
of ours, living near what is called the Sas de Gand, of the 
name of Mortimer. He has been here some years ; and if 
there be a man in Ghent who can tell you where to find this 
Sir John Grey, 'tis he. Nay, I think you may well trust the 
letter in his hands to deliver. Stay, I will send one of my 
knaves with you, who knows the language and the manners 
of this people well." 

" I thank you, noble sir,'* replied his visitor; '^ but I have 
a man waiting for me, who will conduct me, if you will but 
repeat the direction that you gave — near the Sas de Gand, I 
think you said ?" 

*^ Just so," replied Sir Philip de Morgan, drily ; '' but not 
quite so jEeut. It is a house called the house of Waeerschoot; 
— but it is growing late; in less than an hour it will be dark. 
You had better delay your visit till to-morrow, when you will 
be more sure of admission; for he is of a moody and some- 
what strange fantasy, and not always to be seen." 

'^I will try, at all events, to-night," replied Richard of 
Woodville. ^ I can but go back tomorrow, if I fail. Fare* 
well. Sir Philip, I will be with you at noon;" — and, sSter all 
the somewhat formal courtesies and leave-takings of the day, 
he retired from the chamber of the King's envoy, and sought 
the guide who had conducted him thither. 

The man was soon found, talking to one of the inferior 
attendants of the Count of Charolois; and, calling him away, 
Bichard of Woodville directed him to lead to the house which 
Sir Philip de Morgan had indicated. The guide replied, in 
a somewhat dissatisfied tone, that it was a long way off; but 
a word about his reward soon quickened his movements; and 
issuing through tiie gates of the city, they followed a lane 
through the suburbs on the northern side of tiie Lys. 

A number of fine houses were built at that time beyond the 
actual walls of Ghent; for the frequent commotions which 
took place in the town, and the little ceremony with which 
the citizens were accustomed to take the life of any one 
against whom popular wrath had been excited, rendered it 
expedient in the eyes of many of the nobles of Flanders to 
lodge beyond the dangerous fortifications, which were as 

o2 
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often used to keep in an enemy as to keep one out. Many 
of these were modem buildings; but others were of a far 
more ancient date ; and at length, as it was growing dusk, 
the young Englishman's guide stopped at the gate of one of 
die oldest houses they had yet seen, and struck two or three 
hard blows upon the large heavy door. For some time no- 
thing but a hollow sound made answer; and looking up, 
Bichard of Woodville examined the mansion, which seemed 
going fast into a state of decay. It had once been one of the 
strong battlemented dwellings of some feudal lord ; and heavy 
towers, and numberless turrets, seemed to show that the date 
of its first erection went back to a time when the city of 
Ghent, confined to its own walls, had left the houses which 
were built beyond them surrounded only by the uncultivated 
fields and pastures, watered by the Scheld, the Lys, and the 
Li^ve. The walls still remained solid, though the sharp 
cutting of the round arches had mouldered away in the damp 
atmosphere; and the casements above— for externally there 
were none on the lower story— were, in many instances, 
destitute of even the small lozenges of glass, which, in those 
days, were all that even princely mansions could boast 

After waiting more than a reasonable time, the guide 
knocked loud again, and, looking round for a bell, at length 
found a rope hanging under the arch, which he pulled vio- 
lently. While it was still in his hand, a stout Flemish wench 
appeared, and demanded what they wanted, that they made 
so much noise? Her words, indeed, were unintelligible to 
the young Englishman ; but, guessing their import, he di- 
rected the guide to inquire if an Englishman, of the name of 
Mortimer, lived there ? A nod of the head, which accompa- 
nied her reply, showed him that it was in the affirmative ; and 
he then, by the same intervention, told her to let her master 
know, that a gentleman from England wished to see him. 

The girl laughed, and shook her head, saying something 
which, when it came to be translated, proved to be, that she 
knew he would not see any one of ihe kind ; but, though it 
was of no use, she would go and inquire ; and away she con- 
sequently ran with good-humoured speed, showing, as she 
went, a pair of fat, white legs, with no otiier covering than 
that with which nature had furnished them. 

She returned in a minute, with a look of surprise ; and 
bade the strangers follow her, which they did, into the court. 
There, however, Woodville again directed his guide to wait, 
and, under the pilotage of the Flemish maid, entered upon a 
sea of passages, till at length, catching him familiarly by the 
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hand to guide him in the darkness that reigned within, she 
led him to a flight of stairs, and opened a door at the top. 
Before him lay a small room, ornamented with richly carved 
oak, the lines and angles of which caught faintly the light 
proceeding from a lamp upon the table ; and, standing in the 
midst of the room, with a look of eager impatience, was a 
man, somewhat advanced in life, though younger than Wood- 
viUe had expected to see. His hair, it is true, was white, 
and his beard, which he wore long, was nearly so likewise ; 
but he was upright, and seemingly firm in limb and muscle.* 
His fieuse had furrows on it, too ; but they seemed more those 
of care and thought than age ; and his eye was clear, un- 
dimmed, and flashing. 

'^ Well, sir ! well !'* he said in English, as soon as Richard 
of Woodville entered ; " What news ? — ^Why has she not 
come herself?^' 

^' You are, I fear, under a mistake,^ replied the young 
Englishman. '^ I came to you for information — ^not to give 
any." 

The other cast himself back into his seat, and covered his 
eyes with his hands, as Woodville spoke. The next moment 
he withdrew his hands, and the whole expression of his 
countenance was altered. Nothing appeared but a look of 
dull and thoughtful reserve, vdth a slight touch of disap- 
pointment. 

As he spoke not, Richard of Woodville went on to say, 
" Sir Philip de Morgan directed me, sir — ^ 

^^Ay ! — ^he has his eye ever upon me," exclaimed the other, 
interrupting him. " What does he seek — ^what is there now 
to blame ?" 

"Nothing, that I am aware of," answered Woodville; " it 
is on iny own business he directed me here ; not on yours 
OT his." 

"Indeed!" said the other, with a softened look. "And 
what is there for your pleasure, sir ?" ^ 

" He informed me," replied his visitor, " that if there be a 
man in Ghent, it is yourself, who can tell me where to find 
one Sir John Grey, an English knight, supposed to be resi- 
dent here." 

" And may I ask your business with him ?" inquired Mor- 
timer, coldly. 

* His after advancement to the Earldom of Tankerville was won by 
deeds of arms, which shows that he must have been still hale and robust 
at this time. 
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** Nay," answered Woodville ; " that will be oommanicated 
to himself. I cannot see how it would stead you, to know 
aught concerning it" 

*' No !" replied Mortimer; ''but it might stead 'him. A 
good friend, sir, to a man in danger,may stand like a barbican, 
as it were, before a fortress, encountering the first attack of 
the enemy. I say not that I know where Sir John Orey is 
to be found ; but I do say, and at once, that I would not tell, 
if I did, till I had heard the motive of him who seeks him. 
He has been a wronged and persecuted man, sir ; and it is fit 
that no indiscretion should lay him open to further injury." 

Woodville fixed his eyes intently upon his companion's 
countenance ; and, after a moment's pause, he said, in an 
assured tone, '' I speak to Sir John Grey even now. Con- 
eealment is vain, sir, and needless ; for I do but bring you a 
letter from the young Eang of England, which I promised to 
deliver with all speed ; and if things be as I think, it will not 
prove so ungrateful to you as you may expect Am I not 
right i — for I must have yoiur own admission ere I give die 
letter." 

** The letter !" repeated the other ; and again a look of 
eagerness came over his countenance. '' You bear a letter, 
then i You are keen, young man," he added ; '' but yet you 
look honest" 

" I do assure you, sir," replied Woodville, " that I have 
no end or object on earth, but to give the letter with which I 
am charged to Sir John Grey himself. I am anxious, more-- 
over, to do it speedily, for so I was directed ; and I have 
therefore come to-night, without waiting for repose. If you 
be he, as I do believe, you may tell me so in safety, and rest 
upon the honour of an English gentleman." . 

''Honour!" said his companion, with a sad and bitter 
shake of the head. '' I have no cause to trust in honour: it 
has become but a mere name, the meaning of which has been 
lost long ago, and each man interprets it as he likes best 
In former times, honour was a thing as immutable as the 
diamond, which nought could change to any other form. 
'Twas truth, — 'twas right, — ^'twas the pure gold of the high 
heart. Now, alas ! men have devised alloy ; and the metal, 
be it as base as copper, passes current for the value that is 
stamped upon it by society. Honour is no longer independ- 
ent of man's will ; 'tis that which people call it, and no more. 
The liar, who, with a smooth fELce, wrongs his friend in the 
most tender point, is still a man of honour with the world : 
the traitor, who betrays his country or his king, so that it be 
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for passion, and not gold, is still a man of honour, and will 
cut your throat if you deny it : the calumniator, who blasts 
another^s reputation with a sneer, is still a man of honour if 
he*s brave. Honour's a name that changes colour, like the 
Indian beast, according to the light it is yiewed in. Now it 
ia courage ; now it is rank ; now it is riches ; now it is fine 
raiment, or a swaggering air. Once it was Truth, young 

8U-." 

" And is ever so, in reality,** replied Richard of Woodville; 
^ the rest are all counterfeits, which only pass with men who 
know no better. It is of this honour that I speak, sir. However, 
as you know me not, I cannot expect you to attribute to me 
qualities that are indeed now rare ; yet, holding myself bound 
by that very honour which we speak of, to deliver the letter 
that I bear to no one but him for whom it was destined, un- 
less you tell me you are indeed that person, I must carry it 
back with me.*' 

" Stay ! — what is your name ?" demanded the other — ^^ that 
may give me light.** 

** My name is Richard of Woodville,** answered his vi- 
ntor. 

" Ha I Richard of Woodville !" cried the stranger, with a 
look of joy, grasping his hand warmly. " Give it me — give 
it me— quick ! I am Sir John Grey. How fares she ? — ^where 
is she ? — ^why did she not come ?*' 

" I know not of whom you speak,** replied Woodville ; 
^ this letter is from the King ;*' and, drawing it forth, he put 
it into his companion's hand. 

" From the King !*' exclaimed Sir John Grey — ^** from the 
King! — a letter to me!** — and he held the packet to the 
lamp, and gazed on the superscription attentively. '^ True, 
indeed?** he said at length, cutting the silk. ^ ' Our trusty 
and well-beloved !' — a style 1 have not heard for years;" and 
bending his head over it, he perused the contents, which 
were somewhat long. 

Woodville gazed at his face while he read, and marked 
the light and shade of many varied emotions come across it. 
Now, the eye strained eagerly at the first lines, and the brow 
knit ; now, a proud smile curled the lip ; and now, the eye- 
lids showed a tear. But presently, as he proceeded, all 
haughtiness passed away from his look — he raised his eyes 
to heaven, as if in thankfulness ; and at the end let fall the 
paper on the table, and clasped his hands together, exclaim- 
ing, " Praise to thy name. Most Merciful ! The dark homr 
has come to an end !** 
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Then stretching forth his open arms to Richard of Wood- 
Tille, he said, '^ Let me take you to my heart, messenger of 
joy ! — you have brought me life !" 

** I am oveijoyed to be that messenger. Sir John,*^ replied 
Woodville ; ^' but, in truth, I was ignorant of what I carried. 
I did but guess, indeed, from my knowledge of the King^s 
great soul, that he would not be so eager that this should 
reach you soon, if the tidings it contained were evil." 

*' They are home to the exile,*' replied the knight ; *^ wealth 
to the beggar ; grace and station to the disgraced and fallen ; 
the reyersal of all his father's bitter acts ; the generous out- 
pouring of a true royal heart ! Noble, noble prince ! God 
requite me with misery eternal, if I do not devote every 
moment that remains of this short life to do you signal ser- 
vice. And you, too, my friend," he continued, taking his 
visitor's hand — ** so you are the man who, choosing by the 
heart alone, setting rank, and wealth, and name aside, look- 
ing but to loveliness and worth, sought the hand of a poor 
and portionless girl — ^the daughter of a proscribed and 
iMoushed ftigitive ?" 

''Good faith. Sir John!" replied the young gentleman^ 
gazing upon him with a look of no small surprise and plea- 
sure, '' I begin to see light ; but I have been so long in 
darkness that my eyes are dazzled. Can it be that I see my 
fidr Mary's' father — the fietther of Mary Markham — in Sir 
John Grey?" 

But the knight's attention had been turned back to the 
letter, with that abrupt transition which the mind is subject 
to, when suddenly moved by joy so unexpected as almost to 
be rendered doubtful by its very intensity. ''I cannot believe 
it^" he said ; '' yet, who should deceive me ? It is royal, too, 
in every word." 

f ' It is the King's own hand that wrote it," replied Richard 
of Woodville ; '' and if there be aught that is high and 
generous therein — aught that speaks a soul above the ordi- 
nary crowd — aught that is marked as fitting for a King, who 
values royalty but for extended power to do good and redress 
vnrong — set it down with full assurance as a proof that it is 
Henry's own ! But you have not answered me as to that 
dear lady." 

'' She is my child, Bichard," said Sir John Grey ; '' and if 
you are worthy, as I believe you, she shall be your wife. You 
chose her in lowliness aud poverty ; she shall be yours in 
wealth and honour. But tell me more about her. When did 
you see her ? Why has she not come ?" 
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'^ The last question I cannot answer,^ replied Richard of 
Woodville ; '^ for, though I heard her f&ther had sent for her, 
I knew not who that father was, or where ; but ^ 

'^ So, then, she never told you ?'* asked the knight. 

"Never," answered Woodville, " nor my good uncle either; 
but I saw her some eight or nine days since in Westminster, 
well and happy. I have heard since, however, by a servant 
whom I sent up, that she and Sir Philip had returned in 
haste to Dunbury, upon some sudden news.** 

" Ay ! — so then they have missed the men I sent," replied 
Sir John Grey. " I despatched a servant — ^the only one I 
had — three weeks since, together with some merchants, who 
were going to trade in' London, and who promised on their 
return, which was to be without delay, to bring her with 
them.** 

" Stay 1" exclaimed Woodville. " Had they not a freight 
of velvets and stuffs of gold ?" 

" The same,*' answered the knight " What of them ?" 

" They were taken by pirates in the mouth of the Thames,*' 
replied Richard of Wooaville. " I heard the news in Win- 
chester, when I was purchasing housings for my horses. But 
be not alarmed for your dear child. She is safe. I saw her 
afterwards; and good Sir Philip seemed to marvel much, 
why some persons whom he expected had not yet arrived. 
Had he told me more, I coula have given him tidings of 
them ; put your mind at ease on her account, for she is still 
vvith Sir Philip." 

^* But that poor fellow, the servant !" answered the knight, 
sadly ; " my heart is ill at rest for him. Misfortune teaches 
us to value things more jusdy than prosperity. A true and 
faithful friend, whatever be bis station, is a treasure indeed, 
not to be lost without a bitter pang. I must thank Ood that 
my dear child is safe ; yet I cannot forget him." 

" They will put him to ransom with the rest," replied 
Richard of Woodville. " I heard they had carried the mer- 
chants and their vessel to some port in the north, and doubt- 
less you will soon hear of him. I did not leam that there 
was any violence committed; for, though they are usually 
hard and cruel men, they are even more avaricious than 
bloodthirsty." 

" God send it !" exclaimed Sir John Grey. " I wonder 
that your noble kinsman, when he heard that you were about 
to cross the sea, did not charge you with Mary's guidance 
hither. It would have beeh more safe." 

" But you forget," replied Woodville, " that I was ignorant 
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of all concemiog her. I thought she was an orphan till 
'within the last ten days — or, perhaps, not so well placed as 
that. Besides, my uncle would not countenance our love ; 
and, indeed, that was his reason; for I remember he said, 
that he wished we had not been such fools as to be caught by 
one another^s eyes; that it would have saved him much 
embarrassment"' 

Sir John Grey smiled, saying — ^ That is so much the man 
I left. He had even then oudiyed the memory of his own 
young days, when lady's love was all his thought but arms, 
and looked upon everything, but that lofty and more shadowy 
devotion to the fair, which was the soul of olden chivalry, as 
little better than youthful idleness. He kept you, then, even 
to the last, without knowledge of her fate and history? He 
did well, too, for so I wished it; but I will now tell you all; 
and there is not, indeed, much to say. I raised my lance, 
with the rest, for my sovereign, King Bichard ; was taken 
and pardoned ; but swore no allegiance to one whom I could 
not but hold as an usurper. When occasion served again, I 
was not slack to do ^e same once more, and, with my 
friends, fought the lost battle of Shrewsbury. My life was 
saved by a poor fetithful fellow of our army, who gave his 
own, I fear, for mine; and flying, more fortunately than 
others, I escaped to this land. Here I soon heard that I was 
proclaimed a traitor, my estate seized, my name attainted, 
and my child sought for to make her a ward of the crown, 
and to give her and the fortime which her mother inherited, 
to some minion of the court. She was then a mere child, 
and, by your uncle's kindly care, was taken first to Wales, 
and thence brought to his own house, where he has ever 
treated her as a daughter. I lingered on in this and other 
lands from year to year; and many an effort was made to 
entrap or drive me back into the net The King of France 
was instigated to expel me from his dominions ; the Duke of 
Burgundy was moved to follow his example, but would not 
80 debase himself to any king on earth. But why should I 
tell all that I have suffered ? Every art was used, and every 
means of persecution tried, till at length, taking refuge in 
this town of Ghent, under a false name, I have known a 
short period of tranquillity. Then came the thought of my 
child upon me: it grew like a thirst, till I could bear no 
more, and I sent for her. I knew not then that the late 
King was dead, or I might have waited to see the result ; for 
often, when this Prince was but a child, I have had him on 
my knee ; and I too taught him to handle the bow when he 
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was seven years old; for, till his father stretched a hand 
towards the crown, he was my friend ; and Harry of Here- 
ford and John Grey were sworn brothers.^ 

"The more the friendship once, the more the hate," 
replied Richard of Woodville; ** so says an old song, noble 
knight ; bat now, that enmity is over, I trust, for ever. The 
Earl of March, the only well-founded obstacle in the way of 
Henry's rights, acknowledges them fully." 

"And if he did not," answered Sir John Grey, with a 
stem brow, " I would never draw my sword for him. The 
Earl of March — I mean tlie old Earl — ^by tame acquiescence 
in the deeds of Henry of Bolinbroke, set aside his title. 
He held out no hand to help his falling kinsman Richard ; 
and if the crown was to be given away, it was the Peers and 
Commons of England had the right to give it ; and they 
rightly gave it to the brave and wise, rather than to the 
feeble and the timid. It was Richard Plantagenet was my 
King, and not the Earl of March. To the one I swore 
allegiance, and owed much ; to the other I had no duty, and 
owed nothing. I did not wrangle which son of a king 
should succeed, but I upheld the monarch who was upon 
the throne. Neither did I ever, my young friend, regard 
the Duke of Lancaster vrith private enmity, as you seem to 
think. He was ambitious; he usurped his cousin's throne; 
and I drew the sword against him because he did so; but I 
will acknowledge that, if there was one man in England 
fitted to fill that throne with dignity, he was the man. He, 
on the contrary, hated me, because his own conduct had 
ehanged a finend into an enemy; and so it is ever in this 
world. But who is it rings the bell so fiercely? Hark! 
perhaps it is my child !" — and, opening the door, he turned 
his head eagerly to listen to the sounds that rose from 
below. 

Richard of Woodville also gave ear, for a word is suf- 
ficient to make hopes, however improbable, rise up like 
young plants in a spring shower — at least, in our early 
days. But die next moment, the steps of two persons 
sounded in the passage, and one of die servants, whom 
Woodville had seen in the ante-chamber of Sir Philip de 
Morgan, appeared, guided by the Flemish maid. 

^< My master greets you well, sir," he said, addressing Sir 
John Grey, *' and has sent you, by the King's order, some of 
the money belonging to yon, for your present need;" and 
thus saying, he laid a heavy bag of what appeared to be 
coin upon the table. ^^He bids me say,'^ continued the 
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man, ^^ that the rest of the money isvill arrive soon, and that 
you had better appear at the Court of my Lord Count, as 
early as may be, diat all the world may know you have the 
King^s protection.'' 

Sir John Grey gazed at the bag of money with a moumfol 
smile. ^^How ready men are," he said, ^^when fortune 
favours ! How far and how long might I have sought this, 
when I was in distress P' — and untying the bag, he took out 
a large piece of silver, saying to ihe servant, ^ There, -my 
friend, is largess. Tell your master I will follow counseL 
He has heard of this, Richard ; — ^you bore him letters, I 
suppose ;** he added, as the man quitted the room, with 
thanks for his bounty. ^ Well, 'tis no use to expect of men 
more than they judge their duty; yet this knight was the 
instrument who willingly urged tlie Duke of Burgundy to 
drive me forth from Dijon.'' 



CHAPTER XXn. 

THE COUNT OF CHAROLOIS. 

Clothed in the most splendid array with which he had been 
able to provide himself, his tight-fitting hose displaying to 
the highest advantage his graceful yet powerful limbs, with 
the coat of black silk, spotted with flowers of gold, cut wide^ 
but gathered into numerous pleats or folds round the collar 
and the waist, and confined by a rich girdle to the form, 
while the sleeves, fashioned to the shape of the arm, and 
fastened at the wrist, showed the strong contour of the 
swelling muscles, Richard of Woodville stood before the 
door of the inn, as handsome and princely a man in 
his appearance as ever graced a royal court. Over his 
shoulaers he wore a short mande of embroidered cloth, 
trimmed with costly fur, the sleeves of which, according to 
the custom of the day, were slashed down the inner side so 
as to sufier the arm to be thrust out from them, while they, 
more for ornament than use, hung down to the bend of the 
knee. On his feet he wore the riding boots of the time, 
thrust down to the ankle; and — ^in accordance with a custom 
then new in the courts of France and Burgundy, but which 
ere long found its way to England — his heavy sword had 
been laid aside, and his only arm was a rich hilted dagger^ 
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suspended by a gold ring from the clasp of his girdle. 
His head was covered with a smaU bonnet, or yelvet cap, 
ornamented by a single long white feather, showing that he 
had not yet reached knightly rank ; and round it curled in 
large masses his glossy dark-brown hair. 

Likewise, arrayed with all the splendour that the young 
gentleman's purse had permitted him to procure, six of his 
servants stood ready by their horses' siaes to accompany 
him to the dwelling of the Count of Charolois; and a glitter- 
ing train they formed, well fitted to do honour to Old 
England in ^e eyes of a foreign court. It was evident 
enough that they were all well pleased with themselves; but 
their, self-satisfeiction was of the cool and haughty kind, so 
common to our countrymen, partaking more of pride than 
vanity. They looked down upon others more than they 
admired themselves; and, unlike the French or the Burgun- 
dians, seemed to care little what others thought of them, — 
quite contented with feeling that their garb became them, 
and that, should need be, they could give a stroke or bide a 
buffet with the best. 

The horse of Richard of Woodville — not the one which 
had borne him from the coast, but a finer and more powerful 
animal — ^was brought round; and turning for a moment to 
Ella Brune, who stood with a number of other gazers at the 
door of the inn, the young Englishman said, '^ I will not be 
so careless and forgetful to day, Ella; but wiU bring you 
back tidings of your kinsman, without farther fault" 

Then springing on his charger's back he rode lightly 
away, while the poor girl gazed after him, with a deep sigh 
struggling at her heart, and suppressed with pain, as she 
thought of the many eyes arouna her. 

At the gate of the Graevensteen, orders had been already 
given to admit the young Englishman into the inner court; 
and, riding on, Bichard of Woodville dismounted near the 
door which led to the apartments of Sir Philip de Morgan. 
A man who was waiting at the foot of the stairs, ran up 
them as soon as he saw the train, and before Woodville 
could follow, the envoy of the King of England came down, 
followed by a page. He greeted his young countryman with 
even marked courtesy, suffered his eye to rest with evident 
pleasure upon his goodly train, and then turning with a 
smile to Woodville, he inquired, — ^^^Do men now in England 
gild the bits and chains of their horses?" 

" It is a new custom, I believe," replied the young gentle- 
man. ^^ I gave little heed to it, but told the people to give 
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me those things that would not discredit my race and cocmtiy 
at the Court of Burgundy." 

'<WeU, let us go thither,'' replied Sir Philip; '<or, «l 
least, to such part of it as is here in Ghent I have already 
advised the Count that you are coming, and he is willing to 
show you aU favour/' 

The envoy accordingly led the way across the wide court 
which separated the old gate, with its gloomy towers, from 
the stern and still more forbidding fortress of the ancient 
Counts of Flanders; and passing first through a narrow 
chamber, in which were sittmg some half dozen armed 
guards, and then through a wide hall, where a greater number 
of gentlemen were assembled in their garb of peace, the two 
Englishmen approached a flight of steps at the farther end* 
There a middle-aged man, with a gold chain round his neck, 
advanced, and addressing Sir Philip de Morgan, inquired if 
the Count was aware of their visit ? 

The diplomatist replied that they were expected at that 
hour; and the other, pushing open the door at the top of the 
steps, called loudly to an attendant within, to usher the 
visitors to his Lord's presence. After a few more cere- 
monies of the same kind, Woodville and his companion were 
introduced into the small cabinet in which the Count of 
Charolois was seated. He was not alone, for two person- 
ages, having the appearance of men of some rank, but booted 
and spurred as if for a journey, were standing before him, in 
the act of taking their leave; and Richard of Woodville had 
an opportunity of examining briefly the countenance of the 
Prince, known afterwards as Philip the Good. 

He was then in the brightness of early youth; and seldom 
has there been seen a face more indebted to expression for 
the beauty which all men agreed to admire. Taken se- 
parately, perhaps none of the features were actually fine, 
except the eyes; but there was a look of generous kindness^ 
a softness brightened by a quick and intelligent glance, a 
benignity rather heightened than diminished by certain firm* 
ness of character, in the mouth and jaw, which was inexpres- 
sibly pleasing to the eye. There were lines of deep thought, 
too, about the brow, which contrasted strangely with the 
smooth soft skin of youth, and with the rounded cheeks 
without a furrow or hollow, and the eyelids as unwrinkled 
and full as those of careless infancy. 

The Count had evidently been speaking on matters of 
grave moment; for there was a seriousness even in his 
smile, as, rising for an instant, while the others bowed and 
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retifed, he wished them a prosperons journey. He was 
above the middle height, but not very tall; and, though in 
after years he became somewhat corpulent, he was now very 
slight in form, and graceful in his movements, which all dis- 
played, even at the early age of seventeen, that dignity, neyer 
lost, even after the symmetry of youth was gone. 

As the two gentlemen who took their leave were quitting 
the room, the Count turned to Sir Philip de Morgan, bowing 
rather stiffly, and noticing Woodville vnth a slight inclina- 
tion of the head. 

^ This is, I suppose, the gentleman you mentioned, Sir 
Philip,^ he said, ** who has brought me letters from my royal 
cousin of England ? " 

" The same, fair sir," replied the envoy. " Allow me to 
make known to you Master Richard of Woodville, allied to 
the noble family of Beauchamp, one of the first in our poor 
island.^' 

*^He is welcome to Ghent," replied the Count. But 
Woodville remarked that he did not demand the letters 
which he bore; and he was hesitating whether he should 
present the one addressed to him, when the Prince inquired 
in an easy tone, whether he had had a prosperous journey; 
following up the question with so many others of small im- 
portance, that the young Englishman judged there was some^ 
thing assumed in his eager but insignificant interrogatory. 

He knew not, indeed, what was the motive ; but his com- 
panion, too well accustomed to the ways of courts not to 
translate correctiy a hint of the kind, whether he chose to 
apply it or not, took occasion, at the very first pause, to say^ 
^ Having now had the honour of introducing this young 
gentleman, I will leave him with you, my Lord Count, as I 
have important letters to write on the subject of our conver- 
sation this morning." 

"Do so, sir knight," replied the Prince; and he took a 
step towards the door, as if to honour his departing visitor. 

" Now, Master Bichard of Woodville," he continued, as 
soon as the other was gone, " let us speak of your journey 
hither; but first, if you please, let me see the letter which 
yon bAng, and ^Udi may, perhaps, render farther explana- 
tion unnecessary." 

Bichard of Woodville immediately presented the Eang^s 
epistle to the Count of Charolois, who read the contents vrith 
attention, and then gazed at the bearer with an earnest 
glance. " I have heard of you before, sir," he said, vnth a 
gracious smile, " and am most willing to retain you on the 
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part of Burgundy. Such a letter as diis from my royal 
cousin could not be written in favour of one who did not 
merit high honour ; and, unhappily, in these days, there are 
but too many occasions of gaining renown in arms. May I 
ask what payment you require for the services of yourself 
and your men?" 

^^ None, noble Prince," replied Richard of Woodville: ** I 
come but to seek honour. If my services be good, you or 
your fiuher will recompence them as you think meet. In the 
meantime, all that I require is entertainment for myself and 
followers at the Court of Burgundy, wherever it may be, and 
the discharge of my actual expenses in time of war, or when 
I am employed in any enterprise you may think fit to intrust 
to me." 

'* I see, sir, that you are of the olden chivalry," said the 
Count, giving him his hand. *^ You are from this moment a 
retainer of our house ; and I am glad," he continued, '' that 
I have spoken with you alone; for good Sir Philip de Morgan 
loves none to bring letters from his King but himself. I may 
have cause to call upon you soon. Even now, indeed, 
; but of that hereafter. How many have you with you?" 
'^ Ten stout archers," answered the young Englishman, 
^' who will do their duty in whatever field they may be called 
to, and myself. That is my only force, but it may go far; 
for we are well horsed and armed, and most of us have seen 
blood drawn in our own land. You said, my Lord Count, 
that even now an occasion might offer — at least, so I under- 
stood you. Now, I am somewhat impatient of fortune's 
tardiness, and would not miss her favours, as soon as her 
hand is open." 

The Count mused for a moment, and then looked up, 
laughing. ^ Well," he said, ** perhaps my mother may call 
me a rash boy, in trusting to such new acquaintance; but yet 
I will confide in you to justify me. There may be an occa- 
sion very soon; and if there be, I vriill let you have your part. 
I, alas ! must not go; but, at all events, have everything ready 
to set out at a moment's notice ; and you may chance to ride 
far before many days be over. Now let us speak of other 
things:" and he proceeded to ask his visitor numerous 
questions regarding the English court — its habits, cus- 
toms, and the characters of the principal nobles that distin- 
guished it. 

Richard of Woodville answered his inquiries more frankly 
than he had done those of Sir Philip de Morgan, and the 
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dount seemed well pleased with all he heard. Gradually 
their conTersation lost the stiffiiess of first acqaaintance ; and 
the young Prince, throwing off the restraint of ceremony, 
gave way to the candid spirit of youth, spoke of his own 
father, and of his dangerous position at ^e Court of France, 
expressed his longing desire to take an active part in the 
busy deeds that were doing, touched with some bitterness 
upon the conduct of the Dauphin towards his sister, and 
added, with a flushed cheek, ^* Would my fetther suffer it, 
I would force him, lance to lance, if not to cast away his 
painted paramour, at least to do justice to his neglected wife, 
ohe is more fair and bright than any French harlot; and it 
must be a studied purpose to insult her race, that makes him 
treat her thus." 

*^ Perhaps not, noble Count," replied Bichard of Wood- 
rille: ^* there is nothing so capricious on this earth as the 
pampered heart of greatness. Do we not daily see men of 
all ranks cast away from them things of real Talue to please 
the moment with some empty trifle ? and the spoilt children 
of fortane-I mean Prin4 and Einga-maj weU be sup- 
posed to do the same. God, when he puts a crown upon 
their" heads, leaves them to enrich it with jewels, if they will ; 
but, alas ! too often they content themselves with meaner 
things, and think the crown enough." 

The Prince smiled, with a thoughtful look, and gazed for a 
moment in Woodville's face, ere he replied. '* You speak 
not the same language as Sir Philip de Morgan," he said at 
length: *' his talk is ever of insult and injury to the House of 
Burgundy. He can find no excuse for the House of Valois." 

'^ He speaks as a politician, my Lord Count," replied 
Woodville : '^ would that I might say, I speak as a friend, 
though a bold one. I know not what are his views and pur- 
poses ; but when you mention aught to me, I must answer 
frankly, if I answer at all ; and in this case I can easily be- 
lieve diat the Dauphin, in the wild heat of youth, perhaps 
nurtured in vice and licentiousness, and, at all events, taught 
early to think that his will must have no control, may neglect 
a sweet lady for a trumpery leman, without meaning any in- 
sult to your noble race. Bad as such conduct is, it were 
needless to aggravate it by imaginary wrongs." 

The Count looked down in thought, and then, raising his 
head with a warm smile, he answered, ^' You speak nobly, 
sir, and you may say you are my friend ; for the man who 
would temper a Prince's passion, without any private motive, 
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is well worthy of the eharmcter here written ;*' and he laid 
lumd upon Henry's letter, whioh he had placed on the table. 

^ I tmsty my Lord Count,** replied Woodville, '^ that you 
will neTer have canae to say, in any case where my aUeg^anee 
to my own Sovereign is not ooncemed, that I do not esponae 
your real interests, as warmly as I would oppose any pa88ioI^ 
even of yovr own, which I dloug^ contraiy to them. I am 
not a courtier, fair but, and may express myself somewha;t 
rudely ; but I wiU trust to your own discernment to judge^ 
in all instances, of Ab motive rather than the manner.*^ 

^* I shall remember more of what you have said than you 
perhaps imagine,** answered the young CounL ^ You gave 
me a lesson, my noble friend — and henceforth I will call yon 
by that name — ^in regard to those spoilt children of fortune^ 
as you term them. Princes ; and I wiU try not to let a lagh 
station pamper me into deeds like thoae which I myself con* 
demn. But there are many persona here, in the good town 
of Ohent, to whom I must mieJce you known, as they will be 
your oompanions for the future ; aad, before nigbt, soeh «. 
rangements shall be made for your lodging and accommoda- 
tion as will permit of yonr taking up your abode in the old 
castle beiew There is bnt one warning I will give yoo,** he 
continued: ^ Sir Philip de Morgan is a shrewd and dev« 
man — very zealous in the cause of his King^ but somewhat 
jealous of all other influence. My fieUher esteenn him highly, 
though he is not always ready to follow whither he wouH 
lead. You had better be his Mend than Ins raemy ; and yet, 
when there is anydiing to be done, commnnicate with me 
direct, and not through him.** 

^ I will follow your advice, ur, as feur as may be,** repKed 
Woodville ; ^ but I do not think there is any great chance e£ 
Sir PhiHp de Morgan and myself interfering with each other. 
I am a soldier ; he is a statesman. I will not meddle with 
his trade, and I think he is not likely to envy me mine. He 
was a good man at arms, I hear^ in his early days; bat I 
&ney he wiU not easily inclose himself in plate again.** 

^ Grood fikith,** exckumed the young Count, laiq^ng, ^^his 
cuirass would need be shaped like a bow, and have as much 
mm about it as the great bombard of Oudenarde^ which our 
good folks of Ghent call Mad Meg.* No, no ! I do not think 



* Dalle Gnte. — ^This great cannon, or hombari* was iuged for As 
siege of Oadenakle, in 1388; and is aeady twenly feet long* aad afaouft 
^vea in ckvomfereoce. 
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that he will ever couch a lance again. But come, my friend, 
let us to the hall, where we shall find some of the nobles of 
Burgundy and Flanders waiting for us. Then we will ride 
to my mother's, where I will make you known to her fair 
ladies. I have no further business for the day ; but yet I 
must not be absent from my post, as every hour I expect 
tidings which may require a sudden resolution.^' 

The Prince then led the way into the large hall, through 
which Bichard of Woodville had passed about half an hour 
before; and there, was instantly surrounded by a number of 
gentlemen, to whom he introduced his new retainer. Many a 
noble name, which the young Englishman had often heard o^ 
was mentioned ; — Croys, Van Heydes, St Paul's and Royes, 
Lalains, and Lignes; and from all, as might be expected, 
under the circumstances in which he was introduced to them, 
he received a courteous reception. It must not be denied, 
however, that although chivalrous customs required a friendly 
welcome to every adventurous gentleman seeking service at 
a foreign court, human nature, the same in all ages, left room 
for jealousy of any one who might &sp|re to share the favour 
which each desired to monopolize. Thus, though every one 
was, as I have said, courteous in demeanour to Richard of 
Woodville, it was aJl cold and formal ; and many a whis* 
pered observation on his appearance and manners, on the 
accent in which he spoke the language, and on the slight dif- 
ference of his dress from that of the Burgundian court, marked 
a willingness to find fault wherever it was possible. For his 
part, he took little notice of these things, well knowing what 
he had to expect ; and aware that friendship could not be 
gained at once, he treated all with perfect good humour and 
civility, in the hope that those who were worthy of any farther 
consideration would learn in time to esteem lum, and to cast 
away any needless jealousy. 

After passing about half an hour in the hall, the young 
Count selected some five or six of the gentlemen present to 
accompany him on his visit to his mother, who was lodged in 
the new palace, called the Gour des Princes ; and, as soon 
as his horses were brought round, he descended, with the 
young Englishman and the rest, into the court of the castle. 
He paused for a moment, where, ranged in a line by their 
horses' sides, he saw the stout yeomen who had accompanied 
Bichard of Woodville thither ; and as, with an eye not un- 
skilful even then in judging of thewes and sinews, he marked 
their light, yet powerful limbs, with an approving smile, he 
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tamed to bis new fiiend, saying, in a low voice, ^' Serviceable 
stuff there, in the day of need, I doubt not" 

" I have every hope they will prove so, my good lord,** 
replied Woodville ; and, giving Ihem a sign, each man sprang 
at once into the saddle, except the one who had led forward 
his young master's horse, and held the stirrap while he 
mounted. 

As the gay party rode along through the streets of Ghent^ 
the inconstant people, so often in open rebellion against their 
sovereigns, shouted loud acclamations on the path of the 
young and graceful Prince, who, in return, bowed low his 
head, or nodded familiarly to those he knew in the crowd. 
The distance was but short ; but the Count took the oppor- 
tunity of passing through some of the principal streets of the 
town, to show Ihe splendour of the greatest manufacturing 
city at that time in the world, to the young Englishman ; and 
frequently he turned and asked his opinion of this or that as 
they passed, or pointed out to him the magnificent shops and 
vast fabrics which lined their road on either side. 

There was certainly much to admire; and Richard of 
Woodville, not insensible of the high importance of the arts^ 
praised, with perhaps a better judgment than most of the 
haughty nobility of the day would have displayed, the indi- 
cations of that high commercial prosperity which the courders 
affected to hold in contempt. He would not miss the oppor- 
tunity, however, of learning something of the kinsman of Ella 
Brune ; and, after answering one of the observations of the 
Prince, he added — ^^ But as I came from my hostel this morn- 
ing, sir, I perceive that you have other arts carried to a no- 
table height in the good city of Ghent, besides that of the 
weavers. I passed by many a fair stall of goldsmiths' work, 
which seemed to me to display several pieces of fine and 
curious workmanship." 

^^ Oh ! that we have, amongst the best in the world,'' re- 
plied the Count ; ^ though, to say sooth, when we gave you a 
number of our weavers, to teach you Englishmen that art, 
we borrowed from you in return much of our skill in working 
the precious metals. Many of our best goldsmiths, even now, 
are either Englishmen, or the descendants of those who first 
came over. I had one right dexterous artificer, who used to 
dwell with my household, and who is still my servant ; but 
my mother's confessor suspected him of a leaning towards 
heresy, and exacted that he should be sent forth out of the 
castle. 'Twas but for a jest at our good father the Pope i but 
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poor Brune made it worse by saying, when questioned^ that as 
there are three Popes, all living, the confessor might place it 
on the shoulders of him he liked. Many a grave man, I have 
remarked, will bear anything rather than a jest ; and fietther 
Claude, from that moment, would not be satisfied till Nicholas 
Brune was gone.*' 

^ Poor fellow ! And what became of him l^ asked Richard 
of Woodville ; '* I have known some of his fetmily in Eng- 
land." 

^ Oh, he is in a shop at the comer of the market, close to 
the castle gate/' replied the Prince, ^* and drives a thriving 
trade ; so that he has gained by the exchange — I hope, both 
in pocket and in prudence. I have not heard any charge 
against him lately ; and I do believe it was but a silly jest, 
which none but an Englishman would have ventured." 

Richard of Woodville smiled, but made no reply; and in a 
few minutes after, they reached the gates of the palace, from 
which he followed the Count of Charolois straight to the 
presence of Margaret of Bavaria, Duchess of Burgundy, 
whom they found in an inner chamber, surrounded by a 
small party of young dames and elderly knights, devising, as 
the term was in those days, upon dome motto which had been 
laid before them. 

Amongst faint traces of what had once been great beauty, 
the countenance of the Princess displayed deep lines of 
thought and anxiety. She smiled kindly upon the young 
stranger, and seemed to him to examine his face with more 
attention than was ordinary, or, perhaps, altogether pleasant 
She made no remark, however, but spoke of the Court of 
England with better information than her son had displayed, 
and, somewhat to the surprise of the young Englishman, 
evinced some knowledge of his own family and histonr; 
for, although the Court of Burgundy at this time held the 
place which that of the Count of Foix had formerly filled, 
and was the centre of all the news, and, we may say, of all 
the gossip in Europe — ^though its heralds and its minstrels 
made it tneir business, day and night, to collect all the tales, 
anecdotes, and rumours of every eminent person throughout 
the chivalrous world, Richard of Woodville was not aware of 
ever having done anything to merit such sort of notice. 

The conversation was soon turned to other subjects, and 
the Duchess was in the act of giving her son an account, in 
a jesting tone, of some visits wMch she had made that mom* 
ing to several of ihe religious institutions of the town, when 
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a pi^ entered hastily, bearing a packet in his hand. Ap- 
proaching direct to the Count of Charolois, he presented it 
on his knee, saying, ^^ From my lord the Duke. The mea- 
aenger sought you at the castle, sir, in haste, and then came 



The Prince took it with an eager and anxious look, tore 
off the silk and seal without stopping to cut the cord that 
bound it, and then read the contents, with a countenance 
which expressed rather preconceived apprehension, perhfl4>8y 
than emotion caused by the intelligence which the despatch 
contained. The Duchess of Burgundy remained seated, but 
gazed upon her son's fiioe with a look more sad than alarmed; 
and it seemed to Richard of Woodville that, internally, she 
was meditating on the future course of that £ur and noble 
youth, amidst all the many perils, cares, and grieiis, which 
suirounded, in those days, the paths of princes, rather than 
eTcn on the present dangers which might affect her husband. 

There is a tender timidity in the love of woman for her 
offspring, which is generated by none of the other relations 
of life. The husband, or the brother, or the father, is her 
stay and support — he is there to protect and to defend ; and 
though she may tremble at his danger, or weep for his mis- 
fortune, there may be, and often is, some shade of selfish 
feeling in the dread and in the sorrow. Such is not the case 
with tiie child: it is for him she fears, not for hersell^ — ^for 
him entirely, vrith emotions unmixed, with devotion unalloyed. 
To save any other dear one, she might readily sacrifice life 
— from duty, from enthusiasm, from love. But it would still 
be a sacrifice, in any other case than that of her child: to 
save him, it would be an impulse. 

The Duchess gazed upon the young Count's face then 
with calm but sad consideration; and perhaps her own 
memories supplied somewhat too abundantly the materials 
for fimoy to raise up, without aid, a sad model of the fiituie. 
She knew that honour, or goodness, or even courage, cannot 
bring security; that innocence cannot escape malice; that 
virtue cannot insure peace; that wealth, and power, and a 
high name, are but as butts whereon to hang the targets at 
which the arrows of the world are aimed; and she feared for 
her son, seeing, vrith prophetic eye, the life of turmoil and 
contention and peril that lay before him. 

As soon as he had read the letter, the Count suffered his 
hand to drop by his side, and gazed upward for a moment or 
two in thought; — ^then, turning graceliilly to his mother, he 
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took her hand with a smile, fiom which was banished eveij 
trace or indication of the thoughts that he did not choose to 
communicate to those around, and saying, ^^ Dear lady 
mother, we must take counsel,'' he led her away through a 
door which those who were acquainted with the psJace 
knew must conduct them to the private cabinet of the 
Duchess. 

The party which remained behind was soon separated into 
different groups, some of the young nobles who had accom- 
panied the Count taking advantage of the absence of the 
persons to whom they owed most reverence, for the purpose 
of saying sweet, whispered things to the fkir dames of the 
Ck)urt; some gathering together to inquire of each other, and 
conjecture amongst themselves, what might be the nature of 
the tidings received; and two or three others, of either kinder 
or more pliant dispositions than the rest, seizing the oppor* 
tonity of cultivating the friendship of the young Englislunan. 
No great time was spent on these occupations, however ; for 
before the Duchess and her son had been gone more than five 
minutes, the Count returned, and, looking round the circle^ 
said, ^^ Bad tidings scatter good company, my lords. I must 
ride this very night towards Lille. We will not strip our 
mother's court here of all her gallant knights and gentlemen^ 
especially in this wise but somewhat turbulent city of Ohent. 
You, therefore, my lords of Croy, Joigny, St George, Thyaoi 
and Vergier, with what men are most ready of your trains, I 
beseech you to give me your fair company ere four of ^ 
dock; and you. Master Richard of Woodville, my good 
friend, if you be so minded, hasten your preparation, and 
join me at the casde by that hour. Yon may have occasion,** 
be continued, in a low tone, taking the young Englishmail 
by the ann, ^^ to win the golden spurs, of which we have heard 
you were disappointed, by no fault of your own, at the 
battle of Bramham Moor. We shall be back in Ghent 
before the week be out — so you can leave your baggage 
here, if you so please. Away then, noble lords ! — away !-» 
for we have a long march before us, and, perhaps, a busy 
day to-morrow." 

All was in a moment the bustle and confusion of do* 
parture. The young Count turned and went back to the 
oafainet of his mother, as soon as he had spoken; the ladies 
of the Duchess rose; and, though some of them paused for 
an instant, to speak a word in private to those who were 
about to leave them, retired one by one. The old knights^ 
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and those who were to remain in Ghent, walked out to see 
their friends and comrades mount; and in less than five 
minutes the hall was cleared, and the court-yard nearly 
vacant. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE DEPABTUBE. 

^ We must to horse without delay, Ned,"" said Richard of 
Woodville, as he entered the inn. 

^ Why, you have been to horse already, master of mine,^ 
replied Ned Dyram, in a somewhat sullen tone. 

** And must mount again, ere two hours be over," rejoined 
Woodville; '^but where and how can I leave the bag- 
gage?" 

^ Ay, who can tell that ?" said the other. ** See what it is 
to march loaded like a carrier's pack-horse, with more things 
than you can carry ! — ^You are coming back soon, then, to 
Ghent?" 

'<Ere the week be out," answered his lord; ^so the Count 
tells me." 

^ Pray, sir, never mind what Counts tell you," exclaimed 
Ned Dyram. *'Mind what your own senses tell you. If 
you know where you are going, you can judge as well as a 
King when you may be back." 

« But that I do not know," replied Woodville, somewhat 
impatiently. <^ No more words. Master Dyram ; but gather 
evetjrthing together into one chamber, and I will speak to 
the host as to its security." 

^ Little security for a traveller's baggage in a foreign 
hotel," rejoined Ned Dyram, ** tmless some one stays to take 
oharge of it." 

^ Then, by my honour, you shall be the man to do so," 
cried his master, thinking by leaving him behind when 
activity and enterprise were before him, to punish him suffi- 
ciently for his saucy tone. 

But Ned Dyram seemed not at all disappointed, and 
replied with an indifferent air, ^^ I am very wilhng to stay. I 
am one who does not love journeys I know not whither, and 
expeditions I know not for what." 

'^ Well, then, you remain," answered his master. ^'Gather 



AGINCOURT. 217 

the things together, as I haye said, and you shall be lefc like 
a trader's drudge, to look after the goods. Where is Ella 
Brune ?" 

**In her own chamber, I fancy," replied Ned Dyram. 
** She has shut herself up there, ever since you were gone, 
like a nun." 

^ Gall her down hither to the eating-room," was his lord's 
reply; and Ned Dyram hastened away. 

The fair girl did not make her young protector wait long ; 
and ere he had finished his directions to his train, to prepare 
all things for immediate departure, she was by his side. 
Taking her hand kindly, he led her into the common hall of 
the inn, and told her what he had discovered regarding her 
kinsman, adding, that as he was about to set out in a few 
hours with the young Count de Charolois, he would at once 
accompany her to the house of Nicholas Brune, in order to 
ascertain if she could have shelter and protection there. 

'^I know not, my poor Ella," he said, '* whether that 
dwelling may be one where you can safely and happily stop 
long; for this good man has been somewhat rash in his 
words, and is under suspicion of leaning to those heretical 
notions that are so rife; but I shall be back in a week, or 
less; and then you can tell me all that you think of the 
matter. You would not wish, I know, to remain with people 
who would seek to pervert you from the true Catholic fiiith." 

*^ And you are sure to return in a week ?" asked the poor 
girl, her cheek, which had turned somewhat pale before, 
resuming its warm hue. 

'^ So the Count assures me," answered Woodville; ^* and I 
doubt it not, Ella ; but, at all events, I will care for you, be 
assured, poor thing." 

^ You tell me to put all the baggage in one room," said 
Ned Djrram, thrusting in his head ; ^ and the men tell me 
that they are to have each his harness, and you yours. Two 
contrary orders, master of mine ! Which is to be obeyed?" 

'' Your wit is strangely halting just now, Ned," answered 
his master. ^Put all, but what I have ordered to be taken, 
into the room, and see that it be arranged rightly, and 
quickly too. Now, Ella, cast something over your head, and 
come with me to your kinsman's shop. What wait you 
for, sir?" 

^^ To know which suit you are pleased to have," replied 
Ned Dyram; while Ella passed him to seek the wimple 
which she had cast ofi* in the house. 

*^ I have given orders on that score to others," answered 
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his master; and as the man retired, he murmured to himself^ 
^ I shall have to send that fellow baek to the King. He does 
not please me.'' 

With a rapid step Richard of Woodville led the way, as 
soon as Ella joined him, to the wide open space which 
then, as since, was used as a market, before the old castle of 
the Counts of Flanders; and, as none of the shops or stalls 
bore their masters' names inscribed, he entered the first 
they came to, and inquired which was the house of Nicholas 
Brune? 

^' His house," replied the man to whom he had addressed 
himself in French, ^^ is at the other end of the town ; but his 
shop is yonder," and he pointed with his hand from the 
door to one of the projecting cases, covered with a net- 
work of iron wire, under which the goldsmiths of Ghent at 
that period exposed some of their larger goods for sale* 
'^ The last stall but one," added the trader ; and Woodville 
and his fair companion sped on towards the spot. 

At the unglazed window, behind this booth, stood a man 
of middle age, grey headed, but widi a freBh and cheerful 
countenance, who, as soon as he saw the two approach, de- 
manded, in die common terms of the day, what ibej sought 
in his trade. The next instant, however, his eye rested 
upon Ella's face, which wore a faint smile, and he exclaimed 
in his native tongue, — ^^Mesaunter! if there be not my 
cousin Ella! How art thou, lass? Welcome to Ghent! 
What news of the good old man? My dame will be right 
glad to see you both agaiu." 

^' She will never see him more," replied Ella Brune, in a 
sad tone; '^but of that I vrill tell you hereafter, kinsman; 
for I must not stay this noble gentleman, who has befriended 
me on the way. What I seek to know is, if you can give 
me shelter at your dwelling for a week, till I can look 
around me? I vrill pay for my abiding, Nicholas," she 
added, perhaps knowing that her cousin, dealing in gold, had 
somewhat too great a fondness for the pure metal. 

But Nicholas Brune was in a generous mood; and he 
replied, ^ Shelter shalt thou have, fair Ella, and meat and 
drink, with right good will, for a week and a day, vrithout 
cost or payment. If thou stayest with us longer, which GtMl 
send, we will talk about purveyance. In the meantime I 
will thank this gentleman for his goodness to you. Why^ 
by my tongs, I think I saw him riding this morning with my 
noble lord, the Count." 

^^ You did, most likely," replied Bichard of Woodville, 
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'^for we passed by your door: but I have farther to ride 
to-night, Master Nicholas; and now, having seen this fair 
maiden safe under your protection, I will leave her there. 
But you had better send up some of your lads with speed 
to my hostel for the coffer that we brought, as, perchance, 
Ned Dyram would not let you have it, Ella, when I am 
gone," 

Ella Brune smiled, with an effort to keep up the light 
cheerfulness which she had lately assumed, and replied, ^* I 
think, noble sir, that Master Dyram is not a carl to refuse 
me aught I ask him ; but yet if my kinsman can spare a boy^ 
he had better go at once." 

^'I will soon find one," answered the stout goldsmith; and, 
turning to a furnace-room, which lay behind his shop, he 
called one of his men forth, and bade him follow the gentle* 
man back. 

The parting then came between Ella Brune and Richard 
of Woodville ; and bitter was the moment to the poor min- 
strel girl. She had learned a world of new sensations since 
she first saw him ; — that clinging attachment, which made 
her long never to be absent from his side for a whole day ; 
that tender regard which made her dread to see him depart, 
lest evil should befal him by the way; that love which is full 
of fears for the beloved that we never feel for ourselves* 
But no one could have told that there were any emo- 
tions in her bosom but respect and gratitude, unless the 
transitory look of deep grief that crossed her face, as she 
bent down her head to kiss the hand he gave her, could have 
been seen. It was gone as soon as she raised her eyes 
again; and her countenance was bright and cheerful, when 

he said — 

" A^ain my will although I wende, 
A may not alway dwellen here. 
For everything shall have an ende, 
And frend^s are not ay ifere :" 

and, skiUed in all the lore of old ballads, almost as much as 
himself, she answered at once, from that beautiful song of 
the days of the Black Prince — 

" For frendship and for gift^s goode, 
For mete and drink so grete plentie. 
That lord that raught was on the roode, 
He kepe the comeli companie. 

*' On sea or lande where that ye be, 
He goveme you withouten greve j 
So good disport ye han made me, 
Again my will, I take my leve." 
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And, after again kissing his hand, she let him depart, keeping 
down by a great effort the tears that struggled to rise up into 
her eyes. But she would not for the world have suffered one 
weak emotion to appear before her kinsman, whose character 
she knew right well, and over whom she proposed at once to 
assume an influence, which could only be gained by the dis- 
play of a firm and superior mind. 

" And who may that young lord be, pretty Ella ?" asked 
Nicholas Bnine : ^ he seems to take great heed of you, dear 
kinswoman, and is evidently too high a bird to mate vniti one 
of our feather.^ 

^^ Mate with me ! '* answered Ella, in a scornful tone. 
** Oh, no ! cousin mine. He will mate, ere long, with one of 
the sweetest ladies within the shores of merry England, who 
has been most kind to me too. He is a friend of the King; 
and when poor old Murdock Brune, my grandsire, and your 
uncle, was killed, by a fiend of a courtier trampling him 
under his horse's feet, that gentleman, who saw the deed, 
threw the monster back from his horse, and afterwards repre- 
sented my case to the King, who punished the man-slayer, 
and sent me fifty half-nobles.'" 

Nicholas Brune was affected in two very opposite ways by 
Ella's words. " My uncle killed by a courtier !" he exclaimed 
at first, with his eyes flashing fire. '^ What was his name, 
maiden — what was his name ?*' 

" Sir Simeon of Roy don," answered Ella Brune; and seek- 
ing a scrap of parchment and a reed pen, the goldsmith 
wrote down th^ name, as if to prevent it from escaping his 
memoir. But the moment after his mind reverted to another 
part of Ella's speech. "Fifty half- nobles 1" he exclaimed, 
taking a piece of gold out of a drawer, and looking at it. 
'^ That was a princely gift, indeed, Ella ; and you owe the 
young gentleman much gratitude for getting it for you." 

*^ I owe him and his fair lady-love more than I can ever 
repay, for many an act beside," answered Ella Brune ; " but 
I am resolved, my good kinsman, that I will discharge part 
of the debt of gratitude, if not the whole. I have a plan in 
my head, cousin — I have a plan, which I know not whether 
I will tell you or not." 

^ Take counsel! — always take counsel!" answered the 
goldsmith. 

" I want none, fair kinsman," replied Ella ; ^^ I need neither 
counsel nor help. My own wit shall be my counsellor ; and 
as I am rich now, I can always get aid when I want it." 
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''Rich!'* said Nicholas; — ''what, with &lty half-nobles^ 
pretty maid ? It is a heavy sum, truly, but soon spent ** 

" Were that all/* rejoined Ella, " I should not count myself 
very rich; but I have more than that, cousin — enough to 
dower me to as gay a citizen as any in Ghent. But here 
seem a number of gallants gathering round the gate of the 
Graevensteen. I will back into the far part of the shop, and 
we will talk more hereafter.'' 

While this conversation had been going on between 
Nicholas and Ella Brune, Richard of Woodville, followed by 
the goldsmith's man, had hurried back to the inn, and 
directed Ned Dyram to deliver over the coffer belonging to 
the minstrel girl, which had been brought, not vdthout some 
inconvenience, on the back of one of the mules that carried 
his own baggage. The young gentleman did not remark 
that, in executing this order, Ned Dyram questioned the lad 
cunningly; and busy, to say sooth, in paying his score to the 
host, and making his fintd preparations for departure, he 
forgot for the time his fair companion of the way, quite 
satisfied that she was safe and comfortable under the roof of 
her kinsman. 

Some time before the hour appointed, Woodville was in 
the court of the old castle, vrith his men armed and mounted, 
in very different guise from their peaceful habiliments of the 
morning. He contented himself with sending in a page to 
inform the Count that he was ready, and remained standing 
by his horse's side ; while several of those who had been 
chosen by the young Burgundian Prince as his companions, 
entered through the old gate, and paused to admire, with 
open eyes, the splendid array of the English band, each man 
armed in plate of the newest and most approved form, 
according to his degree, and each bearing, slung over his 
shoulder, the green quiver, filled with the fatal English 
arrows, which turned so often the tide of battle in the olden 
time. 

After having waited for about ten minutes, the page whom 
Woodville had sent came back, and conducted him into the 
castle, where, in a suite of rooms occupying the basement 
story of one of the towers, he found the young Count, armed 
and ready to mount. '^ Here is your lodging after our re- 
turn," said the Prince, rapidly. ** I vrished to show it to you 
ere we set out : these four chambers, and one above. Your 
horses must be quartered out. And now, my friendy let us to 
the saddle: the rest have come, I think." And, speeding 
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through the passages to the court-yard, he welcomed grace- 
fully the gentlemen assembled, sprang upon his horse^s back, 
and, followed by his train, rode out over the private bridge 
belonging to the castle, bending his steps upon the road to 
the French frontier. 

The Count himself and the small body that accompanied 
him, amounting in all to about a hundred men, were all 
armed after the heavy and cumbersome &shion of those days; 
and each of the several parties of which the troop was com- 
posed, had with them one or two led horses or mules, loaded 
with spare arms and clothing. Considering weight and 
incumbrances, they moved forward at a very rapid rate — 
certainly not less than seven miles an hour; and pausing 
nowhere but to give water to the horses, they had advanced 
nearly eight leagues on their way ere nightfall. A few 
minutes after, through the ftdnt twilight which remained in 
the sky, Richard of Woodville perceived some spires and 
towers rising at a short distance over the flat country before 
them ; and, on his asking one of the gentlemen, vriih whom 
he had held a good deal of conversation during their journey, 
what town it was that they were approaching, the reply was, 
** Courtray." 

Here the Count of Charolois stopped for about an hour ; 
but, while the horses and most of his attendants contrived to 
obtain some very tolerable food, the young Prince neither ate 
nor drank ; but, with a mind evidently anxious and disturbed, 
walked up and down the hall, occasionally talking to Richard 
of Woodville, the only one who exercised the same absti- 
nence, but never mentioning either the end or object of their 
journey. 

A little after eight o^clock the whole party were in the 
saddle once more, and, judging from the direction which they 
took as they issued forth from the gates of Courtray, the 
gentleman who had been the young Englishman's principal 
companion on the road informed him that they must be gomg 
to Lille. In about two hours and a half more, that city was 
seen by the light of the moon ; and, after causing the gates 
to be opened, the Count took his way through the streets, 
but did not direct his course to the chateau usually inhabited 
by the Flemish Counts. Alighting at the principal hostelry 
of the place, he turned to the gentlemen who followed, say- 
ing, '^ Here we must wait for the first news that to-morrow 
may bring. Make yourselves at ease, noble lords. I am 
tired, and will to bed." 

Without farther explanation, he retired at once with his 
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peraoDal attendants; and his followers proceeded to 
amuse themselTes as best they might Bichard of Woodville 
remained with his comrades of tihe road for aboat an hour, 
andy during that time, much of the rough asperitj of fresh 
acquaintance was brushed away. He then followed the ex- 
ample of the young Count, in order to rise refreshed the next 
morning. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THOSE WHO WERE LEFT BEHIND. 

The morning afiber the departure of Bichard of Woodrille 
dawned dear and bright upon the city of Ghent ; and the 
hour of seven found a small party assembled in a neat wooden 
house, not many yards within the Brabant gate, at the cheer- 
ful meal of breakfrist With dagger in hand and hearty good 
will, Nicholas Brune was hewing away at a huge capon, 
which, with a pickled boards head^ formed the staple of the 
meal, helping his good buxom dame and Ella Brune to what 
he considered choice pieces, and praising the fare with more 
exuberance than modesty, considering that he was the lord 
of the feast. 

Madame Brune, as we should call her in the present day, 
but known in Ghent by a more homely appellation, which 
may be translated ** Wife Brune," was a native of the good 
city ; and, by his marriage with her, Nicholas had not only 
obtained a considerable sum of money, but also various ad- 
vantages, which placed him nearly, if not altogether, on a 
footing with the bom citizens ; — so that, for his fedr better 
half, he had great respect and devotion, as in duty bound. 
For Ella his reverence had been greatly increased, by finding 
that she was endowed with a quality very engaging in his 
opinion — ^namely, wealth ; for the sum which she possessed, 
though but a trifle in our eyes, was in those days no incon- 
siderable fortune, as I have already taken the liberty of 
hinting. 

I must not, however, do the worthy goldsmith injustice, 
and suffer the reader to believe that, had Ella appeared poor 
and friendless, as he had last seen her, Nicholas Brune 
would have shown her aug^t but kindness ; for he was a 
good-hearted and ri{^t-minded man ; but it is not attributing 
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too mucli to the influence of the precious metals in which he 
worked, to admit that, certainly, he always took them into 
account in computing the degree of respect which he was 
bound to pay to others. He would not have done any dis- 
honest or evU act to obtain a whole Peruvian mine, if such a 
thing had been within the sphere of his imagination ; but 
still, the possession of such a mine would have greatly en- 
hanced, in the eyes of Nicholas Brune, the qualities of any 
one who might chance to be its proprietor. The only thing, 
indeed, which puzzled him in the present instance was, how 
his old uncle could assume the garb of a wandering, and not 
generally respected race, when he had by him a sum which 
set him above all chance of want At first he fancied that 
the old man's love of music — which was to him, who did not 
know one note from another, a separate marvel — ^might have 
been the motive : the ruling passion strong in dea&. But 
then he thought that good old Murdock might have made 
sweet melody just as well in his own house, as in wandering 
from court to court, and fair to fiedr ; but immediately after, 
remembering the old man's peculiar religious notions, with 
which he was well acquainted, he concluded that zeal, in 
which he could iiilly sympathize, must have been the cause 
of conduct that seemed so strange. This was an induce- 
ment he could understand; for, though on no other points 
was he of an enthusiastic and vehement character, yet he 
was so in matters of faith ; and if he could have made up 
his mind to any sort of death, it would have been that of a 
martyr; but, to say truth, he could not bring himself to prefer 
any way of leaving the world, and thought one as disagree- 
able as another. Thus he arrived at the conclusion, that his 
uncle was quite right in using any means to conceal both his 
wealth and his religion. 

However, as I have said, he viewed Ella vrith a very pla- 
cable countenance, — ^invited her to eat and drink ; an<^ as 
his mind reverted to what she had said, in regard to paying 
for her food and lodging, he treated it with a mixture of jest 
and argument, which showed her that he would receive some- 
thing, though not too much. 

" Why, my fair cousin,*' he said, when she recurred to the 
subject, '' in this good town of Ghent, all is at so base a 
price that men live for nothing, and are expected. to sell their 
goods for nothing, I can tell you. Now, look at that capon ; a 
&tter one never carried its long legs about a stack of com, and 
yet it cost but six liards. You would pay a sterling, or may 
be two, for such a one in London; and here you might get 
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a priest as fat to sing a mass for the same money. God help 
the mummers r 

Ella, howeyer, replied, that she would settle her share ifrith 
his dame for so long as she stayed, and was proceeding to 
let her good-humoured cousin into some of her Tiews and 
intentions, foreseeing that she might need his countenance 
and assistance, when the outer door opened, and, after a 
knock at that of the room in which they sat, Ned Djnram en-» 
tered, to inquire after his fair companion of the way. Ella 
knew not whether to be pleased or sorry to see mm ; but 
surprised she certainly was ; for she had thought he was far 
away from Ghent with his lord. The cause of these contrary 
emotions was simply, that she felt little pleasure in theman^s 
society, and less in ibe Iotc that he professed towards her, and 
yet, having made up her mind to take advantage of the pas« 
sion he experienced or affected, to work out her own puposes, 
she saw that his remaining in Ghent might greatly facilitate 
her Tiews. But the game she had to play was a delicate one, 
for she had re8olTed,for no object whatsoever^ to give encou- 
ragement to his suit; but rather, to leave him to divine her 
wishes, and promote them if he would, than ask aught at his 
hands. 

Though carried on by that eager and enthusiastic spirit which 
lingers longer in the breast of woman than in that of man: 
from which, indeed, everything in life tends to expel it — his own 
wearing passions, his habits of indulgence, the hard lessons of 
experience, and the checks of repeated disappointment — yet 
she felt somewhat alarmed at the new course before her. Per* 
haps she was not quite sure, though the end ever in view was 
high and noble, self-devoted, and generous, that the means 
were right. To have followed Richard of Woodville through 
the world — to have watched over him as a guardian spirit — to 
have sacrificed for his sake, and for his happiness, all, any- 
thing, peace, security, comfort, and even her own fame — I do 
not say her own honour — she would not have scrupled ; but 
she might ask herself at that moment, whether it was right 
and just to sport with the love of another — to use it for her 
purpose— even to suffer it, when she knew that it could never 
be returned. And yet woman's eye is very keen ; and that 
selfishness, which frequently bears such a large share in man's 
love, was so apparent to her riew in all Dyram's actions, that 
she could not but feel less compunction for suffering him to 
pamper himself with hopes, than if he had been of a nobler 
and a higher nature. 
Whatever were the ideas that crossed her mind, and kept 

Q 
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her silent for a moment, they rapidly passed away ; and when 
her cousin, after gazing at the intnider for an instant, asked 
who he was and what he wanted, she answered for him, in a 
gay tone, affecting the coquettish airs then very common in 
a higher class, ''Oh! he is a senrant of mine, Nicholas — 
▼owed to the tip of my finger. I do not intend ever to have 
him ; but if the poor creature is resolved to sigh at my fee^ 
I must e'en let him. Pray you, give him welcome. What 
news, senrant ? How is it that you have not followed your 
lord ?" 

*^ Because,'' replied Ned Djram, *' I loved best to stay 
with my lady." 

'' Nay," answered Ella Brune, ^ call me not yanr lady. 
You are my servant, but I am yours not at all, either as lady 
or servant You have not yet merited such grace." 

In this light and jesting tone she continued to treat him ; 
and though perhaps such conduct might have repelled a 
more sensitive and delicate lover, with Ned Dyram it but 
added fuel to the fire. Each day he came to visit — each day 
returned with stronger passion in his heart. Jest, indeed, 
which was far from natural to her character or to her feelings at 
the time, Ella could not always keep up : though great and 
stem resolution is often the source of a certain bitter mirth 
at minor things. But in every graver moment she spoke to 
Dyram of Bichard of Woodville and of Mary Markham — for 
as yet she knew her by no other name. She did so studi- 
-ously, and yet so calmly and easily, that not the slightest 
•suspicion of the real feelings in her heart ever crossed the 
«iind of her hearer. Of Mary, she told him far more than 
he had hitherto gathered from his companions in Woodville's 
train, and dwelt long upon her beauty, her gentleness, her 
kindness. Following closely her object, she even found 
means to hint, one day, a regret that she had not been per- 
mitted to follow the young Englishman on his expedition. 

'' What would I have given," she said, ^ to have had your 
chance of going with him ; and yet you chose to remain be- 
hind 1" 

^^ Indeed, fair Ella !" he exclaimed ; ^^ what made you so 
anxious to go ?" 

^^ Nay," answered the girl, with a mysterious look, *^ do you 
expect me to tell you my secrets, bold man ? I would give a 
chain of gold, however, to be able to follow your master 
about the world for just twelve months, if it could be done 
without risking my own fair fame. Oh ! for one of those fairy 
girdles that made the wearer invisible !" 
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'^ Methinks you love himy MistressElla,^' replied Ned Dyram, 
more from pique than suspicion. 

But Ella answered, boldly and at once, though he had 
touched the wound somewhat roughly. 

^^ Yes, I do love him well !^' she answered ; *' and I have 
cause, servant of mine. But it is not for that. I have a vow; 
I have a purpose ; and though they must be executed, I 
Imow not well how to do so. I ought not to have left him, 
even now." 

'' I dare say he would have taken you, if you had asked 
him !" replied the man. 

^^ And what would men have said ?" demanded Ella. ^^ What 
would you have thought yourself — ^what might your young 
lord have thought — though he is not so foolish as yourself? 
Most likely you would all have done me wrong in your fan- 
cies. No, no ! — if I go, it must be secretly. But diere, get 
you gone ; I will tell you no more.** 

^^ Nay, tell on, sweet Ella \^ exclaimed Ned Dyram ; ^^ and 
perhaps I may aid you.** 

" Get you gone, I say !" replied Ella Brune. " I will tell 
you no more, at least for the present. You help me ! — Why, 
were I to trust to you for help in such a matter as this, 
should I not put myself entirely in your power?" 

'^ But I would never misuse it, Ella," answered Ned Dyram. 

^* No, no !" she exclaimed ; '^ I will never put myself in any 
man's power, unless I suffer him to put a ring upon my finger; 
and then, of course, I am as much lus slave as if he had a ring 
round my neck. There, leave me ! leave me I You may come 
again to-morrow, and see if I am in a better mood. I feel 
cross to-day." 

Ned Dyram retired ; but he was destined to return before 
the day was over, and to bring her tidings, which, however 
unpleasant in themselves, rendered his coming welcome. As 
he took his way back towards the ihn, just at the comer of 
the Vendredi market-place, he met a party of travellers, and 
heard the English tongue ; but he took little heed, for his 
thoughts were full of Ella Brune ; and he had passed half 
across the square, when one of the horsemen rode after him, 
and said his lord desired to speak with him. Ned Dyram 
looked up, and at once remembered the man's face. For 
reasons of his own, however, he suffered not the slightest 
trace of recognition to appear on his own countenance. As 
the horseman spoke in English, he replied in the same tongue, 
asking who was his master, and what he wanted ? 

q2 
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'^ He is an English knight,** replied the servant ; '^ and what 
he wants he will tell you himself." 

^* But I am not fond of trusting myself in English knights* 
handsy" answered Ned Dyram ; ^^ they sometimes use one 
badly : so tell me his name, or I do not go." 

^* His name is Sir Simeon of Roydon/* replied the man : 
"a very good name, isn't it?" 

" Oh, yes ! I will go to him,** replied Ned Dyram. " He used 
to be about the Court, when I was a greater man than I am^ 
now;" and he walked straight up to the spot where Sir Simeon 
of Roydon had halted his horse, and lowly doffed his bonnet 
as he approached. 

^^ My knave tells me," said the knight, '' that you are a ser- 
vant of the King's. Is it so ?" 

'^ It was so once, sir," replied Ned Dyram ; and then added, 
looking round to the servant who had followed him, *^ So, it 
was he who told you : I do not remember him !** 

^^ Perhaps not," answered the knight; '^ but you came up 
with him once, when he was following a young woman in 
whom I take some interest. Do you know where she is 
now ?" 

" It may be so," replied Ned Dyram ; " but I talk not of 
such things in the street, good sir." 

Simeon of Roydon paused and mused, gazing in the man's 
face the while. " Whom do you serve now ?" he demanded, 
at length. 

** Why, I am employed by no one, at present," said Ned 
Dyram ; not exactly telling a falsehood, but implying one. 

'^ Well, then, come to me to-night, some time after sunset," 
rejoined Sir Simeon, " and we will speak more. You know 
the convent of the Dominicans ; I am to lodge there, for the 
prior is my cousin. Ask for Sir Simeon of Roydon, or the 
English knight, and the porter will show you my lodging." 

" At the Dominicans!" cried Ned Dyram ; "why, you are 
not going thither now — at least, that is not tiie way." • 

"Is it not?" exclaimed the knight. "Why tiiis fellow 
agreed to guide me ;" and he pointed to a man in the dress 
of a peasant, who accompanied them. 

** Then he is guiding you wrong," replied Ned Dyram. 
" Go straight up that street, follow the course of the river 
to the left, and, when you have passed the second bridge, 
turn up to the right, cross the Lys, and you will see the 
Dominicans right before you. He was taking you to the 
Carmelites." 

" Well, don't fail to come," rejoined Sir Simeon of Roy- 
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don ; and be then rode on, pouring no very measured abuse 
upon tbe bead of bis guide. 

Tbe moment be was gone, Dyram burried back to Ella 
Brune ; and a long and eager conversation ensued between 
tbem, of a very different tone and character from any wbicb 
bad taken place before. Ella was obliged to trust and to 
confide in bim, to tell ber reasons for abhorring and shrink- 
ing from tbe sight of one whom her evil fortune seemed 
continually to bring across ber path, and to consult with 
him on the means to be employed for the purpose of con*- 
eealing her presence in Ghent from Roydon's eyes, and of 
discovering what chance bad brought him to tbe same ci^ 
so soon after herself. 

Nothing, perhaps, could have given Dyram more satisfac- 
tion than this result. The new relations wbicb it established 
between Ella and himself — ^the opportunities wbicb it pro- 
mised of serving, assisting ber, and laying ber under 
obligations — the constant excuse which it afforded for seeing 
her, and consulting with ber on subjects of deep interest to 
herself — ^were all points which afforded him much gratifica- 
tion. But that was not all: be fancied that he saw tbe 
means of obtaining a power over ber — a command as well 
AS an influence. Vague schemes presented themselves to 
bis mind of entangling ber in a chain that she could not 
break — of binding ber to himself by ties that she could not 
shake off — and of using tbe haughty and vicious knight, 
whose character be easily estimated, from the information 
now given him by Ella, as a tool for tbe accomplishment 
of bis own purposes. I have said that these schemes were 
vague ; and perhaps they might never have taken any more 
definite a form, bad not other events occurred wbicb led him 
to carry them out almost against bis own will. Man, in tbe 
midst of circumstances, is like one in a Daedalian labyrinth, 
where a thousand paths are ready to confound him, a thou- 
sand turnings to lead him to tbe same end, and that end 
disappointment; while but one, of all the many ways, can 
reach tbe issue of success. 

That night, soon after sunset, Dyram stood before the 
gate of tbe Dominican monastery, and, ringing the bell, 
asked tbe porter for tbe lodging of Sir Simeon of Roydon. It 
was evident to him that orders bad been given for bis admis- 
sion, for, without any inquiry, be was immediately shown to 
a small chamber, where he found the knight alone. A 
usurious contest of tbe wits then ensued, for the knight was 
shrewd, and had determined, if it were within tbe scope of 
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possibility, to gain from Ned Dyram all the information he 
conld afford ; and Dyram, on the contrary, had resolved to 
give none but that vrhich suited his purpose. Both were 
keen and cunning men; neither very scrupulous; each 
selfish in a high degree, though in a somewhat different line; 
and both eager and fiery in pursuit of their objects. 

The first question of the knight to Ned Dyram was, what 
had brought him to Ghent ? 

^ I came hither,*^ he replied, at once, '^with Master Richard 
of Woodville." 

The knight's brow was covered by a sudden cloud, and he 
demanded, in a sharp tone, ^ Is he here now i — ^Are you his 
servant, then ?" 

^ He is not here now,'* answered the man ; ^ he has gone 
on with the Count de Charolois, and did not think fit to take 
me vnth him any further." 

'' Then you are out of employment?'' asked the knight. 

''For the present, I am," said Ned Dyram; ''but I shall 
soon find as much as I want I am never at a loss, sir 
knight." 

'* That is lucky for yourself," replied Simeon of Roydon; 
and then abruptly added, "Will you take service with me?" 

"No!" answered Dyram, bluntly. "I will take service 
vdth no one any more. I was not meant for a varlet. I can 
do better things than be the serving-man of any knight or 
noble." 

" What can you do ?" demanded Roydon, witii a some- 
what sarcastic smile. 

"What can I not?" exclaimed Dyram. "T can read 
better than a priest — ^write better than a clerk. I can speak 
languages that would make your ears tingle, vrithout under- 
standing what you heard. I can compound all essences and 
drugs; I can work in gold, silver, or iron; and I know some 
secrets that would well nigh raise the dead." 

" Indeed !" said the knight. "Then you must be a monk, 
or a doctor of Oxford." 

"Neither," replied the man; "but I see you disbelieve 
me. Shall I give you a proof of what I can do ?" 

"Yes," answered Sir Simeon; "I should like to see some 
spice of your skiU." 

" In what way shall it be," asked Ned Dyram. " If you 
will order up some charcoal, with this litde instrument and 
these pinchers I vrill make you a chain to go round your 
wrist out of a gold noble ; or, if there be a Greek book in 
the monastery, I vnll read you a page therefrom, and ex- 
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pound it, in the presence of whom yon wiU, as a judge ; for 
well I wot you yourself know nothing about it'* 

^Nor wish to know,'* replied the knight; '' but I will hare 
neither of these experiments ; the one wovdd be too long, the 
other too tedious. You said that you had secrets that would 
well nigh raise the dead. I have heard of such things, and 
I should like to see them tried.** 

" Would you not be afraid ?" asked Ned Dyram. 

" No !— Why ?" answered Sir Simeon of Roydom " The 
dead cannot hurt me.** 

^'Assuredly,** said Ned Dyram; ^but yet, when we call 
for those who are in their graves, we can never surely tell 
who may come. It is not always the spirit we wish that 
answers to our voice; and that man's heart must be sin- 
gularly free, who, in die days of fiery youth, has done no 
deed towards the silent and the cold, that might make him 
shrink to see them rise from their dull bed of earth, and look 
him in the fsuce again.'' 

^I am not afraid," said Roy don, after a moment's thought, 
" Do it if you can." 

^ Nay, I said I had secrets that would well fdgh raise the 
dead," answered Ned Dyram. '*I neither told you that they 
would, nor that I was willing." 

^ Ha ! it seems to me you are a boaster, my good friend," 
exclaimed the knight, widi a sneer. *' Can you do anything 
in this sort, or can you not?" 

'* I am no boaster, proud knight," replied Ned Dyram, in 
an angry tone, ^^and I only say what I am able to perform. 
Tis you that make it more than I ever did say ; but if you 
would know what I can do, I tell you I can raise the dead 
for my own eye, though not for yours. That last great secret 
I have not yet obtained ; but I trust ere long to do so ; and 
as you are incredulous, like all other ignorant men, I will 
give you proof this very night" 

''But how shall I know, if I do not see the shapes my- 
self?" demanded Sir Simeon of Roydon. 

^ I will tell you what I behold," rejoined the man, '' and 
you must judge for yourself. Those whom I call up shall 
all have some reference to you. Have you a mirror there?" 

^ Yes," replied the knight ; and while he rose to search 
for one, Dyram strewed some small round balls upon the 
table, jet black in colour, and apparently soft The knight 
brought forward one of the small, round, polished mirrors of 
the day, which generally formed part of die travelling appa* 
ratus of both sexes in the faigner class; and, setting it 
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upright, Dyram brought each of the litde bolls for a single 
instant to ^e flame of the lamp, and laid them down before 
the mirror. A thin white smoke, of a faint, but delicate 
odour, instantly rose up and spread through the room, pro« 
duoing a feeling of languor in those who breathed the per* 
fume, and giving a ghastly likeness to all things round; 
and, kneeling down before the table, Ned Dyram gazed into 
the glass, pronouncing several words in a strange tongue, 
unintelligible to the knight. The moment after his eyes 
opened wide, and seemed almost starting from his head; 
and the knight exclaimed eagerly, '' What is it you see?" 

'^ I see,*' replied the man, '^ a gentleman in a black robe 
seated at a table; and he looks very sad. He is young and 
handsome, too, with coal-black hair curling round his brow.** 

'^ Has he no mark by which I can distinguish him ?** asked 
ihe knight 

^ Yes,** answered Dyram ; ^ but it matters not for him, as 
I see he is amongst the living. It is the absent who gene- 
rally come first, and then the dead. However, heroes a scar 
upon his right cheek, as if from an old wound." 

^^Sir Henry Dacre!" murmured Boydon. ^^Try again, 
man — try again ; and let it be the dead this time." 

Dyram pronounced some more words, apparently in the 
same language ; and then a smile came upon his counte- 
nance. '^A sweet and beautifrd lady!" he said. ^^How 
proudly she walks, as if earth were not good enough to 
bear her! Ha! how is that?" — and, as he spoke, his face 
assumed a look of terror : his lip quivered, his eye stared ; 
and the countenance of Sir Simeon of Boydon turned 
deadly pale. 

^ What do you see ?" demanded the knight, in a voice 
scarcely audible. '^ What do you see ?" 

<^ She walks by a stream !" cried Dyram, in a terrible tone» 
^<and the sun is just below the sky. Some one meets her, 
and they talk. He seizes her by ihe throat ! — she struggles 
— ^he holds &st — ^he casts her into the river ! Hark, how 
she shrieks ! She sinks — she rises — she shrieks again ! Oh 
God ! some one help her ! — she is gone !" 

All was silent in the room for a minute : and Ned Dyram, 
wiping his brow, as if recovering from some great excite- 
ment, gazed round him by the light of the lamp. Simeon of 
Boydon had sunk into a seat; and his face was so ashy 
pale, the lids of his eyes so tightly closed, that for a moment 
his companion thought he had frdnted. The instant after, 
however, he murmured, ^^Ah! necromancer!" and then 
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staxting ap, exclaimed, *^ What horrible vision is this ? Who 
is it thou hast seen ?** 

" Nay, I know not," answered Ned Dyram. " How can I 
tell ? They spoke not ; — 'twas but a sight. But one thing 
is certain, tiiat either the man or the woman is closely allied 
to you in some way/' 

'^ What was he like ?"' demanded the knight, abruptly. 

'^ It was so dark when he came that I could not see him 
well,'' replied Dyram. '^ He was a tall, fair man ; but that 
was all I saw. The lady was more clearly visible ; for when 
she came, there was a soft evening light in the sky." 

'^ Why, fool, it has been dark these two hours," cried the 
knight. 

•* Not in that glass," answered the other. " When she 
appeared first, it was a calm sunset, and I saw her well ; but 
it speedily grew dark, and then I could descry nothing but 
her form, first struggling with her murderer, and then with 
the deep waters." 

"Her murderer 1" repeated Simeon of Roydon — ^**her 
murderer ! What was she like ?" 

" A vain and haughty beauty, I should say," replied the 
man ; " with dark hair, and seemingly dark eyes, a proud 
and curling lip, and ^" 

" Enough, enough !" answered Simeon of Roydon, with 
resumed composure. " I know her by your description, and 
by the facts ; but in the man you are mistaken — he was a 
dark man who did the deed, or suspicion belies him." 

" 'Twas a fair man, that I saw," rejoined Djram, in a de- 
cided tone; " of that, at least, I am sure, though the shadows 
were too deep to let me view his face distinctly. Shall I 
look again, to see any more, sir knight?" 

" No, no — it is sufficient !" cried Simeon of Roydon, some- 
what sharply. " I see you have not overstated what you 
can do. Hearken to me ; I will give you employment in 
your own way — ^much or little, as you like. I would fain 
hear more of this girl, Ella Brune — of where she is, what she 
is doing. I would fisdn find her — speak with her ; but I am 
discomposed to-night. This lady that you saw but now 
was very dear to me; her sad fate affects me. deeply even 
now. See, how I am shaken by these memories !" And in 
truth his band, which he stretched forth to lay the mirror 
flat upon the table, trembled so, that he nearly let it fall. 
" But of this girl, Ella Brune," he continued : " have you 
known her long? — ^know you where she now is?" 

" Nay, I was but sent to bear her a letter firom Richard of 
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WoodTille, aud to counsel her from him, to go to YorV re- 
plied Dyram. *^ Then, as to where she is, I cannot say 
exactly — not to a point^ that is to say ; but I can soon learn, 
if I am well entreated and well paid V 

'^ That you shall be,*' rejoinea the knight. ^ Gome to me 
to-morrow early, and we will talk more. To-night I am 
nnfit. Here is some gold for you for what you have done. 
Good night, good night !" 



CHAPTER XXV. 

' THE ENTERPRISE. 

The young Count of Gharolois stood in the court-yard of 
the inn, about nine o'clock on the morning that followed his 
arriyal in Lille, with a letter in his hand, and a countenance 
not altogether well pleased. There was a gentleman beside 
him. somewhat advanced in years, bearing knightly spurs 
upon his heels, and armed at aU points but the head, the 
grey hair of which was partly covered with a small velvet 
cap, and to him the Prince spoke eagerly ; while the various 
persons who had attended him from Ghent stood at a respect- 
ful distance, waiting his commands as to their future proceed- 
ings. Richard of Woodville had not remarked the old knight 
with the band before ; and turning to one of the young 
nobles vrith whom he had formed some acquaintance, he 
asked who he was. 

^'Why, do you not know?" exclaimed his companion. 
<^ That is Sir Walter, Lord of Roucq, one of our most re- 
nowned leaders. He has just arrived from Douay, they say; 
but the Count seems angry with that letter the courier brought 
him from Paris. Things are going ill there, I doubt, and we 
shall soon have a levy of arms. That Court is fiill of faitoora 
and treachers — a crop of bad com, which wants Burgundian 
hands to thin it" 

'^ I trust that you will permit a poor Englishman to put in 
a sickle," said Woodville, laughing; ^or at least to have the 
gleanings of the field." 

" Oh ! willingly, willingly!" replied the young lord, with 
better wit than might have been expected. '^ I cannot but 
think your good sovereigns in England have but been hesi- 
tating till other arms have begun the harvest, in order to 
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take full gleanings of that poor land — ^but see, the Count is 
looking round to ub.'^ 

^' Hearken, my lords," said the Count ^ It is my father's 
will that I should remain in Lille, while this noble knight 
rides on an expedition of some peril to the side of Toumaj. 
He says the Lord of Roucq has men enough for what is 
wanted, and that some of you must abide with me here; but 
still I will permit any gentlemen to go who may choose to 
do so, provided a certain number stay with me ; sa make 
your election.'* 

The young nobles of Burgundy were rarely unwilling to 
take the field ; but in the present instance, tihere were two 
or three motives which operated to make them in general 
decide in favour of staying with the Count of Charolois. In 
the first place, they knew of no enterprise that could be 
achieved on the side of Toumay which offered either glory 
or profit There were a few bands of revolted peasantry 
and brigands in that quarter, whom the Count had threatened 
to suppress ; but such a task was somewhat distasteful to 
them. In the second place, they were not insensible to the 
feucti, that by choosing to stay with the Prince, they offered 
him an indirect compliment, which was especially desirable 
at a moment when he seemed angry at not being permitted 
to lead them himself; and, in the third place, the Lord of 
Roucq was inferior in rank to most of them, though superior 
in militajry reputation ; and he was, moreover, known to be 
a somewhat strict disciplinarian, a quality by no means 
agreeable either to the French or Burgundian gentlemen. 

'^ I came to serve under you, my lord the Count," said 
the young Ingram de Croy ; ^ and if you do not go, and I 
am permitted to choose, where you stay I will remain." 

The old Lord of Boucq gazed at him coldly, but made no 
observation ; and the same feeling was found general, till 
the Count turned with a smile to Richard of Woodville, 
asking his choice. 

** Why, my noble lord," replied the young Englishman, 
'* if I could serve you here, I should be willing enough to 
stay ; but, as that is not the case, I had better serve you 
elsewhere ; and wherever this good knight goes, doubtless 
there will be some honour to be gained under his pennon." 

Walter of Roucq still remained silent, but he did not 
forget the willingness of the foreign gentleman ; and one 
very young noble of Burgundy, whose fortune and fame 
were yet to make, taking courage at WoodviUe's words, pro- 
posed to go also. 
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" I have but few men with me, my lord the Count," he 
said, with the modesty which was affected, if not felt, by all 
young men in chivalrous times ; *^ and, as you know, I have 
but small experience; wishing to gain which, I will, by your 
good leave, serve under the Lord of Woodville here, who» I 
diink you said, had been already in several stricken fields, 
and was a comrade of the noble King of England." 

'^ King Henry calls him his friend, Monsieur de Lens, in 
his letter to me,** replied the Count; ^ and I know he has 
gained bs in several battles, though I have been told that he 
was disappointed of his spurs at Bramham Moor (he did not 
pronounce the word very accurately) ; because such was the 
trust placed in his discretion, that he was sent to the late 
King just before the fight, when no one else could be 
trusted." 

Again Richard of Woodville marvelled to find his whole 
history so well known ; but the Count went on immediately 
to add to the young Englishman's troop ten of his own men- 
at-arms. ** You, Monsieur de Lens, brought seven, I think,** 
he said ; ^' so &at will be some small reinforcement to your 
menee, my Lord of Boucq;" and drawing that gendeman 
aside, the Prince whisperea to him for some moments. 

" Willingly, willingly, fair sir," replied the old knight, to 
whatever it was he said. ^ God forbid I should stay any 
noble gentleman anxious to do doughty deeds. He shall have 
the cream of it, and it shall go hard if I give him not the 
means to win llie spurs. Monsieur de Woodville, I set out 
in half an hour. I will but have some bread and a cup of 
wine, and then am ready for your good company." 

But little preparation was needed, for all had been kept 
ready to set out at a moment* s notice. Nevertheless, in the 
little arrangements which took place ere they departed, there 
sprang up between Richard of Woodville and the Lord of 
Lens what may be called the intimacy of circumstances. 
The young Burgundian, though brave, and well practised in 
the use of arms, was diffident, from inexperience, of more 
active and perilous scenes than the tilt-yard of his father^s 
castle, or the jousting-lists in the neighbouring town; and he 
was well satisfied to place himself under the immediate di* 
rection of one who, like Richard of Woodville, had fought 
in general engagements, and served in regular armies. He 
had also some dread of the Lord of Roucq ; but by fusing 
his party into the English gentleman^s band, he placed 
another between himself and the severe old soldier, so that 
he trusted to escape the harsh words which their commander 
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was not un^rcoustomed to use. To Woodville, then, he 
applied for information regarding every particular of his 
conduct; bow he was to place his men, where he was to ride 
himself, and a thousand other particulars, making his com- 
panion smUe sometimes at the timidity which he had per- 
sonally never known, from having been accustomed, even in 
boyhood, to the troublous times and continual dangers which 
followed the usurpation of the throne by the first of the 
Lancasterian House. 

While they were conversing over these matters, one of the 
pages of the Count of Charolois joined them from the inn, 
and bade the English gentleman follow him to the Prince. 
The Count was alone in a small bed-room up stairs, and the 
temporary vexation which his countenance had expressed 
some time before, had now quite passed away. He met 
Bichard with a laughing countenance, and, holding out his 
hand to him, exclaimed, addressing him by the name he had 
given him ever since their first interview, " God speed you, 
my friend. These rash nobles of ours have taken themselves in ; 
and though stem old De Roucq does not wish it mentioned 
that he is going on such an errand, I would have you know 
it, that you may take advantage of opportunity. I love 
you better for going with him than staying with me, as you 
may well judge, when I tell you that his object is to meet 
my father, and guard him from Paris to Lille, if the Duke 
can effect his escape from the French court. My father 
would not have me come, for he is likely to be pursued, it 
seems; and he says in his letter, that should mischance 
befall him, while I remain in Lille there will still be a Duke 
of Burgundy to crush this swarm of Armagnac bees, even 
should they sting him to death. However, you must not tell 
De Roui^q that I have given you such tidings; for if he knew 
it, he would scold me like a Nieuport fishwoman, with as 
little reverence as he would a horse-boy." 

^^ I will be carefril, my good lord," replied Richard of 
Woodville ; ^^ but if such be the case, had we better not have 
more men with us ? Six or seven and twenty make but a 
small band against all the chivalry of France." 

^^ Oh ! he has got two hundred iron-handed fellows beyond 
the gates," replied the Prince. '^ But, hark ! there is his voice. 
Quick ! quick ! you must not stay !" and hurrying down 
into the little square before the hostel, the young English- 
man found the men drawn up, and the Lord of Roucq, with 
a page holding his horse, and his foot in the stirrup. 

^^Ah! you are long, sir," said the old knight, swinging 
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himself slowly up into the saddle. NeveithelesSy Richard of 
Woodville was on horseback b^re him; for, laying his hand 
upon his charger's shoulder, he vaulted at once, armed at all 
points as he was, into the seat, and in another instant was at 
the head of his men« 

^^ A boy's trick P' said the old soldier, with a smile« ^ Neyer 
think, young gentleman, that you can make up for present 
delay by after activity: it is a dangerous fancy/' 

" I know it, my good lord," replied Richard of Woodville; 
^^ but I had to speak with my lord the Count before I de- 
parted.** 

^' Well, sir, well," answered the Lord of Roucq; and, wheel* 
ing round his horse, he gazed over the little band, marking 
especially the fine militaiy i^pearance, sturdy limbs, and 
powerful horses of the English archers, with evident satisfiuv 
tion. ^' Ah !" he said, *^ good stuff, good stuff! Have they 
seen service ?" 

'^ Most of them," replied Richard of Woodville. 

'^ They shall see more, I trust, before I have done with 
them," rejoined the old knight ^* Come, let us go. March !" 
— and, leading the way through the streets of Lille, a little 
in advance of the rest of the party, while Richard of Wood- 
ville and the young Lord of Lens followed side by side at 
the head of their men, he soon reached the gates of the city, 
without exchanging a word with any one by the way. 

^^ Why, this is strange," said the Lord of Lens to his com* 
panion, in a low voice, as they turned up towards the side of 
Douay, instead of taking the road to Toumay. ^' This is not 
the march that the Count said was laid out for us. The old 
man knows his road, I suppose ?" 

"No fear of that," replied Richard of Woodville; "our 
business, comrade, is to follow, and to ask no questions. 
Perhaps there is better luck for us than we expected. Com- 
manders do not always tell their soldiers what they are lead- 
ing them to ;" and turning his head as they came forth into 
the broad open road which extended to Peronne, through the 
numerous strong towns at that time comprised in the Flemish 
possessions of the House of Burgundy, he gave orders, in 
French and English, for his men to form in a different order 
— nine abreast. Some^little embarrassmentwas displayed in 
executing this manoeuvre; and he had to explain and direct 
several times before it was performed to his satisfaction. 

The Lord of Roucq looked round and watched the whole 
proceeding, but made no observation ; and, after proceeding 
for about two miles farther on the way, Woodville again 
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changed the order of his men, when the old commander sud- 
denly demanded, ^ What axe you playing such tricks for?^ 

^ For a good reason, sir,** replied Richard of Woodville ; 
^ I have men under me who have never been accustomed to 
act together — my own people, those of this young lord, and 
the men-at-arms of my lord the Count I know not how 
soon you may call upon us for serrioe, or what that senrice 
may bej and it is needful they should have some praeticey 
that they may be alert at their work. I have learnt that, in 
time of need, it does not do to lose even a mii^^t;^ in fonning 
line." 

^ Ay, you Englishmen,'* replied the old lord, *^ vrere always 
better aware of that fact than we are. There would never 
have been a Cressy, if Frenchmen would have submitted to 
discipline. They will fight like devils; but each man haa 
such an opinion of himself that he will fight in his own way, 
forgetdng that one well-trained man, who obeys orders 
promptly, is better than a hundred who do nothing but what 
they like themselves. Ride up and talk with me, young men ; 
I do not see why we should not be friends togedier, diough 
those satin jackets At Lille did not choose to march with old 
Walter de Kouoq." After speaking with some bitterness of 
the turbulent spirit and insubordination which existed in all 
continental armies, the Lord of Roucq led the conversation 
to the military condition of England, and inquired parti- 
cularly into the method, not only of training the soldiers of 
that country, but of educating the youths throughout the land 
to the early use of arms, which he had heard was customary 
there. 

^ Ay, there is the difierence between you and us," he said, 
when Woodville had explained the facts to him ; — *^ you are 
all soldiers ; and your yeomen, as you call them, are as ser- 
viceable as your knights and gentlemen. With us, who 
would ever think of taking a boor from the plough to make 
a man-at-arms of him ? No one dares to put a steel cap on 
his head, unless he has some gentle blood in his veins, though 
it be but half a drop, and then he is as conceited of it as if 
he were descended from Charlemagne. I have charge to give 
you, sir, the best occasions," he continued, still addressing 
Woodville, ^ and I will not fail ; for I see you know what you 
are about, and will do me no discredit'' 

^ I beseech you, my good lord, to let me share them with 
him," said Monsieur de Lens ; ^ I am as eager for renown aa 
any man can be." 

*^ You wiQ share them, of course, as one of his band," re- 
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plied the old soldier, ^ and I doubt not, yonng gentleman, 
will do very well. I will refuse honour to no one who wins 
it;" and thus conyersingythejrode on as £bj as Pont aMarq, 
where they found a large body of men-at-arms waiting for the 
old Lord of Boucq. 

Richard of Woodville remarked that they were most of 
them middle*aged men, wilh hard and weather-beaten conn* 
tenances, who had evidently seen a good deal of service ; but 
he observed also that — probably, from the unwillingness of 
the Burgundian nobility to submit to anything like strict dis- 
cipline — there seemed to be few persons of distinction in 
the corps, and not one knight but the old Lord himself. 
Without any pause, the whole party marched on to Douay, 
the young Englishman losing no opportunity of exercising 
his men in such evolutions as the nature of die ground per- 
mitted, and many of the old soldiers of De Roucq watching 
his proceedings in silence, but with an attentive and in- 
quiring eye. 

At Douay they halted for an hour and a half, to feed their 
horses and to take some refreshment ; and then marching on, 
they did not draw a rein again till Cambray appeared in 
sight. Here all the party expected to remain the night ; for 
Cambray, as the reader well knows, is a good day's march 
from LiUe, especially for men covered with heavy armour, 
and for horses who had to carry not only the weight of their 
masters and their masters' harness, but steel manefaires, 
testieres, and chanfrons of their own. The orders of the 
commander, however, showed them, before they entered the 
gates, that such repose was not to fall to their lot, for he 
directed them to seek no hostel, but to quarter themselves, 
without dividing, in the market-place, and there to feed their 
beasts. 

*^ 'Tis a fine evening," he said, '^ and you shall have plenty 
of food and wine; but we must march on, for an hour or two, 
at night, that we may be in time to-morrow. If we have 
more space than enough in the morning, why the destriers 
will be all the fresher." 

No one ventured to make any reply, though the men-at- 
arms of the Count of j Charolois felt somewhat weary with 
their unwonted exertion, and would fain have persuaded 
themselves that their beasts could go no farther that night. 
Their leader, or vingtner, who held the rank of a sergeant of 
the present day, and usually conmianded twenty men, went 
so far as to hint his opinion on this subject to Richard of 
Woodville; but the young Englishman stopped him in an 
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instant, replying coldly, ^' If your horses break down we must 
find you others. We have nothing to do but to obey." 

The young Englishman took care, however, that the 
chargers of his whole party should have everything that could 
refresh them, and he spared not his own purse to procure for 
them a different sort of food from that which was provided 
for the rest. The cramb of bread soaked in water was a 
favourite expedient with the English of that day, as it is now 
with the Grermans, for restoring the vigour of a wearied horse ; 
and he made bold to dip the bread in wine, which, on those 
beasts that would take it, seemed to produce a very great 
effect 

After halting for two hours, the march was renewed ; and 
wending slowly onward, they reached the small town — ^for 
it was then a town— of Oonlieu, having accomplished a dis- 
tance of nearly eighteen leagues. It was within half an hour 
of midnight when they arrived, and the good people of the 
place had to be roused from their beds to provide them with 
lodgings ; but a party of two hundred men-at-arms was not 
in ^at day to be refused anything they might think fit to re- 

Suire ; and, in the different houses and stables of the town, 
ley were idl at length comfortably housed. 

Richard of Woodville was not one of those men who re- 
quire long sleep to refresh them after any ordinary fatigue ; 
and though, with the care and attention of an Arab, he spent 
a fiill hour in inspecting the treatment of his horses before he 
lay down to rest, yet, after a quiet repose of about four hours 
and a half, he awoke, and instantly sprang from the pallet 
which had been provided for him. He then immediately 
roused the young Lord of Lens, who, with five or six others, 
slept in the same chamber ; but the poor youth gazed wildly 
round him, at first seeming to have forgotten where he was ; 
and it required a hint from his English friend, that the old 
Lord of Roucq was a man likely to be up early in the day, 
ere he could make up his mind to rise. 

Woodville and his companion had been in the stable about 
five minutes, and were just setting the half-awakened horse-boys 
to their work, when a voice was heard at the open door, say- 
ing, ^^This is well ! — this is as it should be!'* and, turning 
round, they saw the figure of the old knight moving slowly 
away to the quarters of another party. 

In an hour more, they were again upon the road ; but 
their march was this day less fatiguing ; and Woodville re- 
marked that their veteran leader seemed to expect some intel- 
ligence from the country into which they were advancing ; 

R 
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for at each haltiiig place he caiosed inauiries to be made for 
messengers seekmg him, and more than onoe stopped the 
peasantry on the road, questioning them strictly, though no 
one clearly seemed to understand his drift. He se^oied, too^ 
to be somewhat undecided as to his course, and talked of 
going on to OrriUers, or at least to Conchy ; but he halted 
for the night, however, at Tilloloy, and quartered his men in 
that vOlage and St Nioaise. 

WoodvDle and his party were lodged in the latter, where 
also the old commander slept ; but a^^ut three in the morn- 
ing the young Englishman was roused by voices speaking, 
followed by some one knocking at a neighbouring door ; waA 
half-raised upon his arm, he was listening to ascertain, if 
possible, what was the cause of this interruption of their re- 
pose, when the door of the room was opened, as for as the 
body of one of the English yeomen, who slept across it, would 
permit. 

** Halloo ! Master WoodviUe," said the voice of the Lofd 
of Roucq. ^ Up, and to horse — ^your beasts are not broken 
down, I trust ?" 

^'They have had time to rest since six last night,** replied 
Woodville, ^^and will be found as fresh as ever, for they feed 
weU." 

<^Like all true Englildunen,'* answered the old soldier. 
^ Join me below in a minute ; I have something to say to 
you. 

Dressing himseli^ and giving hasty orders fur the horses to 
be fed and led out, the young Englishman went down to the 
ground-floor, where eveiything was already in busde, and 
perhaps in some confusion. The Lord of Boueq was sur- 
rounded by several of his own officers, and was giving them 
orders in die sharp tones of impatienoe and hurry. 

'^ Ha ! Sir Englishman,** he exclaimed, as he saw Wood- 
ville, ^^ how long will it take you to be in the saddle ?'* 

''Half an hour,'* replied Richard of WoodviUe. 

'' And these men want two hours !*' cried the old leader. 
*^ Well, hark ye !** — and leading Woodville aside, he whis- 
pered, '' *Tis as well as it is : there will be no jealousy. Get 
your horses out with all speed, and you shall have the cream 
of the afEair, as I promised the young Count You must 
know I am bound to meet our good Duke at Pont St Max- 
ence. He makes his escape from Paris this morning ; and 
as he brings but four men with him, I fear there may be those 
who will try to stop him. His plan is, to go out to hunt 
with the King in the forest of Hallate, and there to be met 
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by some one bringing him letters, as if from Flanders, re- 
quiring his hasty return. Then he will decently bid the 
King adieu, and ride away. I was in hopes to have had time 
enough to be near at hand vriih my whole force, to give him 
aid if they pursue or stay him, though he tells me in the 
packet just received, to meet him at Pont St. Maxence. 
However, it is as well that some should proceed farther ; and 
if you can get the start of us, you can take the occasion.*' 

" I will not miss it," replied Woodville ; " but tw^o things 
may be needful — one, a letter to the Duke ; and another, 
some one who knows the road and the forest." 

'^What sort of letter?" demanded De Roucq, sharply. 
" What is the letter for ?" 

^ To call the Doke back to Flanders," replied Richard of 
Woodville. " I will be the person to deliver it, should 
need be." 

** Ay, that were as well," answered the old knight ; ** though 
doubtless he has arranged already for some one to meet him ; 
yet no harm of two. It shall be written as if others had been 
sent before. I will call my clerk, for of writing I know 
nought." 

^ In the meanwhile I will see for a guide," answered Wood- 
ville; and going forth, he inquired, amongst the attend- 
ants of the young Lord of Lens and the men-at-arms of the 
Count of Charolois, for some one who was acquainted with 
the forest of Hallate. One of the latter had been there in 
former days, and remembered something of the roads, with 
which amount of information Richard of Woodville was 
forced to content himself, trusting to meet with some peasant 
on the spot who might guide him better* He then gave orders 
for bringing out the horses without fetrther delay, and for 
charging each saddle with two feeds of com ; and returning 
to the Lord of Roucq, he found him dictating a letter, by the 
light of a lamp, to a man vrith a shaven crown. Before it 
was finished, for the style of the good knight was not fluent^ 
the jingle of arms and the tramp of horses' feet were heard 
before the inn ; and looking round, with a well-satisfied smile, 
the old soldier exclaimed, *^ Ha ! this is well ! — This is the 
way to win las. There, that will do, Master Peter ; fold and 
seal it« Then for the superscription, as you know how." 

Some five minutes, however, were spent upon heating the 
wax, tying up the packet, and vniting the address, during 
which time Richara of Woodville looked on vrith no small 
impatience, fearing that he might be forestalled by others in 
executing a task which promised some distinction. At length 

b2 
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all was complete; and, taking die letter eagerly, he hurried 
out and sprang into the saddle. 

The Lord of Boucq added various cautions and directionsi 
walking by the young Englishman's horse for some way 
through the village ; but at length he left him ; and putting 
his troop to a quicker pace, Woodville rode on towards Pont 
St Maxence. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE ACHIEVEMENT. 

The forest of Hallate — of which the great forest of Chan-, 
tilly, as it is called, is in fact but an insignificant remnant, 
— was, in the days of Philip of Valois, one of the most mag- 
nificent woods at that time in Europe, giving its name to a 
whole district, in the midst of which was situated the fine old 
palace and abbey of St Christopher, or St. Christofle en 
Hallate, the scene of many of the most important transactions 
in French history. I do not find that the palace was much 
used in the reign of Charles VI. ; and it was very possibly 
going to decay, though the abbey attached to it still remained 
tenanted by its monks, and the forest still afforded the sport 
of the chase to the French monarchs and their court, being 
filled with wolves, stags, boars, and even bears (if we may 
believe the accounts of die time), which were preserved with 
more care, from all but princely hands, than even the sub- 
jects of the Sovereign. 

The great variety of the ground — the hills, the dales, the 
fountains, the clifis, that the district presented — the rivers 
that intersected it, the deep glades and wild savannahs of 
the forest itself — the villages, the towns, the chapels, the 
monasteries, which nestled themselves, as it were, into its 
bosom— the profound solitude of some parts, the busy culti- 
vation of others, the desert-like desolation of certain spots, 
and the soft, calm monotony of seemingly interminable trees 
which was to be found in different tracts — rendered the forest 
of Hallate one of the most interesting and changeful scenes 
through which the wandering foot of man could rove. Whether 
he sought the city or the hermitage, whether the grave or the 
gay, whether the sun or the shade, here he might suit his 
taste ; and the mutations of the sky, in winter, in summer, in 
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morniDg, in evening, in sunshine, or in clouds, added new 
changes to each individual spot, and varied still farther a 
scene which in itself seemed endless in its variety. 

About three o'clock on the afternoon of a day in early 
May, with a cool wind stirring the air, and some light vapours 
floating across the heaven, a gentleman, completely armed 
except the head, with a lance on his shoulder, and a pag6 
carrying his casque behind him, rode slowly into one of the 
vride savannahs, following a peasant with a stalBTin his hand, 
who seemed to be showing him the way. His horse bore 
evident signs of having been ridden far that day, without 
much time for grooms to do their office in smoothing down 
his dark brown coat; but nevertheless, though somewhat 
rough and dusty, the stout beast seemed no way tired ; and, 
to judge by his quick and glancing eye, his bending crest, 
and the eager rounding of his knee, as if eager to put forth 
his speed, one would have supposed that he had rested since 
his journey, and tasted his share of com. 

^* Ay, there is a piqueur of the hunt,'' said the gentieman, 
marking with a glance a man, clothed in green and brown, 
who stood holding a brace of tall dogs at tiie angle of one of 
the roads leading into the heart of the forest. *^ You have led 
us right, good fellow. There is your guerdon." 

The peasant took the money ; and, as it was somewhat 
more than had been promised, made a low rude bow and 
stumped away; and the gentleman, turning to his page, 
beckoned him up. 

" Think you. Will, that you have French enough," he 
asked, in English, when the boy was close to him, *^ to tell 
them where we are, and what to do ?" 

^* Oh, I will make them understand," replied the page, with 
all the confidence of youth. ^ I picked up a few words in 
Ghent, and a few more as we came along; and what tongue 
wont do, hand and head must" 

^ Well, give me the casque," said his master, ^ and you 
take my barret ;" and receiving the chapel defer from the boy's 
hands, he placed it on his head, raised the visor till it rested 
against the crest, and rode slowly on towards the attendant 
of the chase, who, vrith all a sportsman's eagerness, was 
watching down the avenue attentively. 

^' Good morning, my friend," said the gentieman in French. 

"Good afternoon, sir," answered the piqueur; for the vulgar 

are always very careful to be exact in their time of day. He 

did not look round, however, and the stranger went on to 

inquire if the King were not hunting in the forest 
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The man now turned and eyed the questioner. His splendid 
arms showed he was a gentleman ; and he was alone, so 
that no treason could be intended. ^^ Yes, sir," replied the 
piqueur ; ^* I expect him this way every minute. Do you 
want to see him ?" 

"Why, not exactly," said the stranger. "Some of the 
people told me the good Duke of Burgundy was with him ; 
and, as it is he with whom I want to speak, if their report be 
true, it may save me a ride to Paris." 

" The good Duke is with the King," rejoined the man; 
" but s'life I know not whether he will be so long: for for- 
tune alters favour, they say, and times have changed of late 
— ^though it is no business of mine, and so I say nothing; 
but the Duke was ever a friend to the Commons, and to the 
citizens of Paris more than all." 

" Have they had good sport to-day ?" demanded Riduird 
of Woodville ; for doubtless the reader has already discovered 
one of the interlocutors in this dialogue. " 'Tis somewhat 
late in the year, is it not, piqueur ?" 

" Ay that it is, for sundry kinds of game," replied the man ; 
" but there are some not out, and others just coming in ; 
and we are obliged to suit ourselves to the poor old King^a 
health. He is free just now firom his black sickness, and 
would have had a glorious day of it, had not Aohille, the 
iubveneur, who is always wrong, and always knows better 
than any one else, mistaken which way the piste lay. But 
hark ! they are blowing the death : the beast has been killed* 
and not past this way, foul &11 him. My dogs have not had 
breath to-day." 

" Then they will not come hither, I suppose ?" said Richard 
of Woodville. 

" Oh, yes ! 'tis a thousand chances to one they will," an- 
swered the man* " If they force another beas^ they must 
quit that ground, and cross the road to Senlis; and if they 
return with what they have got, they must take the Paris 
avenue, so that in either case they will come here." 

While he spoke, there was a vast howling of dogs, and 
blowing of horns at some distance ; and Woodville, trusting 
to the piqueur's sagacity for the direction the Court would 
take, waited patiently till the sounds accompanying the euree 
were over, and then gazed down the avenue. In about ten 
minutes some horsemen began to appear in the road ; and 
then a splendid party issued fortli from one of the side 
alleys, followed by a confused crowd of men, horses, and 
dogs. They came forward at an easy pace, and Bichard of 
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Woodville inquiied of his companion, whioh was the Duke 
of Bnrgnndy. 

*^ Whisit, do yoQ not know him ?'^ said the man, in some 
snrprise. ^ Well, keep back, and I will tell yon when they 
are near.** 

The young Englishman, widumt reply, reiued back his 
horse for a step or two, so as to take up a position beyond 
the progecting comer of the wood; and, while the piqueur 
continued gazing down the avenue, still holding his dogs in 
the leash, Woodville turned a hasty glance behind him, to 
see if he could discover anything of his page. The boy was 
nearer than he thought, but was wisely coming round the 
back of the savannah, where the turf was soft and somewhat 
moist, so that his approach escaped both the eyes and ears 
of the royal attendant, till, approaching his master's side, he 
said something which, thou|^ spoken in a low tone, made 
the man tmm round. At the same moment, however, the first 
two horsemen passed out of the road into the open space; 
and immediately alter, the principal party appeared. 

At its head, a step before any of the rest, came a man, 
seemingly past the middle age, with grey hair and a noble 
presence, but with cheeks channelled and withered, more by 
sickness and care than years. His eye was peculiarly dear 
and fine, and not a trace was to be seen therein of that fatal 
malady which devoured more than one-half of his days. 
His aspect, indeed, was that of a person of high intellect; 
and though his shoulders were somewhat bowed, and his seat 
upon his horse not very firm, there were remains of the great 
beau^ of form and dignity of carriage, which had distin* 
guished the unhappy Charles in earlier days. 

Close behind the King came a youth of eighteen or nine- 
teen years of age, with a fine, but somewhat fierce and 
haughty countenance, a cheek colourless and bare, and a 
bright but haggard eye ; and near him rode a somewhat 
younger lad, of a fresher and more healthy complexion, round 
whose lip there played ever and anon a gay and wanton 
smile. Almost on a line with these, were three or four gesH 
tlemen, one far advanced in years, and one very young; 
while the personage nearest the spot where Richard of 
Woodville sat, seemed still in the lusty prime of manhood, 
stout but not &t, broad in the shoulders, long in the limbs, 
though not much above the middle height. He was dressed 
in high boots, and long striped hose of blue and red, with a 
close-fitting pourpoint of blue, and a long mantle, with 
iurred sleeves, hanging down to his stirrups. On his head 
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he bore a cap of fine cloth, shaped somewhat like an Indian 
turban, with a large and splenaid ruby in the front, and a 
feather drooping over his left ear. His carriage was princely 
and frank, his eye clear and steadfast, and about his lip there 
was a firm and resolute expression, which well suited the 
countenance of one who had acquired the name of John the 
Bold. 

^^ If that be not the Duke of Burgundy,** said Bichard of 
Woodville, to the piqueur, in a low tone, as the party ad- 
vanced, " I am much mistaken.*' 

^' Yes, yes," replied the man, nodding his head, ^^ that is 
he, God bless him ! — and that is the Duke of Aquitaine, the 
King's son, just before him. Then there is the Duke of 
Bavaria on the other side ^" 

The young Englishman did not wait to hear enumerated 
the names of all tibe personages of the royal train, but, as 
soon as the King himself had passed, rode up at onoe to the 
Duke of Burgundy, who turned round and gazed at him with 
some surprise, while the young pale Duke of Aquitaine 
bent his brow, frowning upon him with an inquiring yet ill- 
satisfied look. 

'^ My lord the Duke," said Woodville, tendering the letter 
he had received from De Roucq, ^^I bear you this from 
Flanders." 

The Duke took it, and, without checking his horse, but 
merely throwing the bridle over his arm, opened the letter, 
and looked at the contents. ^^ Ha !" he exclaimed, as he 
read — '^Ha! I thank you, sir;" and, making a sign for 
Bichard and his page to follow, he spurred on, and passed 
the two young Princes to the side of the King. 

^^This gentleman. Sire," he said, displaying the letter, 
'^brings me troublous tidings from my poor county of 
Flanders, which call for my immediate presence; and, there- 
fore, though unwiUing to leave you, royal sir, at a time when 
my enemies are strong in your capital and court, I must even 
take my leave in haste ; but I will return with all convenient 
speed." 

The King had drawn his bridle, and, turning round, gazed 
from the Duke to Richard of Woodville, with a look of hesi- 
tation; but, after a moment's pause, he answered, with a 
cold and constrained air, ^' Well, Duke of Burgundy, if it 
must be so, go. A fair journey to you, cousin ;" and without 
larther adieu, he gave a glance to bis sons, and rode on. 

The Duke of Burgundy bowed low, and held in his horse 
while the royal party passed on, exchanging no very placable 
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looks with the young Duke of Aquitaine, his son-in-law, and 
giving a sign to four or five gentlemen who were following in 
die rear, but immediately fell out of the train, and ranged 
themselves around him. 

^^Who are you, sir?" demanded the Prince, turning to 
WoodviUe, while ^e King and his court proceeded slowly 
towards a distant part of the savannah, and, by the move- 
ments of different gentlemen round the Duke of Aquitaine, 
there seemed to be some hurried consultation going on. 

^' An English gentleman, my lord, attached to the Count, 
your son," replied Woodville, without farther explanation ; 
but seeing that a number of men completely armed, who 
followed die principal body of courtiers, had been beckoned 
up, he added, '^ Methinks, fair sir, there is not much time to 
lose. Yonder is the way — I am not alone." Without reply, 
the Duke gave one quick glance towards the royal party, set 
spurs to his horse, and rode quickly along the road to which 
Woodville pointed. He had hardly quitted the savannah, 
and entered the long broad avenue, however, when the sound 
of a horse's feet at the full gallop came behind, and a voice 
exclaimed, ^^ My lord, my lord the Duke ! the King has some 
words for your ear." 

It was a single cavalier who approached ; but the quick 
ear of Richard of Woodville caught the sound of other horse 
following, though the angle of dbe wood cut off the view of 
the royal train. 

^ Good faith," answered the Duke, turning his head to- 
wards the messenger, but without stopping, " they must be 
kept for another moment. My business will have no delay." 
But, even as he spoke, he caught sight of a number of men- 
at-arms following the first, and just entering the alley in a 
confused and scattered line. 

^^ But you must, my lord !" exclaimed the gentleman who 
had just come up. ^^ I have orders to use force." 

The Duke and his attendants laid their hands upon their 
swords; but Woodville raised his lance high above his head, 
and shook it in the air, shouting, '^ Ho, there ! — Ho ! Ride 
on, my lord, ride on ! I will stay them." 

^ Now, gold spurs for a good lance !" cried the Duke of 
Burgundy ; " but I will not let you fight alone, my friend ;" 
and, wheeling his horse, he formed his little troop across the 
road. 

« Ho, there ! Ho !" shouted Woodville again ; and instantly 
he heard a horn answering from the wood. " The first man 
is mine, my lord," he cried, setting his lance in the rest and 
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drawing down his visor. ^ Fall back upon oor friends be* 
hind: you are unarmed !** and, spurring on his charger at full 
speed, he passed the King's messenger, (who was only 
habited in the garments of the chase,) towards a man-at-arms, 
who was coming at iiiU speed some fifty yards in advance of 
the partf sent to arrest die Duke. His adversary instantly 
charged his lance likewise; no explanation was needed; and 
the two cavaliers met in fiill shock between the parties. The 
spear of the Frenchman struck right on Woodville's cuirass, 
and broke it into splinters; but t^e lance-head of the young 
Englishman caught his opponent on the gorget, and, without 
wavering in his seat, he bore him back over the croup to the 
ground* Then, wheeling rapidly, he galloped back to the 
Duke's side; while, at a brisk pace, but in perfect order, his 
band came up under the young Lord of Lens; and the Eng- 
lish archers, springing to the ground, put their arrows to the 
strings and drew the bows to the ear, waiting for the signal 
to let fly the unerring shaft. 

'' Hold ! hold !" cried the Duke. <' Gallantly done, noble 
sir !— you have saved me ; but let us not shed blood un- 
necessarily;" and, casting his eye over Woodville's troop, 
he added, ^^We outnumber them far; they will never dare 
attack us." 

As he spoke, the men-at-arms of France paused in their 
advance, and some of the foremost, dismounting from their 
horses, raised the overthrown cavalier from the ground, and 
were seen unlacing his casque. At the same time, the gen- 
tleman who had first followed the Duke of Burgundy began 
quietly retreating towards his friends, and though the Duke 
ciedled to him aloud to stop, showed no disposition to comply. 

^* Shall I bring him back, noble Duke ?" exclaimed the 
young Lord of Lens, eager to win some renown. 

^^ Yes, ride after him, young sir," said John the Bold. 

** Remember, he is unarmed," cried Richard of Woodville, 
seeing the youth couch his lance, and fearing that he might 
forget, in his enthusiasm, the usages of war. 

^' You are of a right chivalrous spirit, sir," said the Duke, 
turning to the young Englishman. ^' Do you know, my Lord 
of Viefville, who is that gentleman, whom he unhorsed just 
now?" 

*^ The Count de Vaudemont, I think," replied the noble- 
man to whom he spoke. ^' I saw him at the head of the 
men-at-arms in the forest." 

" Oh, yes, it is he," rejoined another. " Did you not see 
the cross crosslets on his housings?" 
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^ A good knight and stout cavalier as ever couched a lance," 
obseryed the Duke of Burgundy. ^^The young kestrel 
has caught the hawk,*' he continued, as the Lord of Lens, 
riding up to him of whom he had been in pursuit, brought 
him back apparently unwillingly towards die Burgundian 
party. 

^^ Ah ! my good Lord of Vertus,'' exclaimed John the Bold, 
^ you have gone back with half your message. Fie ! never 
look white, man ! We will not hurt you, though we have 
strong hands amongst us, as you have just seen. Offer my 
humble doty to the King, and tell him diat I should at once 
have obeyed his royal mandate to return, but that my affairs 
are veiy urgent, and that I knew not how long I might be 
detained to hear his royal will.*' 

^^ And what am I to say to our lord ?" asked the Count de 
Vertus, '^for Monsieur de Vaudemont, his son's bosom 
Mend, overthrown by yoiur people, and well-nigh killed, I 
fear ?" 

^^My daughter ought to be his son's bosom friend," re- 
plied the Dudce, sharply, *^ but she is not, it seems ; and as to 
Monsieur de Vaudemont, perhaps you had better tell the 
King that he was riding too fieist and had a fall : it will be 
more to his credit than if you say, that he met a squire of Bur- 
gundy in fair and even course, and was unhorsed like a clumsy 
page ; and now, my Lord of Vertus, I give you the good time 
of day. You said something about force just now; but me- 
thinks you will forget it; and so will I." 

Thus saying, the Duke turned his horse and rode away 
down the avenue; the English archers sprang upon their 
steeds again; and Richard of Woodville, beckoning the young 
Lord of Lens to halt, caused his whole troop to file off before 
him, and then with his companion brought up the extreme 
rear. A number of the French men-at-arms followed fat a 
respectful disatnce, till the party entered the village of Fleu- 
rines, in the forest; but there, having satisfied themselves 
that ^ere was no greater body of the men of Burgundy in 
the neighbourhood — ^which might have rendered the King's 
journey back to Paris somewhat dangerous — ^they halted and 
retired. 

The Duke had turned round to watch their proceedings 
more than once ; nor did he take any farther notice of Richard 
of Woodville till the French party were gone. When they 
were no longer in sight, however, he called him to his side, 
and questioned him regarding himself. 

^ I do not remember you about my son, fair sir," he said, 
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^' and I am not one to forget men who act as you have done 
to-day." 

*^ I have been in your territories, my Lord Duke, but a 
short time," replied Richard of Woodville. ^^ As I came 
seeking occasions of honour to the most chivalrous court in 
Europe, and as I was furnished with letters from my Sotc- 
reign to yourself, and to your son, vouching graciously for 
my faith, the Count was kindly pleased to give me a share 
in anything that was to be done to-day. Happening to be 
in the saddle this morning somewhat before die rest of the 
Lord of Roucq's troop, and my horses being somewhat fresher, 
the good old knight sent me on, thinking you might need aid 
before you reached the rendezvous you had given him.'* 

*^ Ay, he judged right," replied the Duke ; ^^ and had I 
known as much, when I wrote to him, as I learned yesterday, 
I would have had him at the gates of Paris; for my escape 
at all has been a miracle. They only put off arresting me 
or stabbing me in my hotel till the King returned from this 
hunting, in order to guard against a rising of the citizens. 
Have you this letter from King Henry about you ?" 

" My page has it in his wallet, noble Duke," replied the 
young Englishman. ^^ WUl you please to see it?" 

John nodded his head, and, caUing up the boy, Richard of 
Woodville took the letter from him, and placed it in the 
Prince's hands. The Duke opened and read it with a smile ; 
then, turning to Woodville, he said, ^' You justiiy the praises 
of your King, and his request shall be attended to by me, as 
in duty bound. Men look to him, sir, with eyes of expecta- 
tion, and have a foresight of great deeds to come. His friend- 
ship is dear to me ; and every one he is pleased to send shall 
have honour at my hands for his sake. Ah ! there is Pont 
St Maxence, and the bright Oise. De Roucq is, probably, 
there by this time." 

^* I doubt it not, my lord," answered Richard of Woodville ; 
*^ he could not be far behind." 

*^ Who is that youth," demanded the Duke, *^ who seems 
your second in the band?" 

^' One of your own vassals, noble sir," replied the English 
gentleman, ^' full of honour and zeal for your service, who 
will some day make an excellent soldier. He is the young 
Lord of Lens." 

*^ Ah f" said the Duke in a sorrowful tone, ^^ I have bad 
news for him. His uncle Charles is a prisoner in Paris, 
taken out of my very house before my eyes ; and I doubt 
much they will do him to death. Break it to him calmly this 
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evening, sir. But see ! here are several of good old De 
Boucq's party looking out for as. Methinks he would not 
have heard bad tidings of his Duke without riding to rescue 
him." 

Thus saying he spurred on, meeting, ere he reached Pont 
St Maxence, one or two smadl bodies of men-at-arms, who 
saluted him as he passed, shouting *^ Burgundy ! Burgundy !" 
and fell in behina the band of Bachard of Woodville. The 
single street of the small town was crowded with people; and 
before the doors of the two inns which the place then pos- 
sessed was seen the company of the Lord of Rouoq, with the 
men dismounted, feeding their horses, but all armed, and pre- 
pared to spring into the saddle at a moment's notice. 

The approach of the Duke was greeted by a loud shout of 
welcome — not alone from his own soldiers, but also from the 
people of the town ; for in the northern and eastern provinces 
of France, as well as in the capital, John the Bold was the 
most popular prince of the time. De Roucq immediately 
advanced on foot to hold his stirrup, but his Lord grasped 
him by the hand and wrung it hard, saying, ^^ I am safe, you 
see, old friend — ^thanks to your care, and this young gentle- 
man's conduct" 

^* Ay, I thought he would do well,'' replied the old soldier, 
" for he is up in the morning early." 

^^ He has done well,*' said the Duke, dismounting ; and, 
turning to WoodviUe, who had sprung from his horse, he 
said, ^'You rightly deserve some honour at my hands. 
Though we have no spurs ready, I will dub you now ; and 
we wiU arm you afterwards at Lille. Kneel down." 

Richard of Woodville bent his knee to the ground before 
the crowd that had gathered round ; and, drawing his sword, 
the Duke of Burgundy addressed to him, as usual, a short 
speech on the duties of chivalry, concluding with the words 
— ^^ thus remember, that this honour is not alone a reward 
for deeds past, but an encouragement to deeds in future. It 
is a bond as well as a distinction, by which you are held to 
right the wronged — ^to defend the oppressed — to govern your- 
self discreetly — ^to serve your Sovereign Lord — and to be the 
fnend and protector of women, children, and the weak and 
powerless. Let your lance be the first in the fight ; let your 
purse be open to the poor and needy ; let your shield be the 
shelter of the widow and orphan ; and let your sword be ever 
drawn in the cause of your King, your country and your re- 
ligion. In the name of God, St. Michael, and St. George, 
I dub you knight. Be loyal, tnie, and valiant." 



254 AOINCOURT. 

At each of the last words he stmck him a light stroke with 
the blade of his sword upon the neck ; and the crowd around, 
well pleased with erery piece of representation, uttered a 
loud acclamation as the young knight rose; and the Duke 
took him in his arms, and embraced him warmly. Old De 
Boucq, and the noblemen who had accompanied John the 
Bold Irom Ihe forest, grasped the yonng Englishman's hand 
one by one ; and the Duke, turning to the Lord of Lens, 
added, with a gracious smile, ^^ I trust to do the same for 
Tou, young sir, ere long. In the meanwhile, that you may 
Lave occasion to van your chivalry, I name you one of my 
squires ; and, by God's grace, you will not be long without 
something to do/' 

The youth kissed his hand ioyfuUy ; and the Duke retired 
to the inn. Richard of Woodnlle paused for a moment to 
distribute some handfuUs of money amongst the crowd, who 
were ciTing *^ Largesse *' around, and then followed the old 
Lord of Rouoq, to give him information of all that had taken 
place in the forest of Hallate, before they proceeded together 
to receive the farther orders of the Duke of Burgundy.* 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

A SUMMABY. 

All was bustle and activity throughout Flanders and Bur- 
gundy a&ex the return of John the Bold from Paris. Night 
and day messengers were crossing the country from one town 
to anodier, and every castle in the land saw gatherings of 
men-at-arms and archers ; while, across the frontier from 
France, came multitudes of the discontented vassals of 
Charles VI., pouring in to offer either service or council to 
the great feudatory, who was now almost in open war&re, if 
not against his Sovereign, at least against the fiaotion into 
whose hands that Sovereign (once more relapsed into imbe- 

* Some auUiors, and especially Monstrelet, represent the Duke of 
Burgundy as effecting his escape from the forest of Villeneure St. 
George ; out the reader of course cannot entertain the slightest doubt 
tiiat ue author of the present veracious lustorr is, like all other modem 
historians and critics, better acquainted with the events of distant times 
thim the poor ignorant people who lived in them. 
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oility) had fallen. If, however, the country in general was 
agitated, much more so was the city of Lille, where the Duke 
prolonged his residence for some weeks. There, day after 
day, councils were held in the castle ; and day after day, not 
only from every part of the Duke's vast territories, but also 
firom neighbouring states, came crowds of his friends and 
allies. The people of Ghent, Bruges, and Ypres sent their 
deputies ; the Duke of Brabant, tixe Bishop of Liege, the 
Count of Cloves, appeared in person; and even the Constable 
of France, Waleran, Count of St. Paul, took his seat at the 
table of the Duke of Burgundy, and refused boldly to give 
up his staff to the envoys sent from Paris to demand it The 
oloud of war was evidently gathering thick and black ; and 
foreign princes looked eagerly on to see how and when the 
struggle would commence ; but the eyes of both contending 
parties were turned anxiously to one of the neighbour- 
ing sovereigns, who was destined to take a great part, as all 
foresaw, in the domestic feuds of France. To Henry of 
England both addressed themselves, and each strove hard 
not only to propitiate the monarch, but to gain the good will 
of the nation. All Englishmen, either in France or Bur- 
gundy, were courted and favoured by those high in place ; 
and ^chard of Woodville was now especially marked out 
for honour by both the Duke of Burgundy and the young 
Count of Charolois. The latter opened his frank and gene- 
rous heart towards one, with whose whole demeanour he had 
been struck and pleased from the first ; and that intimacy 
which grows up so rapidly in troublous times, easily ripened 
into friendship in the daily intercourse which took place be- 
tween them. They were constant companions; and more 
than once, after nightfall, Richard was brought by the prince 
to his fEitfaer's private cabinet, where consultations were held 
between them, not only on matters of war and military dis- 
cipline — for which the young English knight had acquired a 
high reputation, on the report of Uie old Lord of Boucq — ^but 
also on subjects connected with the policy of the English 
Court, regarding which the Duke strove to gain some better 
information from the frank and sincere character of Wood- 
ville than he could obtain elsewhere. But, as we have 
shown, Bichard of Woodville could be cautious as well as 
candid ; and he replied guardedly to all open questions, that 
he knew naught oi the views or intentions of his Sovereign; 
but that he was well aware Henry of England held in high 
esteem and love his princely cousin of Burgundy, and woidd 
never be found wanting, when required, to show him acts of 
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fnendsbip. Fartbeii he said, the Duke must apply to good 
Sir Philip de Morgan, a man well inBtructed, he believed, in 
all the King's purposes. 

Both the Count of Charolois and his &ther smOed at this 
answer, and turned a meaning look upon each other. 

'* You have shown me. Sir Richard," said the Duke, ^^ that 
you really do not know the King's mind on such subjects. 
Sir Philip de Morgan was his &ther's most trusted envoy; 
but is his own envoy not the most trusted ? It is strange, 
your monarch's conduct in some things. He has added to 
his agents at our poor Court, a noble and wise man whom 
his father hated." 

^^ Because, my most redoubted lord," replied the young 
knight, *^ he judges differently, and is differently situated 
from his father. Henry IV. snatched the crown, as all men 
know, from a weak and vicious king, but found that those, 
who once had been his peers, were not willing to be his sub* 
jects. Though a mighty, wise, and politic prince, his life 
was a struggle, in which he might win victories indeed, and 
subdue enemies in the field, but he raised up new traitors in 
his own heart, new enemies within himself— I mean, my 
lord, jeaJousiS and animosities. Our present King com.4 
to the throne by succession; and his father has left him a 
crown divested of half its thorns. His nurture has been 
different too: never having suffered oppression, he has 
nothing to retaliate; never having struggled with foes, he has 
no fear of enmity. People say in my land, that one man 
builds a house and another dwells in it. So is it widi every 
one who wins a throne; he has to raise and strengthen 
the fabric of his power, only to leave the perfect structure to 
another." 

The Duke leaned his head upon his hand, and thought 
profoundly. Ambitious visions, often roused by the very 
name of Henry IV., were reproved by the moral of his life ; 
and though John the Bold might not part with them,he turned 
his thoughts to other channels, and strove to learn from 
Bichard of Woodville the character and disposition of the 
English sovereign, if not his intentions ana designs. On 
those points, the young knight was more open and unreserved. 
He painted the monarch as he really was, laughed when the 
Prince spoke of his youthful wildness, and said, '^ It was but 
a masking face, noble Duke, put on for sport, and, like a 
mummer's vizard, laid aside the moment it suited him to re- 
sume himself again. Those who judge the King from such 
traits as these will find themselves wofully deceived ;" and 
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he went on to paint Henxy's energies of mind in tenns which 
— ^though the Duke might attribute part of the praise to young 
enthusiasm — still left a very altered impression on the hearer's 
mind in regard to the real character of the English King. 

I have said that these interviews took place more than onoe» 
and also that they generally took place in private; for the 
Duke did not wish to excite any jealousy in his Burgundian 
subjects; but, on more than one occasion, several of the 
foreign noblemen who had flocked to the Court of Lille were 
present, and between the Count of St. Paul and Woodville 
3ome intimacy speedily sprung up. The Count, irritated by 
what he thought injustice, revolved many schemes of daring 
resistance to the Court of France* He thought of raising 
men, and, aa the ally of Burgundy, opposing in arms the 
Armagnac faction and the Dauphin ; he thought of visiting 
England, and treating on his own part with Henry V. ; and 
from the young English knight he strove to gain both infor- 
mation and assistance. There was in that distinguished no- 
bleman many qualities which commanded esteem, and Wood- 
vUle willingly gave him what advice he could; and yet he 
tried to dissuade him from being the first to raise the stan- 
dard of revolt, pointing out that, although the state of mind 
of the King of France, and the absence of all legal authority 
in those who ruled, might justify a Prince so nearly allied to 
the royal family as the Duke of Burgundy, in struggling for 
a share of that power which he saw misused, especially as he 
was a sovereign Prince, though feudatory for some of his ter- 
ritories to the crown of France, yet an inferior person could 
hardly take arms on his own account without incurring a 
charge of treason, which might Ml heavily on his head if 
the Duke found cause ultimately to abstain from war. 

The Count listened to his reasons, and seemed to ponder 
upon them ; and though no one loves to be persuaded from the 
course to which passion prompts, he was sufficiently experi- 
enced to think well of one who would give such advice, how- 
ever unpalatable at the moment 

Thus passed nearly a month from the day on which the 
young Englishman quitted Ghent; and so changeful and 
uncertain were the events of the time, that he would not 
venture to absent himself from the Court of Burgundy even 
for an hour, lest he should miss the opportunity of winning 
advancement and renown. In that time, however, he had 
gained much. He was no longer a stranger. The ways and 
habits of the Court were familiar to him ; he was the compa- 
nion of all, and the friend of many, who, on his first appear- 

s 
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anoe, liad looked upon him witii aa etil eye ; and many an 
oocarrenGey trifling oompaxed with the great interests that 
were moving round, bat important to himself had taken 
place in the young knighf s histoiy. The ceremony of being 
armed a knight was duly performed, the Duke fiilfilling his 
promise on the first occasion, and completing tiiat which had 
been but begun at Pont St Maxence. Yet diis very act, gra> 
tifying as it was to one eager of honour, was not widiout pro* 
ducing some anxiety in the mind of the young Englishman. 
Such events were accompanied with much pageantiy, and 
followed by considerable expense. Hitherto, all his charges 
had been borne by himself, and he saw his stock of wealth 
decreasing far more rapidly than he had expected. Thouf^ 
apartments had been assigned to him in die Oraevensteen 
at Ohent, none had been furnished him in the castle of Lille ; 
and no mention was made of reimbursing him for anything 
he had paid. 

One day, however, early in June, he was called to the 
presence of the Duke, and found him just coming firom a 
conference with the deputies of the good towns of Flanders. 
The Prince's fauce was gay and smiling ; and as he passed 
along the gallery towards his private apartments, he exclaim- 
ed, turning towards some of his counsellors, ^^ Let no one say 
I have not good and generous subjects. Ha ! Sir Richard,** 
he continued, as his eye fell upon the young Englishman, 
^^ go to the chamber of my son — ^fae has something to tell you.** 

Richard of Woodville hastened to obey ; but tiie Count de 
Charolois was not in his apartment when he arrived, and 
some minutes elapsed before the young Prince appeared. 
When he came at length, however, he was followed by three 
or four of his men bearing some large bags, apparently of 
money, which were laid down upon the table in the anteroom. 

*^ Get you gone, boys,'* said the Count, turning to his 
pages ; ^ and you, Godfrey, see that all be ready by the hour 
of noon. Now, my friend,** he continued, as soon as the 
room was clear, ^^ I have news for you, and, I trust, pleasant 
news too. First, I am for Ghent, and you may accompany 
me, if you will." 

^^ Right gladly, my lord the Count,*' replied Richard of 
Woodville ; ^^ for, to say truth, almost all my baggage is still 
there, and I have scarcely any clothing in which to ap- 
pear decendy at your father's court. I have otiier matters, 
too, that I would £Edn see to in Ghent*' 

^^ Some fair lady, now, I vrill warrant,** replied the Count, 
laughing ; ^^ I have marked the ruby ring in your basinet ; 
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but, iaiihy we ha^e more serious natters in hand than 
fine olotheB or fair ladies. I go to raise men, sir knig^t^aad 
you have a oommission to do so likewise. My father would 
lun hsTo yon sw^yonr eompany to fi% arehers, taught and 
disoiplined by your own men. The more Englishmen yo« 
ean get the better, for it seems that yoa are fiunoos for the 
bow in your land ; but our worthy eitizens of Bruges are not 
unsldlfiil either.'' 

'< Good faith, my lord,"" replied Richard of WoodviUe^ 
^ I know not well how to ob^ the noble Duke's behest ; for 
my riehes are but scanty, and 'tis as much as I can do to 
maintain my band as it i^J* 

"' Ha ! are you there^ my friend i*^ said the young Prince, with 
a smile. ^ Well, you have borne long and patiently wiUi our 
povertf ; but the good towns have come to our aasistanoe now, 
and we will acquit our debt. One ot these bags is for you, 
and you will find it contains wherewithal to pay you what 
you have spent, to reward your archers according to the rate 
of Eni^and, wkdch is, I believe, six sterlings a day, for the 
month past — ^to pay them for three months to come, and to 
raise your band, as I have said, to fifty men. You will find 
therein one thousand^^etcr^de-i^^ of gold, or, as we call them, 
frane-a'^pkdsj eadi ef which is worth about fi>rty of your 
sterlings." 

^ Then there is much more than is needfiil, my good lord," 
replied the yoni^ knight ^^ One-half of that sum would 
suffice." 

'^ Exactly," replied the Count ; ''but no one serves well the 
House of Burgundy vritbout guerdon, my good friend. My 
fiuher knighted you because yoa had done well in arms^ boA 
in En^^nd and in his presence ; but knighthood is too high 
and sacred a thing to be made a reward for any personal be* 
nefit rendered to a prince;. My feither would think that he 
degraded that high order, if he conferred it even for saving 
him firom death cur captivity, as you were enabled to do. For 
that good deed therefore he gives you the rest ; and I do trust 
that ere long you will have the means of winning more." 

Bichard of Woodville expressed his thanks, though, with 
the ordinaiy chivalrous afiectation of the day, he denied all 
merit in what he had done, and made as litde of it as pos- 
sible. There was one difficulty in regard to increasing his 
band, however, which he had to explain to the young Coun^ 
and which arose from the prcmiise he had given his own So- 
vereign, of holding himself ready to join him at the first sum« 
mens. But that was speedily obviated, it being agreed that 

s2 
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in case of bis services being demanded by King Henry, he 
should be at liberty to retire mth the yeomen who then ac- 
companied him, and that the rest of the troop about to be 
raised, should, in that case, be placed under the command of 
any officer the Duke might appoint. 

As was then customary, a clerk was called in, and an 
indenture drawn up, specifying the terms on which the 
young knight was to serre in the Burgundian force, the 
number of the men-at-arms and archers which he was to 
bring into the field, the pay they were to receive, the arms 
and horses with which they were to appear, and even the 
Burgundian cloaks, or huques, which they were to wear. A 
copy was taken and signed by each party; and fortunate it 
was for Richard of Woodville, that the young Count sug- 
gested this precaution. The usual clauses regarding pri- 
soners were added, reserving the persons of kings and 
princes of the blood from those whom the young knight 
might put to ransom as his lawful captives; but the Count 
specificieJly renounced his right to the third of the winnings 
of the war, which was not unusuaUy reserved to the great 
leader with whom any knight or squire took service. 

All these points being settled, Richard of Woodville 
hurried back to the inn, called the Shield of Burgundy,, 
where he and his men were lodged, and prepared to accom- 
pany the Count to Ohent. When he returned to the castle, 
with his men mounted and armed, he found the court-yard 
full of knights, nobles, and soldiery, all ready to set out at 
the appointed hour; and for a time he fancied that the 
young Prince might be going to Ghent with a larger force 
than the good citizens, jealous of their privileges, would be 
yery willing' to receive; but, as soon as the trumpet sounded, 
and the whole force marched out over the drawbridge into 
the streets of Lille, the seven or eight hundred men, of 
which the party consisted, separated into different bands, 
and efich took its own road. One pursued its way towards 
Amiens, another towards Toiunay, another towards Cassel, 
another towards Bethune, another towards Douay ; and the 
Count and his train, reduced to about a hundred men, rode 
on in the direction of Ghent, which city they reached about 
four o'clock upon the following day. 

Except the Lord of Croy, between whom and the young 
Englishman a good deal of intimacy had arisen, the Count 
de Charolois was accompanied by no other gentleman of 
knightly rank but Richard of Woodville ; and, as that high 
military station placed him who filled it on a rank with 
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princes, those two gentlemen were the young Count^s prin- 
cipal companions on the road to Ghent, and received from 
him a fuller intimation of his fieither's designs and purposes 
than had been communicated to them before they quitted 
Lille. All seemed smiling on the fortunes of Richard of 
Woodville; the path to wealth and renown was open before 
him, and he might be pardoned for giving way to all the 
bright visions and glowing expectations of youth. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE FRIEND ESTRANGED. 

Trumpet and timbrel were sounding in the streets of 
Ghent; the people, in holiday costume, were thronging 
bridge and market-place ; the procession of the trades was 
•once more afoot, with banners displayed ; the clergy were 
hurrying here and there with cross and staff, and all the 
ensigns of the Romish Church. It was a high holiday; for 
the young Count had given notice, immediately on his 
arrival, that he would be ready an hour before compline, 
which may be considered about six o'clock in the evening, 
to receive the honourable corps of the good town, in order 
to return them thanks, in the name of his fiGither, for the 
liberal aid they had granted him in a time of need; and 
flushed with loyalty to their Prince — ^well, I wot, a some- 
i^hat unusual occurrence — and with a fall sense of their own 
meritorious sacrifices, each man pressed eagerly to be one 
•of the deputies who were to wait upon the Count ; and, if 
that might not be, to go, at least, as far as the palace gates 
with those who were to be admitted. 

All the nobles who had accompanied the Count from Lille 
were present in the great hall of the Cours des Princes, 
where the reception was to take place, except, indeed, 
Richard of Woodville. He, soon after he had arrived, had 
begged the Count* s excuse for absenting himself from his 
train; and, hurrying to the inn where he had left Ned 
Dyram, with his horses and baggage, he dismounted from 
his charger, and cast off his armour. 

To his inquiries for his servant, the host replied, that he 
had not been there since the morning, and, indeed, seldom 
appeared there all day; but Woodville seemed to pay little 
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attentioii to ihis answer; and, merely washing the dust from 
his face and neek^ set out at a bunied paoe on foot 

He thought that he knew the way to the place which he 
intended to risit well^ though he had only followed it once ; 
and passing on, he was soon out of the stream of people 
that was stall flowing on towards the palace. But he found 
himself mistaken in regard to his powers of memory; long 
tortuous streets, totally deserted for the time, lay around 
him ; tall houses, principally built of wood, rose on every 
side, throwing fantastic shadows across the broad sunshine 
afforded by the sinking sun; and when he at length stopped 
a workman to ask his way, the man spoke nothing but 
Flemish, and all that Woodville had acquired of that tongue 
was insufficient to make the artisan comprehend what was 
meant. 

Leaving him, the young knight walked on, guided by 
what he remembered of the direction in which the house of 
Sir John Grey lay; for it is hardly needful to tell the reader 
that thither his steps were bent, when suddenly a cavalcade 
of some five or six horsemen appeared, coming at a slow 
pace up the street; and the tall graceftd figure of a man 
somewhat past the middle age, but evidently of distiii- 
guished rank, was seen at dieir head. The garb was 
changed; the whole look and demeanour was different; but 
even before he could see the features, Richard of Woodville 
recognised the very man he was seeking, and, hurrying on 
to meet him, he advanced to bis horse's side. 

Sir John Ghrey gazed on him coldly, however, as if he had 
never seen him before; and Woodiolle felt somewhat sor* 
prised and mortified, not well knowing whether the old 
knight's memory were really so much shorter than his own» 
or whether fortune, with Mary's father, had possessed the 
power it has over so many, to change the aspect of the things 
around, and blot out the love and gratitude of former daya^ 
as things unworthy of remembrance. 

^^ Do you not know me, Sir John Grey?" he asked: ^ if 
so, let me recal to your good remembrance Richard of 
Woodville, who brought you tidings from the King, and also 
some news of your sweet daughter." 

^*I know you well, sir," replied the knight; '^ would I 
knew less. I hear you have acquired honour and renown in 
arms. God give you grace to merit more. I must ride on, 
Ifeax." 

His manner was cold and distant, his brow grave and 
stem; but Woodville was not one to bear such a change 
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altogether calmly, though, for his sweet Mary's sake, he laid 
a strong constraint upon himself. 

^ I lusow not, Sir John Grey,'' he said, ^ what has pro- 
duced so strange a change in one, whom I had thought 
8tead£ut and firai : whether calmer thought and higher foi^ 
tunes than those in which I first found you, may have 
engendered loftier yiews, or re-awakened slumbering am« 
bition, so that you regret some words you spoke in the first 
liberal joy of renewed prosperity; but ^" 

^^ Cease, sir, cease!" exclaimed the old knight ^^I should 
indeed regret those words, could they be binding in a case 
like this. Steadfast and firm I am, and you wiU find me 
so; but not loftier views or re-awakened ambition has made 
the change, but better knowledge of a man I trusted on a 
&ir seeming. But these things are not to be discussed here 
in the open street^ before servants and horseboys. You 
know your own heart— *y on know your own actions; and if 
they do not make you shrink from discussing what may be 
between you and me—" 

''Shrink!" cried Richard of Woodville, vehemently; 
^ Why should I shrink? shrink firom discussing aught that I 
have done. No, by my knighthood! not before all the 
world, varlets or horseboys, princes or peers : I care not who 
hears my every action blazoned to the day." 

^ But I do, sir," replied Sir John Grey ; '' for the sake of 
those dear to us both — for your good unde's sake, and for 
my child's.*' 

*^ You are compassionate. Sir John I" said Woodville, bit* 
terly; but then he added, ''yet, no; you are deceived. I 
know not how, or by whom, but there is some error, that is 
very clear. This I must crave leave to say, that I am fear- 
less of the judgment of mortal man on aught that I have 
done. Sins have we all to God; but I defy the world to say 
that I have failed in honour to one man on earth." 

" According to that worldly code of honour we once spoke 
o^ perhaps not," replied Sir John Grey. 

"According to what fjutidioas code you will," said the 
young knight. "I stand here willing, Sir John Grey, to 
have each word or deed sifted like wheat before a cottage 
door. I know not your charge, or who it is that brings it; 
but I will disprove it, whatever it be, when it is deariy stated, 
sad will cram his falsehood down his throat whenever I know 
his name who makes it" 

" Ha, sir! Is it of me you speak?" demanded the knight, 
somewhat sharply. 
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** No, Sir John/^ replied Woodville, ^ you are to be the 
iadge; for you,^ he added, with a sorrowAil smile, ^' hold the 
high prize. Bat it is of lum who has foully calumniated me 
to you; for that some one has done so I can dearly see; and 
I would know the charge and the accuser — here, now, on 
this spot— for I am not one to rest under suspicion, even for 
an hour.'' 

^ You speak boldly, Sir Richard of WoodTille,** answered 
Sir John Grey, ^^ and, doubtless, think that you are right, 
though I may not; for I am one who have long lived in 
solitude, pondering men's deeds, and weighing them in a 
nicer bahuice than the world is wont to use. However, as 
I said before, this is no place to discuss such things ; but as 
it is right and just that each man should have occasion to 
defend himself, I will meet you where you will, and when, to 
tell you what men lay to your charge. If you can then deny 
it, and disprove it, well. I vnll not speak more here. See ! 
some one seeks your attention." 

^^ Whatever it is that any man on earth accuses me o^** 
replied the young knight, without attending to Sir John 
Grey's last words, ^ I am ready ever to meet boldly, for my 
heart is free. As you will not give me this relief I ask even 
now, it cannot be too soon. I will either go with you at 
once to your own house — " 

*^ No, that must not be," cried the other, hastily. 

^^ Or else," continued Woodville, *^I will meet you two 
hours hence, in the hostel called the Grarland, on the market 

5 lace. What would you, knave?" he added, turning sud- 
enly upon some one who had more than once pulled bis 
sleeve from behind, and beholding Ned Dyram. 

^ I would speak with you instantly, sir knight," replied 
Dyram, ^* on a matter of life and death." 

^ Shall it be so, sir ?" Richard of Woodville continaed, 
looking again to Sir John Grey, who repeated, thoughtfiiUj, 
** In two hours — ^ 

*^ Sir, will you listen to me ?" exclaimed Dyram, in great 
agitation. ^ Indeed you must There is not a moment to 
lose. I tell you it will bear no delay. If you would save 
her life, you must come at once." 

^^ Her life!" cried Woodville, in great surprise. ** Whose 
life i Of whom do you speak, man ?" 

** Of whom ? of Ella Brune, to be sure," replied Dyram. 
^ If you stay talking longer, you leave her to death." 

Sir John Gtrey, with a bitter smile, shook his bridle, and, 
striking his heel against his horse's flank, rode on. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE BETRAYER. 

The writer must retread his steps for a while, to show the 
events which had taken place in the cily of Ohent since Ned 
Djnram and Sir Simeon of Boydon were last seen upon the 
stage. Whether the reader may think fit to do so or not 
must depend upon himself. All that the author can promise 
is, that he will be brief, and merely sketch the conduct of 
the personages left behind till he brings them up with the 
rest 

The arrival of Sir Simeon of Roydon in Ghent spread the 
same terror through the heart of poor Ella Brune that the 
appearance of a hawk produces in one of the feathered song- 
sters of the bush or clouds. Had Richard of Woodville 
been there, she would have felt no apprehension; for to 
him she had accustomed herself to look for protection and 
support, with that relying confidence, that trust in his power, 
his wisdom, and his goodness, which perhaps ought never to 
be placed in man, and which is never so placed but by a 
heart where love is present Had she been even in London, 
her terror would have been less; for even in those days— • 
although they were dark and barbarous, although tumult and 
riot, civil s^e and contention, injustice and wrong would, 
as we all know, talie place in every different country — ^the 
peculiar character of the English people, the homely sense of 
justice and of right, which has been their chief characteristic 
in all ages, was sufficiently strong to render this island com- 
paratively a land of security. Though there might be per- 
sons to oppress and injure, yet there were generally found 
some kind hearts and generous spirits to support and pro- 
tect ; and in short, there were more defences for those who 
needed defence than in any state in Europe. 

Very different, however, was the case in Ohent, especially 
for a stranger; and Ella Brune well knew that it was so. 
She was aware that deeds could be done there boldly and 
openly, which in England would require cunning conceal- 
ment and artful device, even for a chance of success; and the 
consequence was, that she kept herself immured within the 
walls of her cousin's dwelling, never venturing forth, even to 
breathe the air, but at night, and striving to make her com- 
panionship during the day prove as pleasant as possible to 
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the worthy dame of Nicholas Bnine. To her and to him she 
ooxnmunicated the cause of her apprehensioDS ; and it is but 
justice to the good folks to say^ that they entered warmly into 
her feelings, and did all that they could to mitigate her alarm 
and giye her encouragement But Ella Brune, in answer to 
all assurances of safety, constantly replied, that she should 
never feel secure till Richard of Woodville had returned; 
and, as it was already beyond the period at which he had 
promised to be back, she looked for his appearance every 
day. 

From such subjects sprang many a discussion between her 
and her good cousin, as to her future conduct. ** Why, you 
know, my pretty EUa^** he would say, ^' you could not go 
wandering after this gay young gentleman, over all the 
world; mischief would come of it, be you sure. Men are not 
to be trusted, nor pretty maidens eidier. We haye all our 
weak moments; and if no harm happen to you, your £Bur 
&me would suffer. Men would call you his leman." 

^' Ay, that is what I fear,'^ answered Ella Brune, ** and that 
only ; for though most men are not to be trusted, he is. But 
at all events," she continued, willing gently to remove all 
objections to the plan she was determined to pursue, ^ he 
might carry me safely with him to Burgundy, or to Liege, as 
he brought me here." 

Nicholas Brune shook his head ; and Ella said no more 
at that time; but gradually she put forward the notion of 
obviating all diffioulties and objections, by assuming some 
disguise; and on that her good cousin pondered, thinking it 
a more feasible plan than any other, yet seeing many 
difficulties. 

^ As what could you go?" he said. ^^ If at all, it must be 
in male guise; and though you would make a pretty boy 
enough, I doubt me they would find you out, fair Ella." 

** Why not as a novice of the Black Friars ?" demanded 
Madam Brune, who entered into the maiden's schemes more 
warmly and enthusiastically than her prudent husband; 
*^ then she would have robes longer than her ovm, to cover 
her little hands and feet, and a hood to shade her head. 
There is no punishment either for taking the gown of a 



novice." 



'^ Then, as this man Dyram must be in the secret," added 
Ella Brune, ** he could give me help and protection in case 
of need." 

** Ah, ha ! are you there ?" cried Nicholas, laughing. But 
£lla shook her head, no way abashed, replying, ** you are 



IGINCODRT. M7 

mistaken, eoosin of mine ; but periiaps you h&ye bo much 
respect for these holy men, the monks, that yoa would 
object to a pro&ne girl, like me, taking their garb upon 
her?** 

^ Out upon them, llie lazy drones,*' cried Nicholas Brune ; 
' you may make lihsl sport of them you like for that I 
irould pot them all to hard labour on the dykes, if I had my 
will ;^ and he burst forth into a long Tituperation of all ihd 
monastic orders, in terms someidiat too gross for modem 
ears, not even paring die Holy Soman Catholic Gliurdb ; 
but ending with another wise shake of the head, and an 
expression of his firm belief that the scheme would not do. 

Nevertheless, Ella Brune and his good dame weve now 
perfectly agreed upon Ihe snlject, and worked together 
xealonsly, preparing all that was needftd for EUa's disguise, 
whUe Ned Dyram brought them daily information of the 
proceedings of Sir Simeon of Roydon, and made them smile 
to hear how he had deceived the knight into the belief that 
Ella was ficur away finom Ghent 

** But if he should discover the truth,'' said Ella Brune, 
really anxious that no one should suffer on her account, 
^ may he not revenge himself on you, if you give him the 
opportunity by going every day and working in gold and 
silver under his eyes? I beseech you. Master Dynun, run 
no risk on my account. I would rather endure insult or 
injury myself, tban that you should incur danger." 

Ned Dyimm's heart beat quick, though Ella said no more 
to him than she would have said to any one in the same 
eiicumstanoes; but he shook his head widi a triumphant air, 
replying, ^^ He dare not wag his finger against me." 

He added no more, but turned to ^e subject of Ella's 
disguise, having before this been made acquainted with her 
project, and being, moreover, eager to second it; for the 
prospect of having to leave her behind in Ghent, if his young 
master should be called upon some more distant expedition, 
had often crossed his mind, producing very unpleasant sen- 
sations. Day after day, however, he visited Simeon of 
Boydon, and generally found him alone. Plenty of work 
was provided for him; and the payment was prompt and 
large. Now it was an ornamented bridle that he had to 
produce, encmsted all over with fmcifid woric of silver — ^now 
a testi^ or a poitral arabesqued with lines of gold. Some- 
times he compounded perfames or essences, sometimes he 
ilhiminated a hook of canticles, which the knight intended to 
present to the monastery. 
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One momingy however, going somewhat earlier than was 
his wont, he met the monk, brother Paul, coming down the 
stairs from the knight's apartments. The cenobite gave him 
a grim smile, but merely added his benedicite and passed on* 
Ned Dyram paused and mused before he entered. More 
than once he had asked himself^ what it was that detained 
Sir Simeon of Roydon so long in Ghent. The Court was 
absent — there was little to see, and less to gain ; and the 
visit of father Paul gave him fresh matter for reflection. But 
Ned Dyram was one who, judging by slight indications, 
always prepared himself against probable results ; and be 
now divined that the discovery of the truth in regard to Ella 
might not be tea off. 

He found no change in Simeon of Roydon when he 
entered, and the morning passed away as usual ; but on the 
following day the knight received him with a smile so mixed 
in its expression that Dyram felt the hilt of his anelaoe, and 
returned him his look with one as doubtful. 

*^ Shut the door, Master Dyram," said Sir Simeon of 
Boydon. 

The man obeyed without the least hesitation; and the 
knight proceeded, ^^ Think you, fellow, that it is wise and 
worthy to cheat and to deceive ?'' 

** On proper occasions, and with proper men,^ replied Ned 
Dyram, calmly. 

^^Ah, you do?** cried the knight, with his brow bent; 
^^ Then let me tell you that you wUl deceive me no more.** 

** That depends upon circumstances and opportunity,** 
answered Ned Dyram, with the same imperturbable effrontery 
as before. <^I dare say you will not give me the means, if 
you can help it.** 

^^ What, if I take from you the opportunity of cheating any 
one again?** exclaimed Sir Simeon of Roydon. '^ What i^ 
as you well deserve, I call up my men, and bid them dispose 
of you as they know how?" 

'* You will not do that,** replied Dyram, without a shade of 
emotion. 

^^Why should I not?** demanded the knight, fiercely. 
^^ What should stop me ? Out of these walls no secrets are 
likely to pass. Why should I not, I say ?** 

'^Because,*' said Dyram, in a cool conversation tone, 
** there is a certain bridge in this city, over the river Lys, 
where you may have seen, as you pass along, a foolish figure 
cast in bronze, of two men, one going to cut off the other's 
head apparently. They represent a son who offered to 
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execute his &ther, when, as old legends say — but I do not 
believe them — ^the sword flew to splinters in the parricide^s 
hand. However, that has not much to do with the matter, 
as I see you perceive ; but the £B.ct is, that bridge is called 
the Bridge of the Decapitation — not, as many men fancy, on 
account of those two statues, but because it is there the 
citizens of this good town have a pious custom of putting to 
death knights and nobles, who have had the misfortune to 
become murderers. Now you must not suppose me so slow 
witted a man as to come to visit Sir Simeon of Boydon under 
such peculiar circumstances, without letting those persons 
know where I am, who may inquire after me if I do not re- 
appear. I am always ready for such cases, noble knight, and 
to say truth, care little when I go out of die world, so that I 
have a companion by the way; and that, in this instance, at 
least, I have secured. Tis therefore, I say, you will abandon 
such vain thoughts.*' 

Sir Simeon of Roydon gazed at him for a moment, with 
the expression of a fiend; but suddenly his countenance 
changed, and he fell into deep thought. 

What strifes there are in mat eternal battle-field, the hu- 
man heart! What strifes have there not been therein, since 
the first fell passion entered into man's breast with the words 
of the serpent tempter — ay, with the words of the tempter ; 
for man had fallen before he ate ! But perhaps there is none 
more frequent, than the struggle between passion and policy 
in the bosom of the vehement and wily, — none more terrible 
either ; for whichever gains the ascendancy, ruins the country 
round. 

There was something in Dyram's demeanour that suited 
well with the character of him to whom he spoke. Opposed 
to him, it first excited wrath ; but yet a voice whispered that 
such a man might be made most useful to his purposes, if 
he could but be won ; and as the knight's anger abated, die 
question became, how could he be gained? In regard to 
Ella Brune, Boydon was aware of much that had taken place, 
but not of all ; otherwise his course would have been soon 
decided. By this time he had learned that Ella had jour- 
neyed from England in tlie train of Richard of Woodville ; 
he knew that Dyram had stayed behind — ^not dismissed by 
his master as the man had insinuated, but left in charge of 
his baggage ; and Simeon of Roydon suspected, judging of 
others by himself, that he had been left in charge of Ella, 
also, by her paramour. But of Dyram's love for her he had 
no hint, though there might have arisen in his mind a vague 
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somike tfasl soeh niHrtmiBi did exMt» firom the £m* whiA 
brotber Plaid liad cbsaoverad andoomanuiieated, tluU Dyriitt 
Twted her once at least eeeh d&y. 

That sunaiae^ however, waa enough to guide him sone 
way, and after panamg and pondenaig, till silenee becaae 
impkaaaat, he said, ^ Peihapa^ my good friead, you nay be 
mistaken in what you ftney. No fears ot the retutts yon 
speak of wonld stay me^ were I so minded. Those who 
luiTe good fiiends dread no foes/' 

^ Thatis what I say, sir,'' replied Ned Dyrsm, in the same 
tone ; ^ I have no apprehensions, beeanse I know there are 
those who wiD take eare of me, or avenge me.'' 

** Yon need have none," answered Sir Simeon of Roydon; 
^ but not for that oanse. There are other regards that would 
restrain me. Yon have deeeived me, it is tme ; but you can 
deoeive me no more ; and now that I know your motives and 
your oonduct, I think that our ends may not be quite so 
different aa yon imagine, and as I too imagined at 
nrst. 

^ Indeed!" said Ned Dyram, with a sarcastic smile. ^ I 
know not what year ends are, or what yon think you know. 
Knowledge is a strange thing, noble knig^, and those who 
&ncy they know mneh, often Imow Uttle." 

^ Tme, learned master," answered Simeon of Boydon ; 
*^ but you shall hear what I know — I wish not to conoeal it^ 
Your young lord brought diis ftur giil to Ghent ; then, being 
called to serve the Duke of Burgundy, left his sweet leman — ^ 
he paused upon the word, and saw his companion's visage 
glow; but Dyram said nothing, and the knight went on; 
^ — ^le^ his sweet leman, with his other baggage, under your 
careftil guard. She lives now in the house of one Nidiolaa 
Brune ; and you see her daily. Yon love her ; and, fuieying 
that I seek her par amours, would ftdn hide firom me where 
she is. That you see is vain ; and I will show yon, too» that 
what you suppose of me is &lse. I care not for the giii ; 
though perchance I may have thou^t, in former days, to 
trifle with her for an hour. But I will tell you more, Dyram: 
I love not your lord, and I believe that you have no great 
kindness for him either. Is it not so?" 

** All wrong together, puissant knight," replied Ned Djrram, 
vrith a laugh. '* She is no leman of Bicharid of WoodviUe — 
Sir Biduird, by the mass ! for I have heard to-day he has 
been made a knight. Nay, more; he cares no farther for 
her, than as a boy, who has saved a bird from hawk or raven, 
loves to nourish and fondle it." 
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^ Thftt may be/' answered Sir Simeon, who had now re* 
gained all hb coolness ; ^ you know more than myself of his 
doings ; but of one thing we are both eertain, she loves him; 
and it would need but Ids humour to make her his. Of that 
I have had proof enough before I crossed the sea." 

Ned Dyram winced ; but he replied boldly, ^ Because she 
looked coldly upon you.'' 

^ Nay, not so," said the knight ; <^ but on account of signs 
and tokens not to be mistaken. However, if as you think he 
loves her not, my scheme falls to the ground." 

^' And what was that, if I may dare to ask ?" demanded 
Ned Dyram. 

^ I heed not who knows it," replied Roydon, at once. ^ I 
seek revenge, and thought to accomplish it by taking this 
girl from hun. As to what is to follow, I care not I never 
seek to see her more ; would wed her to a hind, or any one. 
But if you judge righdy, and he loves her not, I am frustrated 
in this, ana must seek other means." 

There was a pause of several minutes; and both though^ 
or seemed to tiunk, deeply. With Dyram it was really so ; 
though the more shrewd and wise of the two, he had suffered 
the words of Roydon to &11 upon the dangerous weaknesses 
of his bosom, like a spark into some inflammable mass; and 
doubt, suspicion, jealousy, were all in a blaze within. Yet 
he had suJficient power over himself to hide his feelings 
skilfully, and sought, neither admitting nor denying aught 
jEuiher, to lead on the knight to speak of his purposes more 
plainly. But Simeon of Roydon saw there was a struggle, 
and that was sufficient for his purpose without discovering 
clearly what it was. He did speak more plainly then, and 
by many an artful suggestion, and many a promise, sought 
to lure Dyram on to aid in separating EUa Brune from him 
who could protect her; concealing carefully that it was on 
her his thirst of revenge longed to sate itself though Richard 
of Woodville was not forgotten either; and before they 
parted, he thought that he had nearly won him to his wishes. 
The man did, indeed, hesitate ; but the sparks of better feel- 
ing, which I have before said he possessed, burned up ere 
their conversation ended; and a doubt which, even in the 
midst of passion will rise up in the minds of the cunning and 
deceitful, that there may ever be a knavish purpose in others^ 
made him desire to see his way more clearly. 

All that the knight could gain was a promise that he would 
consider of bis hints ; and Dyram left him, with the resolu- 
tion to draw ^from Ella Brune, by any means, a knowledge 
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of her true feelings towards his master, and to watch every 
movement of Simeon of Boydon with a care that should let 
not the veriest trifle escape. 

In the first object he was frustrated, as before ; for the 
cold despair of Ella's love, its utter unselfishness, its high 
and lofiy nature, was a veil to her heart which the eyes of 
one so full of human passion as himself could by no art 
penetrate. But, in his second, he was more successful — 
with the cunning of a serpent, wilh the perseverance of a 
ferret, he examined, he watched, he pursued his purpose. 
He had already wound himself into the confidence of several 
of the knight's servants ; and he now took every means to 
gain some hold upon them, which was not indeed difficult, 
from the character of the men whom Boydon had chosen. 
Neither did he altogether cease his visits to their master, 
but, for many days, kept him negotiating as to the price of 
his services ; and, although he could not exactly divine the 
end that the other proposed to himself, he learned enough 
to show him Ihat Boydon was sincere, when he assured 
him that no love for Ella influenced him in seeking to 
remove her from the protection of Bichard of Woodville. 
He then admitted Ihat he loved her himself, in order to see 
what the knight would propose ; and was not a litde sur* 
prised to find how eagerly Boydon grasped at the fact, as a 
means to his own ends. 

^^ Then she may be yours at a word," exclaimed Boydon, 
grasping his hand as if he had been an equal ; ^^ but aid me 
boldly and skilfully in what I seek, and she shall be placed 
entirely in yoiur hands — at your mercy — ^to do with her as 
you will. Then, if you use not your advantage like a wise 
and resolute man, it is your own fault." 

Dyram mused : the prospect tempted him ; the strong pas- 
sions of his nature rose up, and urged him on ; he could not 
resist them ; but still, cunning and cautious, he resolved to 
make his own position sure, and he replied, ^' I must first 
know your motive, noble knight Men are not so eager with- 
out some object What is it ?" 

" Bevenge !" replied Sir Simeon of Boydon, vehemently, 
and he said truly ; but then he added more calmly the next 
moment, " I am still unconvinced by what you have said, in 
regard to the feelings of your master. Though he may seek 
a higher lady as his wife — and, indeed, I know he does — ^yet 
he loves tliis girl, and will seek her par amours as soon as he 
has made sufficient way with her ; for I persist not in saying 
that she is his leman. I have been acquainted with him longer 
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than you have — since his boyhood; and he cannot hide him- 
self from me as from others. At all events, that is my affair : 
I seek revenge, I tell you ; and if I think I shall inflict a 
heavy blow on him, by making this girl your paramour, and 
am mistaken, the error will fall on myself. You will gain 
your ends, if I gain not mine.'' 

*'My paramour!" said Ned Dyram, thoughtfully. 

" Ay — or your wife, if you will," replied Ihe knight ; " but, 
perchance, she will not, till forced, readily consent to be your 
wife — you understand me. I will give you every surety you 
may demand, that she shall remain wholly in your power. 
The course you follow afterwards must be of your own choos* 
ing." 

The great tempter himself could not have chosen better 
words to work his purpose. It seemed, as if by instinct, that 
the one base man addressed himself to all that was weak in 
the other's nature ; and there is a kind of divination between 
men of similar characters, which leads them to foresee, with 
almost unerring certainty, the effect of particular induce- 
ments upon their fellows. 

Gradually, Dyram yielded more and more, resolving firmly 
all the while to do nothing, to aid in nothing, without insur- 
ing that his own objects also were attained ; but, in the exe- 
cution of such schemes, there are always small oversights. 
Passion so frequendy interferes with prudence — ^the stream 
grows so much stronger as we are hurried on, that it is 
scarcely possible to stop when we would ; and, when once 
the knave or the fool puts power into th^ hands of another, 
his own course is as much beyond his direction as that of a 
charioteer who would guide wild horses with packthread. 
How strange it is— perhaps the most wonderfal of all moral 
phenomena — that any man should trust another in the com- 
mission of a bad action ! 

The question between Sir Simeon of Boydon and his 
lowlier companion speedily reduced itself to how Ella Brune 
was to be separated from those who could afford her protec- 
tion ; but the knight soon pointed out a means, instructed as 
he was by another, who kept himself in the dark. 

" These people," he said, " with whom she resides, are 
known to be the followers of a new sect of heretics, which 
has sprung up in a distant part of Germany, and is similar 
to our own Lollards, only their apostie is named Huss, in- 
stead of Wickliffe. The girl herself is more than suspected 
of favouring these false doctrines. Such things are matters 
of no moment in your eyes or mine ; but the zealous priest- 

T 
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hood, fearful for their shaken power, are resolute to put such 
Uasphemouft notions down; and, if 70U can but discoTer 
when these Brunes go to one of their assemblies, which are 
kept profoundly secret, we can ensure that they shall be ar- 
rested. The girl, then left alone, shall be placed at your 
disposal. If she will fly with 70U from Ghent, for fear of 
being implicated, well. If not, on your bringing me the in- 
formation, you shall have a sufficient sum of money to hire 
unscrupulous friends, and carry her whithersocTer you will.** 

^ But if she should accompany them to their assembly,** 
said Ned Dyram at once, ^ how shall I ensure that she is not 
thrown into prison, tortured, perhaps burnt at the stake ? 
No, no^that will never do !" 

^ All those ift can be met right easily,** answered Simeon 
of Roydon. ** Ere you give any information, you can exact 
a promise from brother Paul — ^ 

^ A promise from brother Paul !** exclaimed Dyram, with a 
mocking laugh ; ** what ! trust the promise of a monk ! You 
are jesting, sir knight Was there ever promise so sacred, 
sworn at die altar on the body of our Lord, that they have 
not found excuse for breaking or means of evading i Do you 
judge me a fool. Sir Simeon of Roydon ?** 

** Not so," rejoined the knight, '* the danger did not strike 
me ; but I see it now. It must be obviated, or I cannot 
expect you to go along with me. Yet — ^let me consider — 
methinks it were easily guarded against. Perchance she 
may not go ; but, if she do, you can go with the party, take 
what number of men with you you like, and, in the oonfrusion 
that must ensue, rescue your fair maiden. The gates, at this 
time of night, are not shut till ten; horses may be ready; 
and there is a castle, some five leagues off, on the road to 
Bruges, which I saw and cheapened three days since, as a 
place of residence during my exile. It is vacant now : you 
can bear her thither. To-morrow you can speak with fadier 
Paul yourself, and make your own terms as to leading him 
to the place of their meeting, if you discover it.** 

" No,** replied Ned Dyram, ** no ! I will not go with him. 
I will be at their meeting with men I can trust; so can I be 
sure that I shall be near at hand to guard her. I will have 
it under his hand, too, that I am authorized by him to go ^ 
or, perchance, they may bum me likewise.** 

*^ You are too suspicious, my good friend,** cried the knight, 
with a laugh that rang not quite so merrily as it might havc^ 
done. ^ 

^ A monk ! a monk !*' answered Dyram ; ^ one can never ^ 
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doubt a monk too much. I will gain the intelligence wanted, 
sir knight; but I leave you to prepare this brother Paul to 
grant me all the security I ask, or he hears not a word from 
me ; and so, good night ! — you shall have news of me soon f ^ 
and, thus saying, he left him. 

Simeon of Roydon bent down his head, and thought for 
several minutes ; but at length he exclaimed, biting his lip, 
^ He will shear down my revenge to a half — and yet, per- 
haps, that may be as bitter as death. To be the minion of 
a varlet! — ^'Twill be a fiercer, though a slower fire, than that 
of fagot and stake." 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE HUSSITES. 

• 

In a large old house, built almost entirely of wood, and 
situated in one of the suburbs of Ghent, far removed from all 
the noise and bustle of the more firequented parts of that busy 
town, there was a large old haU, in former years employed as 
a place of meeting by the linen weavers; but whidi, at the 
time I speak of, had been long disused for that purpose, 
when, the trade becoming more flourishing, its followers had 
built themselves a more splendid structure in the heart of the 
city. 

In this hall were assembled, at a late hour of the day, 
about fifty personages of both sexes, and apparently of various 
grades and professions. Some were dressed in rather gay 
habiliments, some in staid and sober costume, but fine and 
costly withal, and some in the garb of the common artizans. 
The greater number, however, seemed of a wealthy class ; 
but all appeared to know each other ; and the rich citizen 
spoke in brotherly fellowship to the poor mechanic, the well* 
(fressed burgher's wife nodded with friendly looks to the 
daughter of her husband's workman. There was one part of 
the hall, indeed, in which, for a moment, there was a 
momentary bustle caused by a beautiful girl in a mourning 
garb, of somewhat foreign fashion, expressing apparently a 
wish to quit the hall ; but it was soon quieted ; and a minute 
or two after, a tall, elderly man, with white hair, stood up at 
the end of a long table, having some books laid upon it, while 
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the rest of the assembly sat on benches round, at some litde 
distance, leaving a vacant space in the midst 

After pausing for a minute or two till all was silent, the old 
man began to speak, addressing his companions in a fine, 
mellow tone, and with a mild, persuasive air. 

*^ My brethren !** he said, in the Flemish tongue, *^ although 
I be an ignorant man and not meet to deal with such high 
matters, you have permitted me to expound to you the 
opinions of wiser men than myself, and especially of the 
venerable John Huss, upon things that nearly touch the sal- 
vation of all; and on former occasions, I have shown you 
cause to see that very many corruptions and abominations 
have, by the wickedness of men, been brought into the 
Church of Christ. Amongst other points on which we have 
all agreed, there are these principal ones ; that the word of 
God, first preached by the lowly and the humble to the poor 
and ignorant, should be laid open to all men, and committed 
to their own keeping, not being made to be put under a bed or 
hidden in a bushel, but to be a light shining in darkness, 
and leading every one in the way of salvation : that the Bible 
is no more the book of the priests than the book of the people, 
but is the property of all for the security of their souls. 
Secondly, we have agreed that there is but one mediator with 
Ood the Father, Jesus Christ our Lord ; and that to worship, 
or invoke, or kneel down to even good and holy men de- 
parted, whom we are wont to call saints, h a gross idolatry, 
as well as the worship of statues, figures, or cross pieces of 
wood and stone ; there being nothing that can save us, but 
faith in our Redeemer, and no intercession available but his ; 
for, surely, it is a folly to suppose that men, who were sinners 
like ourselves, have power to help or save others when they 
have need of the one atonement for their own salvation. 
Thirdly, we have held, that iu the mass there is no sacrifice, 
Christ having entered in once for all ; and that to suppose 
that any man, by the imposition of a bishop's hands, receives 
power to change mere bread and wine into the substance of 
our Lord's body and blood, is a fond and foolish imagination 
devised by wicked priests for their own purposes. These 
were the points touched upon when last we met ; and now, 
before we proceed farther, let us pray for grace to help us in 
our examination.'' 

Thus saying, he knelt down at the end of the table-— and 
all die rest, but one, followed his example, turning, and 
bending the knee by the benches around. The Hussite 
teacher raised his eyes and hands to heaven, and then, in a 
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loud tone, uttered a somewhat long prayer, followed by the 
voices of his little congregation. 

It was by this time growing somewhat dusk, for the sun 
must have been half way below the horizon ; and the win- 
dows of the hall were narrow and far up; but nevertheless, 
when the kneelers raised themselves again at the conclusion 
of the prayer, and turned round towards the teacher, the 
eyes of all were fixed on one spot at the end of the table, 
and a universal cry burst from every lip. With some it 
seemed to be the sound of terror, with others that of rage 
and surprise ; and well, indeed, might they feel astonished, 
for there, exactly opposite the old man who had led them in 
prayer, stood a figure fiightful to behold, covered with long 
black shaggy hair, with two large horns upon its head, a piur 
of wings on its shoulders, swarthy and ribbed like those of a 
bat, and with the face, apparently, of a negro.* 

Hardly had they time to recover from iheir surprise, and 
to ask themselves what was the meaning of the apparition 
ihey beheld, when the doors of the hall burst open, and a 
mixed multitude rushed in, consisting of monks and priests, 
and the whole train of varlets and serving men which, in 
that day, were attached to monasteries, chapters, and o^er 
religious institutions in g^eat towns. Staves and swords 
were plenty amongst them; and, with loud shouts of ^^Ah, 
the heretics ! Ah, the blasphemers ! Ah, the worshippers of 
Satan !" they rushed on the unhappy Hussites, overpower- 
ing them by numbers. No resistance was made ; in conster- 
nation and alarm, the unhappy seekers of a purer faith rushed 
towards the doors, and even the windows, in the hope of 
making their escape. But the attempt was vain ; one after 
another they were caught by their furious enemies, while 
cries of triumph and savage satisfiiction rose up from diflfe- 
rent parts of the hall, as captive after captive was seized and 
pinioned. 

** We have caught you in the fiEU^" cried one. 

^^You shall blaspheme no more!*^ shouted another. 

<* I saw the arch enemy in the midst of them !** added a 
third. 

<< They were in the act of worshipping the devil !** said 
brother Paul. 

^ To the stake with them, to the stake with them !** roared 
a barefooted friar. 

* It may be necessary to remark that the incident here mentioned is 
not imaginary* but a recorded historical fact, most disgraceful to those 
who played tne treacherous juggle. 
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'' You see what you have done/* said Ella Brune to her 
cousin, who stood near with his arms tied. ** This was very 
wrong of you, Nicholas." 

** It was," answered Nicholas Brune, in a sorrowful tone; 
*^ but they can do no harm to you ; for I and others can 
testify that you came, unknowing whither, and would have 
left us, if we had allowed you." 

*^Will they believe your testimony?" asked Ella, in a 
tone of deep despondency. 

Before he could answer, brother Paul approached, and 
gazing at the fair unhappy girl with a malicious smile, he 
said, ^^ Ah, ah, fair maiden, 1 knew your hjrpocrisy would be 
detected at length. I did not forget having seen you with 
the heretics at Liege." 

Even as he spoke, however, there was a bustle at ihe 
door ; and to the surprise of all the hall contained, a number 
of men completely armed appeared, having at their head a 
gentleman in the ordinary riding dress of the day, with the 
knightly spurs over his boots, and two long feathers in 
his cap. 

^ Stand there," he said in a loud voice, turning to the men 
who followed, ^^ and let no one forth". Then striding through 
the hall with the multitude of priests and monks scattering 
before him, he advanced, gazing from right to left, till he 
reached the spot where Ella Brune was standing. A low 
murmur of joy burst from the poor girFs lips as Richard of 
Woodville approached ; and she would fain have held out 
her hands towards him, but that her delicate wrists were lied 
with a hard cord. 

Bichard of Woodville gazed from her to father Paul, who 
stood beside her, with a stem brow; and then, in a low, but 
menacing voice, exclaimed, *^ Untie that cord, foul monk !" 

" I will not," answered Father Paul, sullenly. " Who are 
you, that you should interrupt the course of justice, and 
rescue a blasphemous heretic from the stake ?" 

" Thou liest, knave !" answered Richard of Woodville. 
*^ She is a better Catholic than thou art, with all thy hypo- 
critical grimaces ;" and unsheathing his dagger, he cut the 
cord from Ella's wrist, and set her free. 

^* Ah, he draws his knife upon us !" cried £either PanL 
^' Upon him ! Cleave him down. Are there no brave men 
here ?" 

A rush was instantly made towards Richard of Woodville ; 
and one man, with a guisarme, thrust himself right in his 
way ; but laughing loud, the young knight bared his long. 
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heavy sword, and waved it over his head, grasping Ella l^ 
the hand, and exclaiming in English, ^^ On, my men ! on ! 
open a way, there !" 

All but tiie most resolute of lus opponents scattered firom 
his path ; and his stout followers forced their way forward 
into the hall, showing some reverence for the priests and 
monks, it is true ; but striking the varlets and serving-men 
sundry heavy blows with the pommels of the swords, not 
easily to be forgotten. A scene of indescribable confosioiiL 
ensued ; the darkness of the hall was becoming every moment 
more profound — a number of the Hussites made their escape^ 
and untied others; while still, through the midst of ^e 
crowd, Richard of Woodville slowly advanced towards the 
door, and knocking the guisarme out of the hand of one of 
the men who seemed most strongly bent on opposing his 
passage, he brought the point of his sword to his throat, ex- 
claiming, " Back, or die!'' 

The sturdy varlet laid his hand upon his dagger ; but, at 
the same moment, one of the English archers who had reached 
his side, struck him on the jaws with his steel glove, and 
knocked him reeling back amongst the crowd. Quickening 
his pace, Richard of Woodville hurried on, still holding EUa 
by die hand, and soon reached the top of the narrow stairs. 
There pausing at the door, he counted the number of his men, 
who had closed in behind him, to see that none were left, 
and then hastened down with his fair charge into the street^ 
several other fugitive Hussites passing him as they fled with 
all the speed of terror. 

As soon as they had reached the open road, the young 
EngUshman turned to his followers, and ordered three <^ 
them to remain a step or two behind, to ensure that they were 
not taken by surprise, and to give notice if they were pnr^ 
sued. But tiie party of fanatic priests within were busy 
enough, in the wild riotous scene presented by the hall, now 
in almost total darkness, and often mistook one man for 
another in endeavouring to secure the prisoners that still re- 
mained in their bands. Thus Woodville and his companions 
were suffered to proceed on their way unfoUowed, through 
numerous long and narrow streets, till they reached the inn 
where they had first alighted on their arrival in Ghent 

" Quick," cried Richard of Woodville to one of his at- 
tendants. '* Saddle four horses and the mule; and you with 
Peter and Alfred be ready to set out. You must leave 
Ghent with all speed, my poor Ella," he continued, lead- 
ing her into the inn. ^ I cannot go with you myself, but 
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you shall hear from me soon, and the men will take care 
of you." 

" I must go first to my cousin's house,** said Ella, eagerly. 
^ Twill not take long to run thither and return. There are 
many things that I must take with me.** 

'^ You can pass round there as you go,** replied Woodville; 
'' less time will be lost, and there is none to spare. Here, 
host,** he cried. '* Host, I say !** But the host was not to be 
found; and one of the chamberlains, running up as the young 
knight and his followers stood under the arch, demanded,. 
" Whafs your will, sir?** 

*' At what time are the city gates closed ?*' asked Richard 
of Woodville. *^ I have to levy men at Bruges for the ser- 
vice of the Duke, and must send some of my people on to- 
night" 

^ They do not shut till ten, sir, in this time of peace,** 
replied the chamberlain ; ** so you have more than an hour; 
but even after that, an order from the cyndic will open them.*' 

*^ That will do,** replied Bichard of Woodville ; *^ they must 
set out at once.*' 

A moment after, the horses were brought round, -mUx the 
mule which Ella Brune had ridden from Nieuport, and plac- 
ing her carefrdly thereon, the young knight gave some orders- 
to his men in a low tone, added some money for their ex- 
penses, and with a kindly adieu to Ella, saw them depart 
He then directed two of his archers to superintend the im- 
mediate removal of his baggage to the apartments which had 
been assigned him in the Gittevensteen, to see to the care 
of the horses, and to rejoin him without loss of time. After 
which, followed by the rest of his attendants, he took his 
way back to the old castle of the counts of Flanders, and 
sought the chamber in the basement of one of the towers, 
which had been pointed out for his own by the Count of 
Charolois. 

At the door stood a stout man-at-arms, whom Woodville 
had placed there that night after his meeting with Sir John 
Grey; for it may be necessary to mention here, what we did 
not pause to notice before, that the young knight had returned 
vrith Dyram to the Graevensteen to seek for his men, as 
soon as he heard of the danger which menaced poor Ella 
Brune. 

Opening the door of the chamber, Biciiard of Woodville 
went in, and found Dyram seated at the table with his head 
leaning on his arms. He moved but slightly when his 
master entered, and Woodville, casting himself into a seat 



AGINCOURT. 281 

opposite^ gazed at him for a moment with a stem and angiy 
brow. 

^Lookup, sir," he said at length; "in your terror and 
haste to remedy the ey'd you have caused, you have spoken 
too much not to speak more. You once boasted of telling 
truth. Tell it now, as the only means of escaping punish- 
ment'* 

*'Is she saved?" asked Ned Dyram, raising his head, and 
gazing in his young master's face with a look of eager 
anxiety. " Is she saved? I care for nought else." 

"Yes, she is saved," replied Richard of Woodville; "but 
with peril to her, and peril to me. I found her with her 
hands tied; and what may be the result, no one yet can tell. 
And so you love her!" he continued, gazing upon him 
thoughtfully. "A glorious means, indeed, to prove your 
love!" 

" I have been deceived," said Dyram ; " the villain cheated 
me. He promised that she should be mine; and when I told 
him of the day and hour when the assembly was to take 

}>lace, thinking that I kept the power in my own hands, so 
ong as I did not mention where they were to meet, they 
laughed me to scorn, and told me they wanted to know no 
more." 

" They !" exclaimed Richard of Woodville. " They ! whom 
do you mean?" 

"Brother Paul," replied Dyram, hesitating — "brother 
Paul and — Well, it matters not, if you learn not from me, 
you wiU learn from others ; so I will say it first myself — 
brother Paul and Simeon of Roydon." 

" Simeon of Roydon !" exclaimed the young knight, start- 
ing up, and lifting his hand as if to strike him ; " and have 
you been viUain and traitor enough to betray this poor girl 
into the hands of that base and pitiful knave r By the Lord 
that lives, I have a mind to have you scourged through the 
streets of Ghent, as a vraming to all treacherous varlets." 

Djrram bent his brows upon him with a bold scowl, 
answering in a low muttering tone, " You dare not !" 

The words had scarcely quitted his lips, when, with a blow 
on the side of the head, Richard of Woodville dashed him 
to the ground. The man started up, and drew his dagger 
half out of the sheath; but his master, who had recovered 
firom his anger the instant the blow was given, so far at least 
as to be sorry that it had been struck at all, looked at him 
vrith a smile of cold contempt, and raising his voice, ex- 
Glauned, " Without, there ! " 
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The archer instantly appeared at the door; and, pointing 
to Dyram, the young knight said, *^ Take away that knave, 
and put him forth from the castle, and from the band. He is 
not one of my own people, and unfit to be with them. He is 
a base and dishonest traitor, who betrays his trust Away 
with him!" 

Dyram glared upon him for a moment without moving^ 
then thrust his dagger back into the sheath, raised his hand 
with the right finger extended, and shook it at Richard of 
Woodville, with Us teeth hard set together, and a significant 
frown upon his brow. Then turning to the door, he passed 
the archer, saying, in a menacing tone, ^* Touch me not,** 
and quitted the room. 



CHAPTER XXXL 

THE RESULT. 

*' Perhaps I have been too harsh," thought Richard of 
Woodville, when the man Dyram was gone, and he sat 
alone in his chamber. *^ Surely that knave's conscience 
must be punishment enough. What must it be to think 
that we have betrayed a friend, violated a trust, injured one 
who has confided in us ! Can Hell itself afibrd an infliction 
more terrible than such a memory? Methinks it were tor- 
ment enough for the worst of men, to render remembrance 
eternal ! " 

And he was right — surely he was right. In this world we 
weave the fabric of our punishment with our sins. 

As the young knight proceeded to reflect, however, his 
mind turned from Dyram to Sir Simeon of Roy don; and 
suddenly a light broke in upon him. — *^ It must be so ! '* he 
cried: ^^'tis diis man has poisoned the mind of Sir John 
Grey against me. But that will be easily remedied.*' 

The next instant he suddenly recollected the half-made 
appointment vnth Mary's father, which in all the bustle 
and excitement of the scenes he had lately gone through, 
had escaped his memory till that moment; and he started 
up, exclaiming, ^^ This is unfortunate, indeed ! — There may 
yet be time — I will go!** But as he turned towards the 
door, the clock of the castle struck. Nearly an hour had 
elapsed since the appointed period, for the stealthy foot of 
Time ever runs fastest when we could wish his stay. Never- 
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theless' Bicbard of Woodville went forth, received the pass- 
word of the guard, and harried to the inn to inquire whether 
or not the old knight had come daring his absence. He was 
in some hope that such might not be the case; for Mary's 
father had ridden away abruptly without saying whether he 
accepted the appointment or not But when Woodville 
reached the hostel he found, to his mortification, that Sir 
John Grey had not only been there, but had waited some 
time for his return, and had gone away, the host informed 
him, with a gloomy brow. 

Sad and desponding, with all the bright hopes which had 
accompanied him into Ghent darkened, he strode back to 
the Graevensteen, and passed through the court to his 
apartments, remarking that there seemed a number of per* 
sons waiting, and a good deal of confusion, unusual at so 
late an hour; but his thoughts were busy with his own 
situation; and he walked on in the darkness to his chamber, 
without inquiry. There, leaning his head upon his hand 
beneath the light of the lamp, he gave himself up to bitter 
reflections, thinking how sad it is, that a man's happiness, 
his name, fame, purposes, abilities, virtues, should be so 
completely in the power of circumstances — the stones with 
which ffiite builds up the prison walls of many a lofty spirit 

While he was thus meditating, there was a knock at his 
chamber door, and bidding the applicant come in, the next 
moment he saw the young Lord of Lens enter. The youth's 
countenance betokened haste and agitation, and, closing the 
door carefiilly, he said, *'The Count has just whispered me, 
to come and warn you, good knight, not to quit your apart* 
ments till he comes to you." 

^* How so ?" asked Woodville, pardy divining the cause of 
this injunction. *^ Do you mean, my young firiend, that I am 
a prisoner ?" 

"Oh no!" answered the other, "'tis for your own safety. 
There are enemies of yours in the castie; and perhaps if they 
were to see you, they might seize you even here. Yoa 
know not the daring of these men of Ghent, and how, when 
passion moves them, they set at nought all authority. They 
would arrest you in the very presence of the Prince, if they 
thought fit; and they are even now pouring their complaints 
into the Count's ear. Luckily, however, they know not that 
you are in the Graevensteen; and, with a show of loyal 
obedience, of which they have very litde in their hearts, 
they are affecting to ask permission, as you are one of his 
knights, to have you sought for in the town to-morrow and 
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apprehended, for something rather rash that you hare done 
this evening/' 

'^I have done nothing rash, my friend,'' replied Woodville, 
gravely, ^^ but only what I would do again to-morrow, if the 
case required it — only, in fact, what my knightly oath 
required: I have but rescued a defenceless woman fiom 
¥nrong and oppression. 1 can justify myself easily to the 
Count or any other gentleman of honour." 

'^Well, wait till he comes," answered the young noble* 
man; ^' for though you might be able to set yourself right at 
last, yet you would ill brook imprisonment, I wot; and 
perhaps even the Count might not be able to save you from 
these people's hands, if you were found just now. They 
are a fiinous and unruly set; and the priests have got 
syndics and magistrates of all kinds on their side." 

*' I have heard tales of their doings," replied Bichard of 
Woodville ; *^ but I cannot bring myself to fear them. How- 
ever, I vrill, of course, obey the Count's commands, and wait 
here till he is pleased to send for me." 

'^ I will bear you company " replied the young Lord of 
Lens, ** for I love not the presence of these foul citizens ; 
and heaven knows how long they may stay with their 
orations, as lengthy and as flat as one of their own pieces of 
cloth." 

To say the truth, Bichard of Woodville would have pre- 
ferred to be alone; but he did not choose to mortify the 
good-humoured young lord by suffering him to perceiye that 
his presence was a restraint ; and, sometimes in grave con- 
versation, sometimes in light, they passed nearly an hour; 
till at length numerous sounds from the court-yard gave 
notice that the deputation of the good citizens was taking 
its departure. For half an hour more they waited, in the 
expectation of soon receiving some messenger from the 
Count de Charolois, but none appeared; and at length 
Bichard of Woodville besought his companion to seek some 
intelligence. The young nobleman readily undertook the 
task, and opened the door to go out; but, on the very 
threshold, was met by the Count himself, followed by the 
Lord of Croy. The expression of the Prince's countenance 
was grave and troubled; and, seating himself, he made a 
sign to the rest to do so likewise; and then, looking at 
Woodville with an anxious and careful smile, he said, ** This 
is an awkward business, my friend." 

^*If told truly, it is a very simple one, my lord the Count,'* 
replied the knight 
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'^ It may be simple, yet have very dangerous results," said 
the young Prince, gravely. ^ These men of Ghent are not to 
be meddled with lightly ; and, though their insolence must 
some day be checked — and shall — ^yet this is not the time 
to do it. It seems, by their account, that you brought a 
pretty light-o*-love maiden with you hither from England ; 
and that she having been found, with a number of othet 
heretics, worshipping, they assert, the devil himself who 
was seen in proper form amongst them" (Woodville smiled); 
** you delivered her with the strong hand from the people 
sent to seize the whole party. What makes you laugh. Sir 
Richard ?" 

" Because, my good lord," replied the young knight, "you, 
here in Flanders, do not seem to understand monks and 

J)riests so well as we do in England. They have made a 
ieur story of it, which is almost all false. I am as good a 
catholic as any of them, though I have not had my head 
shaved. I believe all that the Church tells me, for I doubt 
not that the Church knows best ; but I can^t help seeing 
that she has got a great number of knaves amongst her 
ministers." 

^^ But what is the truth of the story, sir knight ?" said the 
Lord of Croy. ^^ I told the Count that I was sure they had 
made a mountain of a molehill." 

" Thanks, my good lord," answered Woodville. " The 
truth is simply this : the poor girl is a good and sincere 
catholic, and has been bitterly tried ; for many of her rela<^ 
tions are what we call Lollards, a sort of heretics like your 
Hussites, and she has steadfeistly resisted all their false 
notions. She was persecuted and ill-treated in England, by 
a base and unworthy man — a knight, heaven save the mark! 
— one Sir Simeon of Roy don, now banished from the 
English court for his ill-treatment of her. She, having 
relations in this land — amongst others Nicholas Brune, your 
goldsmith, sir — quitted London to join them. I found her 
in the same ship which brought me over ; and, in Christian 
chari^ and common courtesy, gave her protection on the 
way. She is no light-o'-love, my lord, but a good and honest 
maiden ; and I would be the last to sully her purity by 
word or deed. As soon as I reached Ghent, and found out 
where her cousin dwelt, I placed her safely under his roof, 
and thought of her no more, accompanying you to Lille. 
A servant, however, whom I left with my baggage and some 
spare horses here in Ghent — a clever knave, but a great 
rogue — was smitten, it seems, by her beauty on the way. 
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and went often to see her. On my return, while I was 
speaking with Sir John Grey in the street, this man came 
np importunately, and told me, if I did not save her, she 
was lost. Hun'ying along with him to gather my men 
together, I found that a certain monk or friar, named Brother 
Paul, had combined with others, of whom I hare since dis« 
covered this Simeon of Boydon was one, to seize upon the 
poor girl, with the whole party of her friends, at a heretic 
meeting in the old Linen-weavers' Hall. On Ihexr promise 
to give her up to him, this scoundrel servant of mine, Dyram, 
had betrayed to the cunning monks at what hour the assem* 
bly was to be held ; but, when he asked for the securities 
they had promised, that she should be placed in his hands, 
they laughed him to scorn. He is a persevering knave, 
however, and, by one means or another, gained a knowledge 
of all their proceedings and intentions, and found that they 
had dressed up one of their varlets as the aroh*enemy, 
covering him with the skin of a black cow, and setting the 
horns upon his head. This mummer was to be placed under 
the table in the hall — ^as doubtless he was, for I saw some* 
thing of the figure when I went in — and as soon as it grew 
dusk, he was to rise up amongst the heretics, giving a 
sign for the others to rush in. Knowing the girl to be a 
catholic, as I have said, and free from all taint of this 
heresy — ** 

^* Then why went she thither ?'' demanded the Count de 
Charolois. 

'* She told me afiterwards, my lord," replied tlie young 
Englishman, '< that her cousin Nicholas and his wife had 
deceived her, and, anxious to convert or pervert her to their 
own notions, had taken her to this place, without letting her 
know whither she was going. She says they will acknow* 
ledge it themselves, if they are questioned, and also that she 
strove to go away when she found where she was, but was 
prevented by them. However, knowing her to be a good 
catholic, and certain that the whole matter was contrived 
out of some malice towards her, I had no hesitation in 
hastening to her deliverance. I used no farther violence 
than was needful to set her free, took no part in delivering 
the others, of whose religious notions I knew nothing, 
and—" 

** The greater part of them escaped, it seems," said the 
Lord of Croy. 

^'With that I had nothing to do," replied Richard of 
Woodville. **1 contented myself with cutting the cords 
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they had tied round the poor girFB mnrigts ; and making my 
way with her out of the hall, leaving the monks and their 
menee to settle the matter with the others as they thought 
fit" 

*' And where is the maiden now, my firiend ?" asked the 
Count de Charolois. 

** I instantly sent her out of the town with three of my 
men/' replied Richard of Woodville. *' I thought it the 
surest course.'' 

The Count looked at the Lord of Croy, as if for him to 
speak; and the young English knight, somewhat hastily 
concluding that £hey entertained doubts of his word, ex- 
claimed, aiter a moment's pause, ^* I trust that you do not 
disbelieye me, sir ? You cannot suppose that an English 
gentleman, of no ill repute, would tell you a fiulsehood in a 
matter such as this ? " 

^* No, no, my friend, no, no," replied the Count, *^ I do not 
doubt you for a moment. I only look to our good comrade 
here, to speak what is very unpleasant for me to say. 
Indeed, I do not know hpw to explain it to you ; for 
you will naturally think that my fisktoei's power ought to 
be sufficient to protect one of his own knights against his 
own people." 

^ The truth is. Sir Richard," said the Lord of Croy, '^that 
the citizens of Ghent are an unruly race ; and if they once 
get you in their hands, they may treat you ilL If my lord 
die Count were to resist tibem, there is no knowing what 
they might do. I would not answer for it, in such a case, 
that we should not see them in arms before the castle gate, 
ere noon to-morrow." 

''That shall never be on my account, noble prince, 
replied the knight, turning to the Count ; '' but, under these 
circumstances, it were wise in me to quit the town of 
Ghent." 

'' That is exactly what I wish to say," answered the 
Prince ; ** but, in truth, it seems most ungrateful of me to 
propose such a thing to you, my friend. Undoubtedly, if 
you are not pleased to go, I will defend you here to the best 
of my power ; and my father would soon give us aid, in 
case of necessity; but I need not tell you, that to have 
Ghent again in revolt, just on the eve of a new war with the 
Armagnacs in France, might be ruinous to all his schemes, 
and fatal to his policy. Moreover, if they were to accuse 
him of countenancing heresy here, it wovdd do him a bitter 
injury; for the people in Paris have just pronounced that the 
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sermon preached by one of his doctors, Jean Petit, is 
heretical.^ 

" Well,** answered Bichard of Woodville, " I can go to 
Bruges, my lord, whefe you said I should find good archers^ 
and can be carrying on my levies there.'* 

The Count shook his head, saying, ''That will be no 
place of safety. These good folks of Ghent, and those of 
Bruges, so often at deadliest enmity, are now sworn 
friends; and the Brugeois would give you up without a 
thought. No, what I have to propose is this, that yon shotdd 
go an hour or two before daylight to my cousin Waleran de 
St. Paul, who is now raising troops upon the Meuse. I shall 
have to pass thither also; for my father sends me into Bur- 
gundy, and I cannot go through France. If you will wait 
for me between Chimay and Dinant, I will join you within 
ten days, and we will go on to the west, and raise what men 
we can at Be8an9on.^ 

'' So be it, my noble lord,** replied Richard of Woodville; 
'' but where shall I find the Count?'' 

'' You will find him at Chimay," replied the young prince. 
'' He has a castle two leagues thence, on the road to Dinant. 
From me you shall hear before I come. I will meet yoa 
somewhere in the Ardennes. Make all your preparations 
quickly; and, in the meanwhile, I will write letters to my 
uncles of Brabant and Liege, that you may have favour and 
protection as you pass." 

Bichard of Woodville thanked him for his kindness in due 
terms, and, as soon as the young Count, with the Lords of 
Croy and Lens, had left him, cidled his servants, and gave 
orders to prepare once more for their immediate departure. 
Fortunately, it so happened that he had ordered all his bag- 
gage to be brought from the inn, so that no great time was 
lost; and in about an hour all was ready to set out The 
letters of the young Count, however, had not arrived, and 
Bichard of Woodville waited, pondering somewhat anxiously 
upon the only difficulty which presented itself to his min^ 
namely, how he was to recal the men whom he had sent 
with Ella Brune upon the side of Bruges, without depriving 
her of aid and protection at the moment when she most 
needed it. It was true, he thought, she had no actual claim 
upon him; it was true that he had done more for her already 
than might have been expected at his hands, without any 
motive but that of compassion; but yet he felt that it would 
be cruel, most cruel, to leave her in an hour of peril, unde- 
fended and alone. ^* We take a withering stick and plant it 
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in the ground/' says Sterne; ^^ and then we water it, because 
we have planted it;" and Richard of Woodville was one who 
felt that the kindness he had shown did give her a title to 
expect more. 

At first he thought of bidding the men rejoin him, and 
bring her with them; but then the glance which Sir John 
Grey had cast upon him as her name was mentioned, came 
back to his mind, and he said, ^* No, that must not be. For 
her. sake and my own, she must go no farther with me. Men 
might well think, if she did, that there were other ties between 
us than there are. I will bid them take her to England, or 
place her anywhere in safety, and then come. To Sir John 
Grey I must write — and to my sweet Mary also. I may well 
trust her, I hope, to plead my cause, and repel the charges 
which this base villain has brought. Yet, 'tis most un- 
fortunate that this event should have occurred at such a 
moment." 

He was still thinking deeply over these matters, when the 
door opened, and the young Count of Gharolois appeared 
alone. *^ Here are the letters, my friend," he said. '^ I have 
ordered some of my people to go with you for a mile or two 
beyond the gates, in order to secure you a safe passage. Is 
there aught I can do for you while you are absent ?" 

^* One thing, my noble lord," replied the young knight, a 
sudden thought striking him — ^^ if you will kindly undertake 
to be my advocate with one whose good opinion is to me a 
matter of no light moment You must know that Sir John 
Grey — so long an exile in your father's dominions, but now 
empowered by King Henry to treat, in conjunction with Sir 
PhUip de Morgan, at the Court of Burgundy — has one 
daughter, plighted to me by long love, by her own promises, 
and by her father's also ; but some scoundrel — the same, I 
do venly believe, who has made all this mischief — I mean Sir 
Simeon of Roydon — ^has brought charges against me to that 
good knight, which have altered his countenance towards me. 
Called suddenly away, I have no means of explanation ; and 
I leave my name blighted in his opinion. The accusation, I 
believe, refers to this poor girl, Ella Brune ; but you may tell 
Sir John, and I pledge you my knightly word you vrill tell 
him true, that there is nought between her and me but kind- 
ness rendered on my part to a woman in distress, and grati- 
tude on hers to one who has protected her." 

^^ I will not fail," replied the young prince, giving him his 
hand, ^^ nor vrill I lose any time before I explain all as far as 
I know it." Thus saying, he walked out vrith Woodville into 

u 
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the conrty where the horses stood prepared ; and, in a few 
minutes, the young wanderer was once more upon his 
way. 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

TRUB LOVERS DEFENCE. 

In one of the best houses in the best part of Ghent, and in a 
chamber hung with splendid tapestry, and ornamented with 
rich carvings of dark oak, sat a fair lady, with a bright and 
happy face — the rounded chin, with its small dimple, resting 
on a hand as white as marble and as soft as satin. The dark 
brown eyes, full of cheerful light, were raised towards the 
gilt roses on the ceiling, as if counting them ; but the 
dioughts of Mary Markham, or, as we must henceforth call 
her, Mary Grey, were full of other things ; and if she was 
counting an}rthing, it was the minutes, till her fiither should 
return from the Cours des Princes, and tell her, who had 
come back to Ghent with the young Count of Charolois. 
She was, as the reader knows, of a hopeful disposition — ^that 
most bright and blessed of all frames of mind — that lightener 
of the labours of the world — ^that smoother of the rough ways 
of life ; and Mary had already hoped that, perchance, when 
the door opened, and her father's form appeared, another, 
well loved too, might be beside him ; for, on her first arrival, 
Sir John Grey had spoken to her mv h of Richard of Wood- 
ville, had praised him, as she was proud to hear him praised, 
and had smiled to see the colour come into her cheek, as if 
he meant to say, *^ Fear not, you shall be his.** 

True, for the last two days he had not mentioned his 
name ; but that, she thought, might be accidental ; and now 
her father did not come so soon as he had promised ; but, 
then, she fancied that this court ceremony might have been 
long and tedious, or that other business might have detained 
him after the reception was over. 

Minute upon minute passed, however— one hour went by 
aflfcer another — day fled, and night came on — ^and, afifcer gazing 
some time upon tlie flickering fire on the wide hearth, for the 
evening was somewhat cold, though spring had well nigh 
made way for summer, Mary rang the little silver bell before 
her, and bade the servant bring her light to work. 
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The man obeyed ; and when the sconce, protruding through 
the tapestry by a long gilded arm, was lighted, she said, ^ Is 
not my feither long ?** 

^' He has been back, lady,^* replied the man, '^ but did not 
dismount, only giving some orders to Hugh, and saying, that 
if Sir PhUip de Morgan came, to tell him he would be here 
in about two hours.'^ 

^' How long was that ago ?'' demanded Mary Grey. The 
man replied, ^ More than an hour.** And with this intelli- 
gence she was forced to rest satisfied. Not long after she 
heard a step, and her heart beat; but, listening eagerly, she 
perceived that the sound gave no hope that there were two 
persons approaching ; and with a sigh she plied the busy 
needle. The next instant her &ther came in ; and, though 
he kissed her tenderly, with long denied affection, she could 
see that his &uoe was clouded and somewhat stem. 

^^ I have kept you late firom supper, my sweet child,^' he 
said ; ^* but I had business which took me away after my visit 
to the prince.'* 

^^ Not pleasant business, I fear, noble fetther,'* replied Mary, 
hanging on his arm, ^' for you look sad.'' 

Sir John Grey gazed on her for a moment or two, with a 
look of melancholy interest and affection. She had never 
seen such an expression on his countenance before, but when 
he had taken leave of her to quit his native land as an exile; 
and it seemed prophetic of misfortune. ^' What has hap- 
pened, my dear father?" she exclaimed; ''has any new mis- 
fortune befallen you ?" 

" No," answered Sir John Grey; " and yet I must say yes, 
too; for that which is sad for you, must be sad for me, 
Mary." 

''He is dead! he is killed!" cried Mary Grey, her sunny 
cheek growing deadly pale; but her father hastened to relieve 
her on that score. 

"No, Mary," he said, gravely, " he is not dead; but he is 
unworthy." 

The blood rushed up again into her feuse, as if some one 
had accused her of a crime; but the next moment she 
laughed, gaily answering, " No, my father, no ! Some one 
has deceived you. That is impossible. Richard of Wood- 
ville cannot be unworthy." 

" Alas ! my sweet chUd, 'tis you deceive yourself," replied 
the knight ; " the confidence of love speaks out before you 
know the ^ts." 

" I know one &ct, my father," answered Mary, " which 

u2 
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none can contradict; and which is mj answer to all that can 
be said. For many a long year I have known him. In 
youth and manhood I have watched him well : and there is 
not a truer heart on earth. If any one say that his courage 
has failed in the hour of peril, it is false, my father. If any 
one say that he has betrayed his friend, it is false. If any 
one say, that he has deceived, even by word, man or woman, 
high or low, it is false. If any one say, that he has for- 
gotten his duty, broke his plighted word, wronged his king, 
his country, you, or me, believe it not, for it is false, my 
father." 

" These are the words of love, my Mary," replied Sir John 
Grey ; ^' but though I would fain shield that dear bosom 
through life from every shaft of sorrow, pain, and disappoint- 
ment, yet, my sweet child, I would rather see you suffer, 
bitterly though it might be, than regard what I have to tell 
you of this youth with that light indifference which some 
might show. He left his native land, Mary, plighted and 
pledged to you; telling you he went to seek honour for your 
sake ; and yet he brought hither with him a fair leman, to 
sooth his idle hours with songs and dalliance. Was this 
worthy, Mary ? Nay, doubt it not ; for I have it from three 
several sources; and his own conduct to myself confirms the 
tale." 

He thought to see tears, or at least thoughtfril looks ; but 
Mary once more laughed gaily ; and holding her father's arm 
with her fedr hand, gazed merrily in his face. ** Alas l*^ she 
said, '*how men are fond of mischief! and what chance can 
a poor defenceless woman have to escape scandal, when you 
powerful lords of earth so slander one another? Forgive 
me, my dear father ; but I needs must laugh, to think that 
any one here, in a foreign land, should take the pains, from 
pure malignity to my poor knight, to try thus sillily to trouble 
the peace of Mar}*^ (^^^y, by poisoning her parent's mind 
against her lover. Poor Ella Brune ! little did she think, or 
little did I think when I bade her go, what evil to her kind 
and generous benefactor might be done, by her coming with 
him. I haye an antidote to the poison, my dear father ; and 
thanks to that generous candour which made you condescend 
to tell your child all the plain truth, I can apply it I know 
this girl, my father — I know the whole history. I am even 
art and part in the offence ; or rather it is mine, not his. 
She is my paramoiir, not Richard's;" and Mary blushed 
brightly, while even in her laughing eyes a dewy drop of 
emotion rose up and sparkled, as she defended him she 
loved. 
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''Your words are strange, dear one/* said the knight; 
** but let me hear more. Tell me the whole, my child." 

" That I will do," replied Mary. « I will tell you the 
whole tale after supper, and hers is a very sad one. But 
first, to set your mind fully at ease, let me say, that the only 
evil thing Richard has done in all this affair, was showing 
some want of courtesy to the poor girl herself; for when, 
after having received from him kind and generous protection 
in her hour of sorrow and of danger, she thought to journey 
to join her friends in Burgundy, under the si^eguard of his 
little band — Richard, fearing too much what men might say, 
or perchance, fancying that Mary might be jealous, unkindly 
refused to take her; and it was I who bade her go, and pro- 
mised her that, with a free heart, I would let all idle fancies 
pass me by as evening winds." 

" Your love is very confiding, my sweet child," replied the 
knight 

" And it will never be wronged," said Mary, warmly. *' I 
would not have given it, father, to one imworthy of such 
trust ; and when die confidence ends, the love will end with 
it. But that will never be." 

"Yet, my dear child," answered the knight, gravely, "as I 
told you I had, in the very first instance, an intimation of 
this fact from some unknown hand, and then — ^^ 

" Some idle mischief-maker," cried Mary, " who chanced 
to see them on the road, and in his own fancy made the evil 
he would ascribe to Richard." 

" But then comes another, lately arrived from England," 
continued Sir John Grey; "a gentleman of good repute, who 
tells the same story with strange exactness, if it be false; 
and then, when questioned by me, Sir Philip de Morgan 
says, with a worldly laugh at young men's follies, that he 
has heard something of it" 

"But who was this man from England?" asked Mary, 
eagerly, ** this gentleman of good repute ? — I doubt, my 
fa^er! I doubt! — Methinks I could name him at once." 

" Do so, then," replied her father; " I will tell you if you 
are right" 

" Simeon of Roydon," said his daughter ; and the knight 
nodded his assent " A gentleman of good repute !" cried 
Mary ; " a false and peijured knave, my father ! One who 
has already foully slandered poor Harry Dacre, yet, with a 
craven cautiousness, has kept himself free from the lance's 
point; one who dare not, before Richard of Woodville*s face, 
say aught but, that he has heard such reports — that he 
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Touches not for them — ^that he mentioned them in thought- 
lessness. Out upon the base^ ungenerous hound! Why^ 
this very man, for his shameless persecution of this poor 
girl, and on the bold accusation of good Sir Philip Bean- 
champ, my second father, is banished from England for 
two years, and vowed revenge on her and all of us. Had it 
not been for the King^s presence, I believe noble Sir Philip 
would have crushed him as an earwig or a wasp.** 

** And is it so ?** exclaimed Sir John Grey. " This makes 
a great change, indeed, my child; for if tibe teller of a tale 
be a villain, we may well judge that his story will have some 
scoundrel object Nor can I doubt,** he continued, with a 
smile, *^ that this poor girl, of whom so much has been said, 
is not what they call her; for, though your eyes might be 
blinded by love, dear girl, my noble friend Sir Philip is not 
likely to be affected by any tender self-deceit.** 

Mary laughed gaily. " That he is not,'* she said. ** Nay, 
love is with him, my father, but another name for folly. Did 
I not tell you right, that whoever has assailed the name of 
Hichard of Woodville is a false knave ?** 

" I trust it may be so,'* replied her father; " but yet, dear 
Mary, we must not forget that, long ere this Sir Simeon of 
Roydon uttered a word, some one unknown wrote to me the 
self-same tale.** 

^^ It was himself, or some one like him,** answered Man' 
Grey. 

"It could not be himself'* rejoined the knight; **for be 
w^as not yet in Flanders when the letter came.** 

" Is there but one slanderer in the world, dear father?"* 
replied the fair girl, raising her eyes almost reproachfully to 
her parent's countenance; " and should we even doubt the 
conduct of one whom for many a long year we have seen 
walk in truth and honour, because some nameless calumnia- 
tor breathes a tale against him ?** 

"We should not,** replied Sir John Grey, firmly; "yet 
such is the world's justice, my child, and such is, I fear, the 
heart of man — ready to doubt, prone to suspect, and in- 
structed by its own weakness in the weakness of others. 
However, you have well pleaded your lover's cause, my 
Mary ; and he shall have full and patient hearing to explain 
whatever yet remains obscure.** 

" Is there aught obscure .?** asked Mary Grey, ** To nw 
his whole conduct seems, as it ever has been, light as day." 

" Yes," answered the knight ; " but yet, Mary, even whik 
I spoke with him to-night — ** 
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" What, is he here ?" cried Mary Grey, interrupting him, 
and clasping her hands with eager joy ; ** and have you seen 
him — spoke with him ? — ^How did he look, my father r — ^Well, 
but not too happy when he was away from me, I dare to say.** 

" Well, he certainly seemed," replied her father, with a 
smile ; ^^ and anything but happy, my dear child ; but, as I 
was going to add — even while I spoke with him upon these 
most serious charges, a man came up and plucked him by 
the sleeve, beseeching him to come to Ella Brune. His 
whole countenance changed at the name ; and, though he 
had fixed to meet me within two hours, he failed in his ap- 
pointment. I waited for him as long as he could decently 
expect, and then came hither, doubting no longer that the 
tale was tnie.'^ 

Mary paused thoughtfully, and cast down her eyes ; but 
then a moment after she raised them again with a look of 
relief, as if she had settled the whole in her own mind. ^^ I 
will be warrant," she said, '* that some great peril has beset 
our poor Ella, and that he has gone to deliver her : most 
likely the hateful persecution of this same base man. Nothing 
else — nothing, I know, would have kept Aichard of Woodville 
away from Mary Grey — if, indeed, he knew that I was here." 

''Nay, I must do him justice," answered the knight; ''he 
did not know it, Mary; and perhaps what you suppose is the 
case, for the man did mention something of danger, and be- 
sought him to save her. We will look upon it in as fair a 
light as may be, and I will send to him early in the morning 
to bid him come hither and explain. He will then have two 
advocates instead of one, my child ; and I am very ready to 
be convinced, for I love him for his love to you." 

"Can you not send to-night?" whispered Mary Grey, 
resting her hands upon her father's arm. 

"Nay, nay,*' replied the knight, smiling kindly on her. 
•* It is late to-night, dear girl. To-morrow will do." 

Does to-morrow ever do ? But seldom ; for the hour that 

^t;' is, we can only call our own. All Ihat is to come is in the 

\ lei^ hands of that dark mysterious &te, which, ruling silent and 

,^^ i^ unseen the acts and wills of men, reserves to itseU^ in its own 

qI i dim council-chamber, each purpose unfulfilled, each resolu- 

' ^ tion made and not performed; sporting with chances and 

>oc> with hopes, trampling into dust expectations and designs, 

^ and leaving to man but the past for his instruction, and the 

present for his energies. The word to-morrow should be 

blotted out from the catalogue. It is what never exists in 

the form we think to find it; and thus it was with Sir John 
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Grey. When the morning came he wrote briefly to Biohard 
of Woodville, requesting him to come to him, and making 
the tone of his epistle more kindly than his words the night 
before ; but it was returned unopened from the Graevensteen, 
with the tidings that the young knight and all his band had 
set out on some expedition a few hours after midnight. As 
she heard the answer, the gay and happy eyes of Mary Grey 
filled with tears ; and her £a.ther, gazing on her, reproached 
himself for having lost the moment that was theirs. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE RESCUE. 

It was a sultry summer morning, in the midst of July, and 
there was a dull oppressiye weight in the air, although neither 
mist nor cloud hung upon the lazy wings of a south wind, 
when an armed party rode through the deep forest of 
AuyiUers, a part of the ancient Ardennes. Road, properly 
so called, there was none ; but yet the way, though some- 
what diflicult to find for those not accustomed to all the in- 
tricacies of the wood, was not diflicult to travel ; for no care 
had been taken to plant new trees where old ones had fallen 
by the stroke of Time or the axe ; all had been left to nature ; 
and thus amidst the thick copses and the tall groves of old 
trees, wide open spaces and long uncovered tracts had 
spread here and there, over which the soft turf aflforded 
pleasant footing for man or beast True, the whole district 
was rocky and mountainous, and without a guide, the wan- 
derer might have found it a wearisome journey in a sultiy 
day, having to climb a high hill in one place, or wind in and 
out to avoid the long projecting clifis of slaty stone in another. 
But for one directed by any persons well acquainted with the 
track, the journey was far more easy ; and by choosing the 
proper breaks in the forest, and the long spaces which lay 
midway up the hills, he might ride along for many miles, 
without having to ascend any mountain, or deviate very 
greatly fix>m a striught course, on account either of the wood 
or of the rocks. 

Such was the course followed by the party of which I 
speak, under the direction of a tall powerful man, clothed 
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from head to heel in steel ; for those were not times, nor was 
that a part of the country in which men of rank and station 
could travel in safety without being armed in proof. Waleran 
de St. Paul, indeed, might better have risked his life with 
scanty arms and few attendants, than any other noble of the 
day, in that district, for he was well known and generally 
beloved by the lesser lords around ; and his redoubted name 
rendered it a somewhat fearful task to strive with him, even 
if taken unprepared ; but it would still have been a hazardous 
experiment, for in those remote and uncultivated tracts, bor- 
dering upon several great states, and very uncertain in their 
attachment to any, numerous bands of wild and lawless men 
took refuge, and, secure from the arm of justice, lived a life 
of plunder and oppression, only varied by the mimic warfare 
of the chase. None of the great nobles in the vicinity — 
generally engaged in the civil strifes and incessant broils of 
dieir own countries — had time to suppress them, even if they 
had the inclination. But it may well be doubted whether 
they felt at all disposed to put down, with the strong hand, 
the troops of roving plunderers which at that time infested 
the great forests that stretched along the banks of the Meuse 
and the Moselle; for in those very bands they frequently 
found a sort of depot for brave and determined followers, 
from which their forces might at any moment be recruited 
for a short space of time. It is, moreover, whispered that 
in many instances, the more civilized and polite of, the 
powerful barons round were accustomed to exact a cer- 
tain share of the plunder from their marauding neighbours, 
as the price of toleration ; and the inferior lords sometimes 
shared the peril as well as the spoil ; and received as wel- 
come guests into their strong castles the leaders of the free- 
booters, when any accidental reverse of fortune rendered the 
green wood no longer a secure abode. 

Such was the state of the land through which now rode 
the Lord of St. Paul, still holding the sword, if not the office 
of Constable of France, with Richard of Woodville by his 
side, and a train of about forty men-at-arms behind them ; 
so that all peril from their somewhat covetous neighbours of 
the Ardennes was unthought of by either; and the beauty of 
the scene, the heat of the day, their approaching meeting 
with the young Count of Charolois, the state of France, and 
the probability of speedy deeds of arms, were the subjects of 
the conversation. 

The landscapes, indeed, were most lovely as they pro- 
ceeded. Beneath, upon the left, sloped down the hill side. 
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liere and there covered with green wood, here and there 
broken with wild and nigged rocks; but eveiywhere so much 
below them, that the eye could generally catch the shining 
course of the Mouse, wandering on with a thousand sinuosi- 
ties, and could then roam at large over the wide and varied 
country on the other side, sometimes reaching distant towns 
and cities many leagues away, sometimes checked by a bold 
mountain near at hand. Above rose the hills with their 
woody garmenture, from which would often start out a high 
grey cl^ of cold slaty stone, sheer up and perpendicular as 
a wall ; or at other times would rise a conical peak, smooth 
at the sides, or broken into points; and, through many of the 
gorges that they passed, perched upon isolated hills that 
seemed inaccessible, were seen the towers and walls of some 
stem feudal fortress, frowning down the valley, as if prognos- 
ticating woe to the traveller who ventured there alone. 

Of each of these castles the Lord of St Paul had some tale 
or anecdote ; and he kindly strove to amuse the mind of his 
young companion by the way; but though Woodville listened 
with all due courtesy, ay, and admired the beauty of the 
land, and answered with a calm and ready mind, yet it was 
evident his cheerful gaiety was gone, at least for the time, 
and that his thoughts were pre-occupied by sadder themes, 
which only spared his attention for a moment, to reply to 
the words addressed to him, and then recalled it immediately 
to himself. 

** You seem sad, sir knight," said the Lord of St Paul, at 
length ; ^^ I trust that with the letters from the noble Count, 
which seemed to me full of all joyance, you received no evil 
tidings ?" 

^^ Tidings most strange, my redoubted lord,"* replied 
Bichard of Woodville ; ^ for while the Count speaks cheer- 
fully of having removed all cause of difference between my- 
self and a noble gentleman. Sir John Grey, on whom my 
best hopes depend, letters from that knight himself are filled 
with reproaches undeserved by me, and refuse all explana- 
tion or argument." 

'^That is strange, indeed," said the Count; '^what are 
the dates? One may have been written earlier than the 



** The dates are the same," answered Richard of Wood- 
ville, ^' and the letters of Sir John Grey, coming by the same 

* This term was greatly affected at the period we speak of, not only 
by kings, bat by all powerful nobles. 
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messenger as those of the Count, might easily haye been, 
stopped, had the explanation been given after they were 
written. It is a dark and misty life we lead in this world; 
and still, when we think all is clear and bright, as I did when 
I returned from Lille to Ghent, some thick vapour spreads 
over the whole, concealing it from our eyes, like the cloud 
now rolling round the brow of the castle on diat high rocky 
steep." 

*' We shall have rain," remarked the Lord of St Paul,. 
'^ and when it does begin, it will prove a torrent. Here, old 
Carloman," he continued, turning to one of his men-at-arms, 
^' what does that cloud mean? and where can we best wait 
for the noble prince, the Count of Charolois, who is to meet 
us at the Mill Bridge ?" 

^ The cloud means a heavy storm, my lord," replied the 
old man, riding forward. *' Do you not see how the earth 
gapes for it ? But it will not be able to swallow all that will 
come down, I think. We have not had a drop of rain these 
two months, and very litde dew, so that everything is aa 
parched as pulse. Then, as to waiting for the prince, the 
meadows by the river would be the best place, if it were not 
for that cloud." 

*^ Oh, we mind not a little rain," answered the Count of 
St. Paul ; ^^ 'twill but make the armourers* fingers ache to 
take off Uie rust to-night." 

^ Ay, 'tis not the rain I am thinking of," said the old man ; 
^^ but the meadows are no safe resting-place, when there are 
storms above there. The water gathers in the gulleys, and 
comes down into the Sormonne, till the old fool can hold no 
more, and then the whole valley is covered." 

^'Oh, but if that be the case, we can easily gallop up 
higher," replied the Count. *^ There is no shame in running 
away from a torrent, old Carloman. Tis not like tuming^ 
one's back on the foe." 

'^ Faith that is a foe that gallops quicker than you can,"^ 
answered the man-at-arms. ^ The meadow is so narrow, and 
the bfimk so high, that you cannot cut across ; so you had 
better stop above, in what we call the Rock Castle, where 
you can see the country below, and the Mill Bridge and all^ 
without getting in the way of the water. The old Sormonne 
is a lion, I can tell you, when he is angry ; and nothing 
makes him so fierce as a storm in the hills." 

** Well, be it so," answered his lord ; " you shall be our 
governor, good Carloman." 

" Then keep up higher, dread sir," replied the man-at* 
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arms. ^' See/' he added, as they passed a little brook that 
was running down a narrow ravine, all troubled and red, ** it 
has begun farther to the east already; and it is coming 
against the wind. That is a sign that it will be furious, 
though not long-lived/' 

The Count and his party rode on, somewhat quickening 
their pace ; and though they heard occasionally a distant 
roar, showing that there was thunder somewhere, no lightning 
was seen, and the wind still continued blowing faindy from 
the south-west The clouds, however, crept over the sky, 
approaching the sun with their hard leaden edges, and to 
the north and east, covering the whole expanse with a deep 
black wall, broken and rugged at its summit, as if higher hills 
and rocks of slate and marble were rising from the bosom of 
the mountain scene into the heavens above. Over the deep 
curtain of vapour, indeed, here and there floated detached, 
some small paler clouds ; and others seemed hurrying up 
from the south, where all had been hitherto clear, as if drawn 
by some irresistible power towards the adamant-like mass in 
the north-east. From one of these as they passed over-head, 
a few heavy drops fell, but then ceased ; and still the sun 
shone out, as if in scorn of the black enemy that rose tower- 
ing towards him. A deep stillness, however, fell upon the 
scene. There is generally in the risen day an unmarked but 
all pervading sound of busy life, composed of many different 
noises mingled in the air. According to the season of the 
year and hour, it yaries of course. Sometimes it is full of 
the song of birds, the voices of the cattle, the hum of insects, 
the rush of streams, the whispering of the vnnd, the rustle of 
the trees, and a thousand other undistinguished sounds to 
which the ear pays no heed. But when diey all or most of 
them cease, it is strange how we miss the murmur of creation 
— what a want, what a vacancy there seems ! So was it 
now ; and, turning to Richard of Woodville, the Lord of 
St Paul remarked, '^ How silent eveirthing has become !" 

^^ It is generally so before a thunderstorm," answered the 
young knight ^^ In my country, we judge whether it will be 
merely rain or something more by the conduct of the cattle. 
If after a drought we are going to have refreshing showers, 
the sheep and oxen seem to hail it with their voices ; but if 
there be lightning coming, everything is silent'' 

Almost immediately after he had spoken, there was a bright 
flash, not very near, but dazzling ; and some drops fell, while 
the thunder followed at a long interval. Spurring on^ they 



ACINCOUKT. 301 

rode forward for about two miles farther ; and as they went, 
every little gorge and hollow way had its minor torrent 
coming down thick and turbulent, though the rain, where the 
Count and his party were, had not become violent, pattering 
slowly upon their arms and housings, and spotting the sleek 
coats of the horses with marks like damascene work. The 
river, which they were now approaching nearer, might be 
seen swelling and foaming in its bed, its crowded waters 
curling in miniature whirlpools along the edge, and rising 
higher and higher up the bank, as the innumerable tributaries 
from the mountains poured down continual accessions to the 
flood. 

At length the old man-at-arms exclaimed, ^^ To the right, 
my lord," and passing through a narrow opening between 
the great belt of wood, and a small detached portion that ran 
farther down the hill, they entered a sort of natural amphi- 
theatre crowned with old pines, and carpeted at the bottom 
of the crags with soft green turf spread over the rugged 
and undulating siuface of ground. Numerous immense 
masses of rock, however, detached from the hills above, and 
rolled down in times long passed, started out from the green- 
sward bare and grey ; and here and there would rise up a 
group of old oaks or beeches, while on the stony fragments 
themselves was often perched an ash or a fir, like a plume in 
the helmet of a knight. 

In front of this amphitheatre the trees sloped away both 
to the right and left, leaving a wide open space gradually 
descending the hill, so that from most parts of the Castle of 
Rocks, as it was called, a considerable portion of the course 
of the Sormonne might be seen, the nearest point being 
somewhat less distant than a quarter of a mile. Directly in 
front was a double wooden bridge spanning over the stream, 
which was there divided by a low island of very small extent, 
which served but as a resting-place for the piles of the two 
bridges, and for a mill, which gave the name to that parti- 
cular spot. Beyond, on the opposite side of the water, was 
an undulating plain of several miles in extent, bounded by 
hills all round, but open to the eye of St. Paul and his party 
as they stood in the midst of the amphitheatre. 

'' Is not this the best place now, my lord ?" asked old 
Carloman. ** You can not only see here, but you can find 
shelter, and need not get your arms rusted, or your horses 
wet, unless you like. There, under the cliff where it hangs 
over, you can post two-thirds of the men ; and as the storm 
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-comes the other way, not a drop will reach them. Then, as 
for the rest, they can get under this rock in front, where they 
will be quite dry, if they keep close.'* 

" I will stay here,** replied the Count of St Paul. " You 
lodge the others, Garloman.** 

'^ I will keep you company, my lord,** said Richard of 
Woodville ; ** and if we dismount, we shadl be better able to 
shelter the horses.** 

Such was the plan followed ; and all the troop, men and 
Jhorses, were under shelter before the storm became violent 
Nor, indeed, did the thunder ever reach that grand and ter- 
rible height which it frequently does attain in wood-covered 
mountains: the rain seemed to drown it; but the deluge 
which soon fell from the sky was tremendous. In long lines 
of black and grey it poured straight down, mingled with hail 
and every now and then crossed by the f&int glare of the 
lightning. The distant country was hidden by the misty 
veil, and even the nearer scene of the bridge and the miU, 
the only dwelling in the neighbourhood, grew indistinct 

The Lord of St. Paul and Bichard of Woodville endea- 
voured in vain to descry the plain on the opposite side of the 
river, in expectation of seeing the train of the Count of Cha- 
rolois coming from the side of Avesnes. Nothing could they 
•distinguish beyond a hundred yards from the opposite bank ; 
and they mutually expressed a hope that the prince might 
have been delayed in the more cultivated country to the 
west, where he would find shelter from the storm. 

" He cannot surely be already in the mill ?** said the 
Count : ^^ there seem a great many people at that casement 
looking up the stream. How many men did he say he would 
bring, Sir Richard ?** 

" Two hundred horse,** replied Richard of Woodville ; 
** he cannot be there, my good lord ; yet there seems a num- 
ber of heads too. Good heaven ! hovv the stream is rising ! 
"•Tis nearly up to the road-way of the bridge." 

'^ It will be higher than that before it is done, sir knight,** 
observed one of the men-at-arms. ^^ I have seen the bridge 
carried away twice since I was a boy." 

^' Here comes a boat down the stream,** said Richard of 
Woodville. 

" Ay, we passed one a little way further up,** replied the 
same man who had spoken before; '^ it has broken away, I 
dare say.** 

<^ That is not a boat,** exclaimed the Lord of St Paul, 
after gazing for a moment; it is the thatch of a cottage. 
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Heayen have mercy upon the poor people !^' and lifting the 
cross of his sword to his lips, he kissed it, and muttered a 
prayer. 

At the same moment a number of men, some evidently of 
inferior rank, and some in garbs which betokened higher 
station, ran out of the mill ; and Woodville could then per- 
ceive that, almost close to the door, between the building 
and the bridge, the water had risen over the low shore of the 
islet, so as to be up to the knees of those who came forth* 
He fancied at first that they were about to make their escape 
over the bridge; but he saw that several of them were armed 
with long poles ; and turning to the man-at arms, who seemed 
well acquainted with the country, he inquired what they 
were about to do. 

^^ To draw the broken cottage-roof to the shore, sir knight, 
I suppose,^' replied the other, '^ lest it should damage the 
bridge." 

" See, there comes down a bull !** cried the Count ; "how 
furiously he struggles vrith the stream. — Ha! they have 
caught the roof vrith their hooks. They have got it — 
no !" 

They had indeed obtained for a moment some hold upon 
the heavy mass of timber and straw that came rushing down, 
and were dragging it towards the little island; but the stream 
was increasing so rapidly, and pouring such a body of water 
upon the land where they stood, that one of the men slipped, 
and let go his pole, glad enough to be dragged out of the 
eddy by those behind. 

The roof at the same moment swang round and disen- 
gaged itself. The bull, still struggling vrith the torrent, was 
dashed against the brid^ and recoiled. The heavy mass of 
thatch and wood-work was borne forward upon him with the 
full force of the stream, and crushed him between itself and 
the piers. A shrill and horrible cry — something between a 
roar and a scream, burst firom amidst the fierce rushing sound 
of the overwhehning waters ; the whole mass of the floating 
roof was cast furiously upon the weaker part of the bridge 
in the centre, already shaken by the torrent ; and with an 
awful crash the whole structure gave way, and was borne in 
fragments down the stream. 

" The flood has reached the mill,'^ said the Count of St. 
Paul, turning to the man-at-arms ; " is there no danger of its 
being carried away, too ?^* 

" The miller would tell you, none, my dreaded lord,*^ re- 
plied the soldier; "but every day is not like to-day; and 
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what has happened once may happen again. He always 
says there is no danger, since he put up an image of the 
blessed Virgin over the door ; but 1 recollect when I was a 
little boy, and lived at Givet, that island was six feet under 
water, and where there was a mill in the morning, you could 
row over in a boat at night. They were all drewned, this 
man's uncle and all.** 

^' Why are you stripping off your casque and camail, Sir 
Richard ?** asked the Count. 

^' Because I imagine they may soon want help, my good 
lord,** replied the young knight. 

*' Madness !*' cried the Lord of St. Paul ; '^ no man could 
swim such a torrent as that.*' 

^' I do not know that, noble sir,** answered Richard of 
Woodville ; ** we are great swimmers in my country, and 
accustomed to buffet with the waves. But there is a boat 
higher up. I will first try that, and if that sinks, swimming 
must serve me.** 

*' I will not suffer it I** exclaimed the Count ; ** neither boat 
nor man could live in such a rushing torrent as that.** 

" Indeed, my good lord, you must,*' replied the young 
knight, gravely. '^ My life is of no great value to myself, or 
any one, now; and, though I know not who these good folks 
are, they shall not be lost before my eyes, without an effort 
on my part to deliver them. See, see !** he cried, '^some one 
waves to us from the window !** and, casting off his corslet, 
and all his heavy armour, he was hurrying down. But the 
Count caught him by the arm with a glowing cheek, saying, 
** Stay, stay, yet a little. They are in no danger yet. The 
stream may not rise higher.** 

** But if it does, they are lost,** answered Woodville, gently 
disengaging his arm. 

^* Then I will go with you,** said the Count. 

** No, no, my lord !** replied the young knight; ** you 
would but fill the boat, which is small enough. One man is 
better than a thousand there. If I die, divide my goods 
amongst my men — send my ring to my sweet laay ; and 
farewell.** 

Thus saying, he sped on to the very brink of the water, 
which, instead of decreasing, was still rising rapidly. There, 
he tried to make the people of the mill hear him, and they 
shouted from the casement in reply, but the roaring of the 
torrent drowned their words ; and hurrying up to die spot 
where he had seen the boat moored, he found it, now far out 
from the actual brink of the stream, swaying backwards and 
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forwards with the eddies. The top of the post, to which it 
was attached by a chain, and which, an hour before, had 
been some yards on shore, was now just yisible above the 
rushing waters ; but, wading in, the young buight caught the 
chain, and drew the boat to him. 

It was luckily flat, and somewhat heavy in its build ; so 
that he managed to get in without upsetting it, but not with- 
out difficulty. The only implements^ however, which he 
found to guide its course, were one paddle and a large pole 
with an iron hook, such as he had seen in the hands ot the 
people of the mill. But he had no hesitation, — no fear; 
and, throwing loose the chain, he guided the boat into the 
middle of the stream, where, though the current was stronger, 
the eddies were less frequent There it was borne forward 
with terrible rapidity towards what had been the island, but 
was no longer to be distinguished from the rest of the stream 
but by the foaming ripple on either side, and the mill rising 
in the midst. 

The bank of the river, on the eastern side, was crowded 
by his own attendants and the followers of the Count of St. 
Paul ; the windows of the mill, and a little railed platform 
above the wheel, showed a multitude of anxious faces. No 
one spoke-** no one moved, however, but two stout English- 
men, who were seen upon the shore, stripping off their arms 
and clothing ; while the timbers of the mill, and the posts 
and stanchions of the platform, quivered and shook widi the 
roaring tide as it whirled, red and fririous, past them^ linger- 
ing in a curling vortex round, as if unwilling to dash on 
without carrying every obstacle along with it 

Richard of WoodvUle raised not his eyes to look at those 
who hung between death and life ; he turned not to gaze at 
his companions on the shore : he knew that every energy, 
every thought was wanted to accomplish the great object ; 
and, if he suffered his mind to stray, for even a single instant 
to other things, it was but to think, ^^ I will show those who 
have belied me that I can risk life, even for beings I do not 
know!^ His eyes were fixed upon one spot, where the 
boiling of the tide evinced that the ground came near the 
surface ; and there, he determined first to check the fiirious 
speed at which he was hurried down the stream. A little 
fartlier on, were the strong standards and braces of a mill of 
those days ; and he thought that, if he could break the first 
rush of the boat at the shallow, he should be able more easily 
to bring her up under the casements and the platform. 

Now guiding with the paddle, now starting up to hold the 

X 
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boat"pike, he came headlong towards the shoal ; but, fend* 
ing off till the speed of the boat was checked, and she swung 
round with the torrent and drifted more slowly on, he caught 
at the thick uprights of the mill with the hook — missed the 
first — grappled the second ; and, though almost thrown oyer 
with the shock, held fast till the boat swung heavily round, 
and strudc with her broadside against the bmlding. A rc^ 
was instantly thrown from above ; and, tying it fast ihrou^ 
a ring, which was to be found in the bow of idl boats in those 
days, he relaxed his hold of the woodwork, and the skiff 
floated fEurther round. 

Then first he looked up ; and then first a feeling of deadly 
terror took possession of him. His cheek grew pale ; his 
lips turned white ; and, stretching out his arms, he exclaimed, 
<^ Oh, Mary !— oh, my beloved ! is it you on whom such peril 
has fallen ? — Quick, quick !^ he continued, <^ lose not a mo- 
ment The stream is coming down more and more strong 
— the building cannot stand. Bear her down quick. Sir 
John." 

'* Poo ! the building will stand well enough,*' said a man, 
in a rude jargon of the French tongue. '^'Tis but that 
people are afi^d." 

^' Fool ! ^ cried Richard of Woodville, who saw the timbers 
quivering as if shaken by mortal agony : ** if you would save 
your life, come down vrith the rest." 

** Not I,** answered the miller, with a laugh ; " I have seen 
as bad floods before now. Here, lady, here — set a foot upon 
the wheel ; it is made fast, and cannot move. Catch her, 
young gentleman : — ^nay, not so far, or you will upset the 
boat — ^that vrill do, — ^there she is ;" and Richard of Wood- 
ville, receiving Mary Orey in his arms, seated her in the 
stem of the boat, and again advanced to aid her women and 
the old knight in descending. Two fair young girls, a young 
clerk in a black govni, and diree armed servants formed the 
train, and they were the first to take refuge in the boa^ 
leaving their horses behind them. There were three other 
men remained above, and laughed lightly at the thought of 
danger; but one young lad, of fifteen years of age, though 
he too said he would stay, bore a white cheek and a wander* 
ing eye. 

'^ Send down the boy, at least,*' cried Richard of Wood- 
ville to the miller ; *^ though you may be fool-hardy, there is 
no need to sacrifice his life." 

''Go, go, Edme," said the miller; ''you are as well there 
as here. You can do us no good." 
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The boy hesitated ; but the increasing force of water made 
the mill tremble more violently than ever; and, harrying on, 
he sprang into the boat 

^^Eyery one down and motionless!'' cried Richard of 
Woodville, witboat exchanging even a word with those who 
were most dear; and, casting off the' rope, he steered as well 
as the paddle would permit towards the bank. But, hurried 
rapidly forward down die stream, with scarcely any power 
of direction, he saw that the frail bark must pass the ruined 
bridge. It was a moment of terrible anxiety, for the eddies 
showed that the foundations of the piers were left beneath 
the waters. By impulse, the instinct of great peril, he guided 
the boat over die most violent gush of the stream, between 
two of the half-checked whirlpools; and she shot clear down, 
falling into another vortex below, which carried her com- 
pletely round twice ; and then, broken by the blade of the 
paddle, let her float away into the stream. 

The whole band of the Count of St Paul were running 
down by the side of the river; and, as the course of the skiff 
became more steady, Bichard of Woodville turned his eyes 
towards them. They had got what seemed a rope in their 
hands ; and, ever and anon, one of his own archers held it 
up, and made signs, as if he would have thrown it, had they 
been nearer. 

" Some one be ready to catch the rope!** cried Woodville, 
'^ I cannot quit the steering ;** and he guided the boat gendy 
and gradually towards the shore. The young clerk sprang 
at once into the bow ; the women sat still in breathless ex- 
pectation. Sir John Grey advanced slowly and steadily to 
aid the youth; and when, at the distance of a few yards, a 
band, formed of the sword-belts of the troop tighdy tied 
together, was thrown on board, the young man and the old 
knight caught it, but were pulled down by the shock. Some 
of Ae others aided to hold it fast ; but, in spite of all Wood- 
ville's efforts, the boat swung round, struck the rocky shore 
violendy, and began to fill. 

There were now many to aid, however : one after another 
was supported to the land ; and Bichard of Woodville spring- 
ing out the last, caught his sweet Mary to his heart, and 
blessed the God of aU mercies for her preservation in that 
hour of peril. 

As he did so, a faint and distant cry, and a rushing sound, 
different — very different, either from die roar of the stream 
or the growling of the thunder, caught the ear. All turned 
round towards the mill, and gazed. It was gone ! — a black 

X 2 
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mass floated on the tide, struck against the sunken piers of 
the fallen bridge, obstructed for a moment the torrent which 
instantly poured over it in a white cataract, and theui broken 
into innumerable fragments, rushed past, darkening the red 
waters. Woodville ran to the brink, and gazed; but no 
trace of the rash men who had chosen to remain appeared, 
and their bodies were not found for many days, when they 
floated to the shore far down the then subsided stream. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE RECOMPENCE. 

Oh, what a moment it was when, after seeing the wreck of 
the mill drift by, Richard of Woodville again held Mary 
Grey to his heart ! He cared not who witnessed his emo- 
tions, he thought not of the crowd around, he thought not of 
her Other's presence, or of the letter he had received on the 
preceding night All he remembered, all he felt, was, that 
she was saved; and the knowledge of the dreadful death 
that had just overtaken those who had perished by their own 
obstinacy, added to the joy of that overpowering feeling, not- 
withstanding the horror of their fate. 

Bearing her rather than leading her, her lover brought 
Mary to the shelter of the trees ; for though the storm had 
somewhat abated, the rain was still coming down heavily ; 
and there, while the tears poured fast from her beautiful eyes, 
one or two of the stout English archers, who had known her 
well at Dunbury, came quietly up and kissed her hand. The 
Count of St. Paul and his men stood looking on ; Sir John 
Orey gazed upon the lover and the lady with a silent smile ; 
and they themselves spoke not for many minutes, so intense 
were the emotions of their hearts. 

At length, however, after a few low words of explanation 
with the Count of St. Paul, the old knight advanced to Wood- 
ville's side and took his hand, saying, ^< What, not a word to 
me, Richard ?" 

The young knight put his hand to his brow, and gazed at 
Mary's father in suiprise, so difierent seemed his tone from 
that of the letter he had received. 

** The surprise of seeing you here, noble knight,^* he 
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aoBwered, in a confiised manner; ^the joy of having been 
brought, as it vere, by Heaven's own hand to save this dear 
ladjy when I least expected to meet with her — all confounds 
me and takes away my words." 

^^ Surprise at seeing us !'' repeated Sir John Grey, in a 
tone of astonishment '^ When you least expected to meet 
with her ! — ^Have you not received my letter by the post of 
the Count of Charolois ?** 

^^ One letter, sir knight, I did receive,'' replied Woodville; 
^* but it gave me no thought that I shoi^d see you here." 

The knight gazed at him for an instant, with a look that 
seemed expressive of doubt as well as wonder. ^' Here is 
some mistake,'' he said. '^ I trust, my young friend, this 
catastrophe has not shaken your brain. But one letter have 
I written, and therein I besought you to meet us at Givet or 
at Dinant" 

Bichard of Woodville replied not, but beckoned to his 
page; and when the boy hurried up, took from him the 
gibecidre which hung over his shoulder. With a hand hasty 
and agitated, he unfastened the three buttons and loops 
which closed it, and drew forth a paper, which in silence he 
placed in the hands of Sir John Grey. 

^ The knight took it, gazed on the superscription, examined 
the seal, and then turned to the contents ; but instantly ex- 
claimed, as he read, '^ This is not mine ! This is a fraud ! I 
never wrote these words. The outside is from my hand ; the 
seal, too, is seemingly my own; but not one of these harsli 
terms did I indite." 

"Then I thank God!" replied Richard of Woodville, 
grasping his hand eagerly. ** Nay, more, I thank the man 
who wrote it, though it may seem strange, noble knight. 
But perchance, had it not been for this and the despair it 
brought with it, I might have listened to the kind mends 
who would fodn have persuaded me not to risk my life, or, as 
they thought, to lose it, for men who were strangers to me." 

" What, then," cried Mary, rising from the ground on which 
she had b^een seated, " did you not recognise us ?" 

'^ I knew not when I left the shore," replied Bichard of 
Woodville, "that there was one being on that miserable 
islet, whom I had ever beheld before. I merit no guerdon^ 
dear one, for saving you, for I knew not what I did." 

" A thousand and a thousand thanks, lUchard," she an- 
swered, laying her fair hand upon his arm ; " and far more 
thanks do I give you, than if you had perilled more to save 
me knowingly; for by such a deed, done for a mere stranger^ 
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you show mj &ther that his child has not spoken of yon 
£asely." 

*^ Nay, dear Mary, I doubt it not," replied Sir John Grey; 
^ by calumny and malice, all men may be for a time misled; 
but henceforth, my child, no one shall do him better justice 
than mysell You judged from acts that you had often seen 
and known ; I had none such to judge by. But should he 
need defence hereafter, let him appeal to me. This must 
seem strange to you, my good loro,^ he continued, turning 
to the Count of St Paul ; '^ but we will explain it all hereafter. 
All, at least, that we can explain — ^for here is something that 
we must inquire into as best we may. This letter has been 
forged for some base end ; but by whom, or for what, remains 
a mystery, though perhaps we may all suspect" 

"Everything else seems clear enough," said the Count, 
with a smile; " though I understand but half you have said, 
yet I guess well, here has been love, and, as so often happens 
with love, lovers traverses; and, in the end, the happy meed 
which attends due knightly service to a iair lady. As soon 
as my noble cousin appears, though by my fodth he is some- 
what long in coming — " 

" I see his train^ my lord, or I am blind," said the old 
man-at-arms, called Carloman. " Do you not pereeive a 
long black line winding on there down from the lulls, near a 
league distant, like a lean serpent?" 

" No very sweet comparison for a Prince's train," exclauned 
liie Count of St Paul, laughing; "but faith, I see it not 
Ah — ^yes — I catch it now. 'Tis he, 'tis doubtless he. Then 
when he comes, sir knight, we will on to Charleville, wbere, 
having dried our dripping <dothes, we will tell the tale of this 
day's adventure over a pleasant meal : and will inquire bow 
this deceit has taken place. Has yon young novice nought 
to do with it?" he continued, dropping his voice; " he holds 
aloof; and though he seems to murmur something to his 
rosary from time to time, yet, good faith, I put but small 
trust in the honesty of mund>ling friars." 

" No, no," replied Mary &rey, with a smile, " I will answer 
for him." 

" Ah, ha I" cried the Count, laughing loud, with the rude 
jocularity of the day, " look to your lady, Sir Richard, or you 
may lose her yet She answers for the honesty of a monk ! 
By my fay, sweet lady, I would rather beard John the Bold 
in his house at Dijon, than do so rash a thing." 

^ But I can answer for him, too," replied Sir John Ghrey, 
gravely ; '^ for, though he be now my clerk, he was not wridi 
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me there, and so had no occasion to deceire me, even had he 
been disposed. Bat yonder, assuredly, comes the Count. I 
can see banners and pennons through the dim shower ; but 
how we are to journey on with you to Charleville I hardly 
know, my good lord : for all but what we have brought in 
our pouches — ^horses and clothes and arms, and many a 
trinket, have gone down in that poor mill." 

*^ I saw no horses in the stream,'' said Woodville. 
" They were in the court on the other side," replied one of 
Sir John Grey's men ; ^^ and it had a stone wall. The water 
was up to the girths when we got into the second story, and 
I saw my poor beast, with bended head and open nostrils^ 
snuffing the tide as it rose whirling round him. He soon 
drowned, I fear." 

" 'Tis but a league to Charleville, or not much more," 
said the Count, answering the English knight; ^we will 
dismount some of our men, and msdce a litter for the lady 
and her maidens. Hark ye, Peterkin, ride back like light to 
the castle. In the Florence chamber you will find store of your 
lady's gear. My good wife is not here, sir knight; but she 
has left much of her apparel behind, which, though she be 
somewhat fatter than this fair dame, Grod wot, will serve to 
clothe her for the nonce. Bide away fast, boy; bring it to 
Charleville, and lose no time. Now to build a litter. Lances 
may serve for more purposes than one; and green boughs 
be curtains as well as canopies. Quick, my men, quick; 
let us see if ye be dexterous at such trades." 

In about half an hour an advanced party of the Count of 
Charolois' band approached the bank of the river; but it was 
still so swollen, that though the Count of St. Paul and the 
two English knights went down as far as they could, and the 
rain by this time had well nigh ceased, the distance across, 
and the roaring of the stream, prevented their voices from 
being heard at the other side. While they were still striving 
to make the men comprehend that the bridge had been 
carried away, and that they must ride farther down the river, 
the young Count himself and the Lord of Croy, with a 
number of other knights and noblemen, appeared; and by 
signs, as words were vain, the Lord of St Paul explained 
his meaning to them. He himself with his own party waited 
for about a quarter of an hour longer, till the hasty litter was 
prepared for Mary Grey ; and then, with some on foot, and 
some on horseback, they moved on towards the point of 
rendezvous at Charleville. 

It was a happy evening that which they passed in Charle- 
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ville, for there is nought which so heightens the zest of plea- 
sure as remembered pain; nought that so brightens the 
sense of security as danger past All was bustle and con- 
fusion in the litde town, which was not then fortified; evexy 
inn was fiill, every house was occupied; but it was willing 
bustle and gay confusion. From one hostel to another, par- 
ties were going every moment, and the door of that at which 
the young Count of Charolois had taken up his quarters, was 
besieged both by the townspeople and his own firiends and 
followers. The tale of the swollen torrent, and the mill 
swept away, was told to the noble Prince by the Lord of St 
Paul and Sir John Grey; and when Richard of WoodviUe, 
who had lingered a little with Mary Grey, appeared^ the 
Count grasped his hand with a generous warmth, which was 
very wmning in one so high, calling him frequently his 
friend; and then turning to Sir John Orey, he demanded, 
" Said I not, noble knight, of what stuff he was made?*' 

*^ You did him but justice, my good lord,*' replied the 
knight; <<and I do him fiill justice now* Well has he won 
his lady's hand, and he shall have it" 

^* Come !" cried the Prince, starting up; ^^ I will go offer 
her my homage, too. But why should we not see the wed- 
ding ere we part. Sir John?" 

" Nay, nay, my lord," answered the English knight; ^ I 
have grown proud with restored prosperity; and my cluld 
must go to the altar in my own land, and with my own old 
followers round me." 

Oh, slow age, how tardy is it to yield to the eager haste 
of youth ! But Sir John Grey added words still less plei^ 
sant to the ear of Richard of Woodyille. ^ When I return 
from the Court of the Emperor, my noble Prince," he conti- 
nued, '^ I speed back at once to Westminster. I trust that 
your expedition will then be over; and Sir Richard here idbj 
follow me with all speed. Once there, I will not make him 
wait" 

Such was the first intimation Woodville had received of 
the course that lay before him and Sir John Grey; for the 
previous moments had passed in words of tenderness with 
her he loved, and in long, but not uninteresting, explanatioiis 
with her father. He had hoped that their paths would lie 
together; and, without inquiring what motive should cany 
Sir John Grey with the Count of Charolois into the Duchy 
of Burgundy, he had arrived at the conclusion, that the 
knight's steps were bent thither as well as his own. It was a 
bitter disappointment, for imagination in such cases is ever 
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the handmaid of hope; and Biohard of Woodville had fancied 
that, in the course of the long expedition before them, many 
an opportunity must occur for urging upon Sir John Grey 
his petition for Mary^s hand. Now, however, they were 
again about to be separated, with wide lands between them, 
and with the certainty of months, perhaps years, elapsing ere 
they met again. 

It is strange, it is very strange, and scarcely to be ac- 
counted for, diat people advanced in life, and experienced 
in the uncertainty of all life's things, seem to have a confi- 
dence in the future which the young do not possess. They 
delay, they put off without fear or apprehension; they calcu- 
late as if with certainty upon the time to come ; while eager 
youth, on the contrary, at the very name of procrastination 
conjures up every difficulty and obstacle, every change and 
chance, not alone within the range of probability, but within 
the reach of fate. Perhaps it is, that the old have acquired 
a juster appreciation of all mortal joy; perhaps it is, that the 
keen edge of anticipation being dulled in themselves, they 
cannot comprehend the impatience of others : that, knowing 
how little any earthly gratification is really worth, tiiey think 
it but a small matter, not meriting much thought, whetiier the 
hand of the future snatches the desired object from us or not, 
whether the butterfly, enjoyment, be caught by the boy that 
chases it, or escape. 

So it is, however: Sir John Grey seemed not even to 
understand or to perceive the pain he was inflicting upon 
the lover; and, as Woodville knew that it would be of no use 
to argue, he made up his mind to enjoy the present as much 
as might be, and then with Mary's love for his guidance and 
encouragement, to seek honour and advancement in the 
fields before him. 

After a few more words he accompanied the Count of 
Gharolois, with the principal nobles of his train and Sir John 
Grey, to tiie hostel where the English knight had taken up 
his abode; but, as they entered, the eyes of Richard of 
Woodville fell upon the figure of a poor disconsolate looking 
boy, who stood near, with his arms folded on his chest, and 
his eyes bent down upon the ground, without being once 
lifted to the gay and glittering group that was passing in; 
and pointing him out to the Lord of St. Paul, the young 
knight said, *^ He was one of those saved from the mill, my 
lord ; and, if I mistake not, he is of kin to some of the men 
who perished." 

^^ Come hither, boy," said the Constable; ^ who art thou?" 
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'^ I am Edme Mark, my loid,'' replied the boy, looking up 
with tearful eyes; ^* and all my firiends are dead."* 

" Then are you the miller's son i^ inquired the Lord of 
St. PauL 

'^ No, sir, his nephew,*' the boy answered, in the jargon of 
his country. 

** Faith, then, we must do something for you,^ rejoined the 
nobleman. ^^ Will you ride with me and be my causteUer, 
or with that knight?" 

^ I would rather go with him,^ cried the boy, pointing to 
the young Englishman, ^ for he saved my life." 

^ Well, then, take him with you. Sir Richard," said the 
Lord of St. Paul. "^ You want to swell your band." 

'^ Good fifitith, I have need, my lord," answered Richard of 
Woodville; '^for the three men I left behind me when I 
came from Ghent, have never rejoined me." 

'^ I saw some Englishmen widi the Count's train in the 
court of his hostel," replied th^ Lord of St Paul. ^ I knew 
them by their flat cuirasses, and their long arrows." 

^' Ah, I marked them not," answered Richard of Wood- 
ville ; ^' but I will go and see. — Come hiiher with me, boy," 
he continued ; and, followed by the lad, he retrod his steps 
in haste to the inn where he had found the Count. In the 
court he saw nodiing but Flemings and Burgundians ; bat 
in the stables, tending their horses, he found the three men 
whom he sought, and who now informed him, in the brief 
and scanty words of the English peasant, that they had 
escorted Ella Brune to Bruges, and there had lefl her, she 
having assured them that she was safe, and required their 
protection no farther. They had then immediately returned 
to Ghent; for they had never received the written order 
which their leader had sent to them ; and, having obtained 
speech of the Count of Charolois, had accompanied him on 
his expedition, according to his commands. Richard of 
Woodville mused over this intelligence for some minutes; 
and then, after placing the boy Edm6 in their hands, with 
orders to take care of him, he hurried back to her he loved. 

For three or four days Sir John Grey took advantage of 
the escort of the Count of Charolois, on his journey towards 
the Imperial Court, purchasing horses and clothing where he 
could find them, to supply the place of those lost in the 
torrent. During that time, as may be supposed, Richard of 
Woodville was constantly by Mary's side, and it passed 
happily to both: nor did any incident occur worthy of 
record here, till they reached the town of Bar, where they 
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were destined to part The last conversation that took 
place between them ere they separated, was in regard to 
Ella Bnine, led on by a half jesting question addressed to 
Maiy by her lover^ if she had really never felt jealousy or 
doubt when so many suspected. 

'^ Neither, Biohard/' she answered. ^* I could not suspect, 
you ; and besides, I had myself told that poor girl, that I 
would never doubt or be jealous ; and I blamed you to her,. 
Richard, for not taking her, when first she sought to go." 

" She seems to have the gift of winning confidence, my 
Mary/* replied the young knight; ^< and a blessed gift 
It is. 

^^'Tis only gained by deserving it, Richard, and not 
always then," answered Mary MarUiam : ^' but one cannot 
well doubt her, either. When one sees a clear stream flow- 
ing on abundantly, we judge that the source is pure ; and all 
her thoughts gush so limpid from the heart, we cannot doubt 
that heart to be unpolluted too." 

"Would that we knew where she is, my Mary," said 
Richard of Woodville, thoughtfully. " I fear for her much, 
left in the same land with that base villain, who has so 
persecuted her, and of whose dark wiles there seems no 
end." 

*^ She is safe, she is safe," exclaimed the lady ; ^' I have 
heard of her since she departed. She is safe, and with 
friends able and willing to protect her, I know ; but I fear,, 
indeed, that what you say is true in regard to that traitor, 
Simeon of Roydon. Do you doubt, Richard, that this forged 
letter from my father was some contrivance of his ?" 

" And yety" answered Woodville, " we can by no means 
trace it to him. The messenger declares he brought the 
packet as he received it The Count says he placed your 
fEUher's and his own together, and gave them to his page, 
who, in turn, vows he carried them straight to the mes- 
senger." 

" It is strange, indeed," said Mary ; " but as to poor Ella, 
she is safe ; and wherever I am, I will do my best to befiriend 
her, Richard." 

They were alone ; and he pressed her to his heart with 
feelings far brighter, far tenderer than mere passion; for 
beauty is but the expression of excellence ; and when we 
find the substance, oh, how much more deeply we love it 
than the picture! The fairest features that ever were 
chiselled by the hand of nature, the sweetest form that ever 
woke wild emotions in the breast, could never have produced 
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in the heart of Richard of Woodville, the sensations that he 
then felt towards Mary Grey. 

Ere long they parted; and while she with her fetther 
wended on towaras the Court of the Emperor — ^Sir John 
Grey, acting as a sort of precursor to the more splendid 
embassy soon after sent by Henry V. — the young knight 
followed the Count of Charolois to Dijon and Be8an9on, 
and aided to raise that force with which John the Bold soon 
after took the field against the rival faction of Armagnac, 
then all-powerful in the Court of France. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Months had passed. The clang of trumpets and timbrels 
had sounded beneath the walls of Paris, nrom morning till 
well nigh vespers ; and the dear blue country sky was glow* 
ing with the last rays of the sun before he set But, still the 
redoubted chivalry of Burgundy, with glittering arms and 
royal pageantry, stood upon the frosty ground before die 
gates, the towers of which were crowded witii armed men 
who dared not issue forth to meet their enemies in the field, 
less because tiiey doubted their own strength — ^for they were 
treble at least in number — ^than because they knew that, 
within that city, the popular heart beat high to take part with 
the bold Duke John, *^ the people's friend." 

Faults he had many ; crimes of a dark dye he had com- 
mitted ; the blood of the Duke of Orleans was fresh upon 
his hand ; but his princely generosity, his daring courage, 
and more than all, his love of the Commons, a body grown 
everywhere already into terrible importance, wiped out all 
stains in the eyes of the citizens of Paris ; and they longed 
to build up once more the fabric of his power on the ruin of 
those proud nobles, who, still in their attachment to pure 
feudal institutions, looked upon the craftsman and the mer* 
chant as litUe better than half emancipated serfs. 

Long ere this period, the power of the middle classes had 
grown into an engine which might be guided, but could not 
foe resisted without danger. In England, its influence had 
first been recognised by the great De Montford, who had 
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wisely attempted to direct its young energies m a just and 
beneficial course ; for which the land we live in — nay, per- 
haps the world— owes him still a deep debt of gratitude. 
Influenced by the character of the nation, its progress in 
this country was marked by slow but steady increase of 
strength ; and it went on gaining fresh vigour, more from the 
natural result of contests between the various institutions 
which it was destined to supersede, than from its own efforts 
to extend its sphere. Rebellious nobles looked to it for aid; 
kings courted its support ; usurpers submitted more or less 
their claims to its approval ; and from each and all it obtained 
concessions. Seldom meeting any severe check — till in long 
after years, a fatal effort was made to raise an embankment 
against it, when it burst in a deluge over every obstacle — 
during the early period of our history it diffused itself 
calmly, more like the quiet overflowing of the fertilizing rill, 
than the rush and destructive outbreak of a pent-up torrent. 
But in France such was not the case, and for ages the 
struggle to resist it went on ; while, partaking of the fierce 
but desultory and ungovemed activity of the people, it some- 
times burst forth, sometimes was driven back, till at length 
its hour came, and it swept all before it, washing away die 
seeds of good and evil alike, and leaving behind a new soil 
for the plough, diflicult to labour, and fertile of thorns as 
well as verdure. 

In these middle ages of which I write, few were wise 
enough to see the existence, and comprehend the inevitable 
course, of the great latent principle which was destined to 
take the place of every other. The feict — ^the truth — that all 
power is from the people, and that wisdom is the helm which 
must guide it, was a discotery of after times ; and was, more- 
over, so repugnant to the spirit of the feudal system — that 
strange^ but great ideal — ^that in the land where feudal insti- 
tutions were most perfect, the men who owed them all, never 
dreamed that they could be swept away by the seemingly 
weak and homely influences which they were accustomed to 
use at their will : even as our ancestors, not many years ago, 
little imagined that the vapour which rose from the simmer- 
ing kettle of the peasant or the mechanic, would one day 
waft navies through the ocean, and reduce space to nothing. 

If there were any in that land of France who, without a 
foresight of what was to be, merely owned the existence of a 
great popular power, it was but to use it for their own pur- 
poses, ever prepared to check it the moment it had served 
their object Some, indeed, in habits of mind and disposi-* 
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tion, were of a chaxaoter to win its aid by demeanour and 
conduct, and such was pre-eminently John die Bold. Strange 
too, to say, that very diivalrous spirit which characterized so 
many of his actions, won to his side a great body of the 
nobles without alienating the middle and the lower classes ; 
bat it was, that he was more the knight than the feudal baron 
— ^more the sovereign than the great lord. It must never be 
forgotten, in viewing the history of those times, that the 
original object of the institution of chivalry, was to correct 
the evils of the feudal system ; to strike the rod from the 
hand of the oppressor, to defend the defenceless, and to right 
the wronged; and had chivalry remained in its purity, it 
might have averted long the downfeill of the system with 
which it was linked. The people loved the true knight as 
much as they hated the feudfd lord ; and long after the decay 
of the order, even the affectation of its higher qualities botik 
won regard from the lower classes, and excited the admira- 
tion of all those above them, who retained any sparks of the 
spirit which once animated it. 

Thus, the Duke of Burgundy, though surrounded by many 
of the highest in the land, and possessed of their affection in 
an extraordinary degree, was popular with the trader in his 
shop, and the peasant in his cot Town after town had 
opened its gates to him as he advanced ; and now he stood 
before the gates of Paris, trusting to the citizens to rise and 
give him admission. But the love with which he was regarded 
by the people was as well known to others as to himself, and 
aU chance of a demonstration in his favour had been guarded 
4kgainst with the most scrupulous care. The Dauphin Duke 
of Aquitaine, whether willingly or unwillingly it is difficult 
to say, marched through the streets of the capital surrounded 
by the feunily of Orleans, and the partizans of Armagnac, 
and followed by no less dian eleven thousand men-at-arms, 
exhorting the populace in every quarter, by the voice of a 
herald, to remain tran<juil, and resist the suggestions of the 
agents of the Burgundian faction : ^^ and thus," says one of 
the historians of ^e day, ^ they provided so well for the 
guard of the town, that no inconvenience occurred." 

The walls and gates were covered with soldieiy; the 
heralds and messengers of the Duke were not suffered to 
approach, though their words were peaceful ; and some of 
the Burgundian nobles who ventured too near, in order to 
speak with those whom they thought personally friendly, 
were driven back by arrows and quarrels. Even the kings of 
anns were threatened with death if they approached within 
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bow-shot ; and, though one was found bold enough to fix the 
letters of whioh he was the bearer, on a lance before the gate 
of St. Anthony, and others oontrived to obtain secret admis- 
sion into the town, to distribute the Duke^s proclamation 
amongst the people, and even affix copies to the gates of the 
churches and palaces, so strict was watch kept upon the 
citizens, that a rising was impossible. 

Disappointed and angry, but with apparent scorn, the 
Duke, who had not sufficient forces to render an attack upon 
the wall successful, even if it had fa^en politic to make it, 
withdrew to St Denis at nightfall ; and the menacing array 
disappeared from before Paris, like a pageant that had passed 
away. The leaders of the troops of Burgundy, separated 
from those of Flanders and Artois, took up iJbeir abode where 
they had been quartered in the morning, at the hostel called 
^' the Lance,'' nearly opposite to the abbey; and, while the 
Duke remained for several hours closeted with some of his 
oldest councillors, the Lord of Croy drew Richard of Wood- 
ville apart from the rest, and whispered that he wished to 
speak with him alone in his chamber. 

The young knight followed him at once ; for the intimacy 
which had arisen between them at Lille, and on the road to 
Ghent, had ripened into friendship during their long expe- 
dition into Burgundy ; and without preface, the noble Bur- 
gundian exclaimed, as soon as the door was closed, ^' This 
will not go forward, Woodville. The Duke, bold as he is, 
will not strike a stroke against the King's capital, with the 
King therein. I see it well ; and, with this enterprise, passes 
away my hope of delivering my poor boy John, who lies, as 
you know, a prisoner at Montl'herry, unless I can take some 
counsel for his aid." 

'^Nay, my good lord," replied Bichard, with a smile; 
^' doubdess you have taken counsel already, and all I can 
«ay is, that if I can aid you, my hand is ready. Can you not 
march to Montllierry, and deliver him ? The country is clear 
of men, for every one capable of bearing arms for the enemy, 
has been gathered into Pajris.*' 

"I have thought of it, Woodville,** replied the Lord of 
Croy ; ^ but a large body moving across the country would 
soon call the foe forth in great numbers ; and, moreover, my 
lord the Duke could ill spare so many men as your band 
and mine would carry off. But I would give my land of 
Nuranville to any one who would lead a small party to 
Montrherry, and set free the boy, as I have planned it" 

** Ah, my lord, I thought your scheme was fixed,*' said 
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the young knight, laughing at the circuitous manner in which 
his friend had announced his wishes. ^ Let me know what 
it is, and, as I said before, if I can succour your son, I am 
ready.** 

" To say truth, it is the boy's own device,*' replied the 
Burgundian ; ^ he has made a friend of the chaplain in the 
castle, where they hold him ; and by this good man*s hands 
I receiye letters from him. He tells me that, if a small body 
of resolute gentlemen, not well known to be of our party, 
oould enter the town and keep themselves quiet therein for 
one day, he could find means to go forth to mass and escape 
under their escort. 1 have chosen out twenty of my surest 
men ; but, as it was needful that they should pass for fol- 
lowers of the Duke of Orleans, I could not send any one to 
command them who had gained much renown in France, lest 
he should be known* Thus they want a leader ; and where 
can I find one of sufficient experience, and yet not likely to 
be recognised, if you refrise me ?** 

" That will I not, my lord,** replied Richard of Wood- 
ville; ^'but I must have the Duke*s leave. Who are the 
men to go with me? I know most of those under your 
banner/* 

^ Lament de Launoy,** replied the Burgundian, '^ Yille- 
mont de Montebard, whom you know well ; and Jean Boussel 
are amongst them. Then, as for the Duke's leave, that is 
already gained ; for I spoke to him as we marched back to- 
night; and he himself suggested that you should lead the 
party, because you speak die French tongue well, and yet 
your face is unknown in France.** 

^* A work of honour and of friendship shall never find me 
behind, my lord,** replied the young knight ; " and I will be 
ready to mount an nour before daylight; but I must have 
full command, my lord. Some of your men are turbulent ; 
so school them well to obey ; and, in the mean time, I will 
despatch a letter or two, for good and evil news have reached 
me here together.** 

^^ The good from your fair lady, I can guess,** said the 
Lord of Croy, " for I have heard to-day of her father's journey 
back through Ghent towards England. The evil is not with- 
out remedy, I trust?** 

" No, I trust not,*' replied Woodville ; " it comes firom a 
dear friend of mine. Sir Henry Dacre, who writes word that 
some one has done me harm in the King*s opinion, and speaks 
of letters sent from his Highness long ago, requiring my 
return, surely delivered, and yet unnoticed and unanswered. 
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Now, no such letters ever reached my hand ; nor can I dream 
who could have power to wrong me with King Henry ; for 
the only one inclined to do so is a banished man." 

^' Three times have I remarked a stranger amongst your 
people, since we were at Gharleville," answered the Lord of 
Croy ; ^' once it was at Besan^on, once at Toul, and the other 
day again at Compiegne. His face is unknown to me, and 
yet he was talking gaily with your band, as if he were one of 
them ; but he stayed not long ; for this last time, I saw him as 
I passed through the court of the inn, and he was gone when 
I returned." 

"It shall be inquired into," replied Bichard of Woodville. 
" But now I must to these letters, my good lord ; and to* 
morrow, an hour ere daybreak, I will be in the saddle. Pray 
God give us success, and that I may restore your son to 
your arms." 

The Lord of Croy thanked him as such prompt kindness 
might well merit, and took his leave ; but as soon as he was 
gone, Richard of Woodville leaned his head upon his hand 
in thought, and with a somewhat dark and gloomy brow re- 
mained in meditation for several minutes. 

" What is it makes me so sad ?" he asked himself; ** it 
cannot be this empty piece of malice, from some unworthy 
fool, whose calumnies I can sweep away in a moment, and 
whose contrivances I can frustrate by a word of plain truth. 
The King does not believe that I would contemn his com* 
mands — in his heart he does not, I am sure ! Yet I feel as 
if some great misfortune hung upon the wings of the coming 
hours ! Perchance I may fall in this very enterprise. Who 
can tell ? Many a man finds his fate in some petty skirmish 
who has passed through stricken fields unwounded. The 
lion-hearted Bichard himself brought his life safe from Pales- 
tine, and a thousand glorious fields — ^from dangers of all 
kinds, sufferings, and imprisonment, to lose it before the 
walls of a pitifiil castle scarce bigger than a cottage. Well, 
what is to be, will be; but I must provide against any event;" 
and, calling some of his men to speak with him, he told them 
that he was about to be absent for three days, taking no one 
with him but his page. He then gave them directions, in 
case of any mischance befalling him, either to find their way 
back to England, or to continue to serve with the band of the 
Lord of Croy; but, at all events, unless specially summoned 
by the King of England, not to quit the Duke as long as he 
remained in the field. This done, he turned to his letters, 
and remained writing till a late hour of the night 

Y 



822 AGINCOURT. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE DISASTER. 

In the square of the pretty town of Montl^heny, nearly 
opposite die church, and under the domineering walls of the 
chateau, were two hostels, or inns, the one called the Wheat- 
sheaf, and the other the Bunch of Grapes ; for, in those days^ 
as in the present time, the houses of public reception were 
not only more numerous in France than in any country in 
the world, but were ornamented with signs taken from almost 
every object under the sun, and from a great many that the 
sun never shone upon. As every one knows, the little town 
of Montl'herry is situated on a high isolated and picturesque 
hill ; and down one of the streets running from tiie Pface or 
square, could at that time be seen the rich plain stretching 
out by Longpont to Plessis-Saint Pere, with die numeroua 
roads which cross it in different directions towards Epinay, 
Yille-aux-bois, and other small towns, as well as the high* 
way towards Paris. 

Before these two inns on the morning of a cold but dear 
day, towards the end of February, were colleeted some 
twenty men-at-arms, who had been lodging there from the 
night before, and who seemed now preparing to ride away 
upon their fja.rther journey, after die morning meal, then 
called dinner, should have been discussed. Li the mean- 
time, they were undergoing a sort of inspection from their 
leader, a young man of a tall and powerful frame, and a 
handsome and engaging countenance, bronzed with the sun 
and marked with a scar upon his brow. Though he moved 
easily and gracefully under the weight, he was covered with 
complete armour from the neck to the heels, which displayed 
the spurs of knighthood. His casque lay upon the bench at 
the door of the Wheatsheaf, and leaning negligently against 
the wall of the inn appeared the lances of the men-at-aims, 
who each stood beside his horse, while the knight passed 
from one to another, making some observation to each, some- 
times in a tone of reproof, sometimes in words of praise. 
The host of one of the inns stood before his door observing 
their proceedings, and some half-a-dozen little boys weie 
spending their idleness in gazing at the glittering soldiery. 

Towering above appeared the ancient castle held by the 
partizans of the Orleans or Armagnao fruition; and when it is 
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remembered that these below were soldiers of the House of 
Burgundy, and that the young knight at their head was 
Bichiaxd of Woodville, it must be acknowledged that this was 
a somewhat bold stratagem thus to parade a body of hostile 
troops in the midst of an enemy's town. The young leader, 
however, well knew that nothing but the assumption of perfect 
ease and security could escape suspicion, and confirm the 
tale which had been told of his band being a party of the 
men of Orleans. 

The gate of the castle he could not see ; but fix)m time to 
time as he passed from one man to another, he looked round 
to the door of the church, and presently, as the clock struck, 
hie held up his fingers, saying, ^* What hour is that ?" and 
then as he counted, he turned somewhat sharply to the host, 
exclaiming, *^ By the Lord, you have kept us so late for our 
dinner, that we shall have time to take none. Bring the 
men out some wine. Quick, my men, quick. On with your 
bacinets !" 

The host assured him that the meal would be served in a 
minute ; but the knight replied, ^' A minute ! Did you not 
tell me so half an hour ago ? Quick, bring out the wine, or 
we shall be obliged to go without that. What do you think 
our lord will say, if we wait for your minutes ?^ and while 
the host retired to bring the wine, the men assumed their 
casques, and Richard of Woodville whispered to one who 
seemed superior to the rest — *^ He is in the church. I saw 
him go in with the priest" 

^* So did I," replied the other ; ^^ but he has got a guard 
with him." 

^^ We must not mind that^" replied WoodviUe ; ^^ we shall 
have some start of them ; for they will all be at dinner in the 
castle — ^no horses saddled, no armour buckled on. Mount, 
my men, mount You can drink in the stirrups. Now, boy, 
give me my casque." 

The page ran and brought the bacinet ; the host returned 
with the wine ; and each man drank a deep draught and 
handed tiie cup and tankard to his neighbour. Richard of 
Woodville then sprang into his saddle, his page mounted, 
and taking the bridle of a spare horse, which was then veiy 
generally led after the commander of a party, followed his 
lord, as, with his lance in his hand, he headed his littie 
troop, and took his way across the Place, saying aloud, as 
he rode slowly forward, " One prayer to our Lady, and I am 
with you." 

The host gazed after them to the door of the church, but 

Y 2 
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thought it nothing extraordinary that a young knight should 
follow 80 common and laudable a custom as beginning a 
journey with a petition for protection* When, therefore, 
Bichard of WoooTiUe dismounted with two of his men, and 
entered the sacred building, he turned himself into his own 
house again, and applied himself to other affairs. In the 
meanwhile, the knight strode up the nave, looking around 
him as he went, whUe his two companions foUowed close 
behind. 

Some half dozen women, principally of the lower orders, 
were the only persons at first visible; but in one of the small 
chapels, from which the sound of a voice singing mass was 
heard, they soon after perceived a young gentleman, habited 
in the garb of peace, kneeling at a little distance from the 
altar, before which stood a priest in robes, performing the 
frinctions of his office. 

'^ That is he,'* whispered one of the Burgundians to 
Richard of Woodville, and advancing straight to the young 
Lord of Croy, the knight took him by the arm, saying, in a 
low tone, ^^ You are wanted, John of Croy. Where is the 
guard who was with you ?*' 

*^ Somewhere in the church, speaking with a woman who 
was to meet him here," said the young lord, rising. ^* Per- 
haps we may get out without his seeing us.** 

" Never mind if he do," said Richard of Woodville ; " we 
shall be £Eur on the way before they are in the saddle ;" and 
hurrying on with the young Lord of Croy, he reached the 
door of the church without interruption. The priest could 
not but see the whole of their proceedings, but he took no 
notice, going on with the service devoutly. 

The clang of the step of armed men, however, had caught 
another ear ; and just as the young Lord of Croy was pass- 
ing out, a voice was heard exclaiming, ^^ Whither are you 
going, young sir ?" 

Richard of Woodville turned his head and replied, 
*^ Home !" and then issuing forth, closed the door, and tlirust 
his dagger through the staple that confined the large heavy 
latch. The horse led by the page was close at hand ; and 
John of Croy, with his deliverers, sprang into the saddle, 
and rode out of Montl'herry at full speed.* 

The precaution of the English knight in fastening the 

* It ig a strange omiflsion on the part of the hiBtorians of the day, 
that in relating the escape of John of Croy, they have not mentioned 
the name of iKichard of Woodville. 
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door proYcd less serriceable than he had hoped, however ; 
for as they passed down the street, he turned and saw the 
man who had been sent to guard the prisoner — having found 
exit by some other means — ^running as fast as he could go 
towards the castle ; and when they reached the foot of the 
hill, the sound of a trumpet came, borne upon the breeze 
from above. 

On, on, the little party hurried, however ; and they had 
already gained so much ground, that every prospect of escape 
seemed before them. But unfortunately, no one was well 
acquainted vrith the road: Richard of Woodville and his 
company had found their way thither as best they could ; 
and the young Lord of Croy, who was at the head of the 
band, while Woodville brought up the rear, turned into a 
wrong path in the wood near Longpont, so that some time 
was lost ere they got right again. They were just issuing 
forth on a road which leads to the left of Lonjumeau, when 
the sound of pursuit caught the ear ; and at the same mo- 
ment the horse of the page stumbled and fell. 

" Up, up, boy !*' cried Richard of Woodville, drawing in 
his rein, as he had nearly trodden the poor youth under his 
horse's feet; and then adding to those before, *' Ride on! 
ride on!** he stooped and held out his hand to the lad, who 
staggered up, confused and half stunned vnth the fiedl. 
Before the horse could be raised, and the youth mount, 
coming round the angle of the wood, by a shorter cut, 
appeared the pursuers from Montllierry. The Burgundians 
had followed the order to ride on, which, had they been the 
young Icnighfs own band, they might, under the circum* 
stances, have perchance disobeyed. Woodville gazed after 
them, turned his eyes towards the enemy — ^the foremost of 
whom was not more than a hundred yards distant — took one 
moment for consideration ; and then, setting his lance in the 
rest, he spurred on towards the enemy. The man met him 
in full career; but, not prepared for such a sudden encounter, 
was unhorsed in a moment, and the two or three who fol- 
lowed, pulled in the rein. The young knighf s object was 
gained ; their pursuit was checked ; and the advantage of 
even a few minutes was everything for the young Lord of 
Croy. 

" Surrender, knight, surrender ! ** cried the voice of one of 
the opposite party ; but Woodville, though he well knew that 
such must be the result at last, resolved to struggle for a far- 
ther delay; and exclaiming, '^ What! to half-a-dozen squires ? 
Never ! never !^* he reined back his horse, as if to take ground 
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for a firesh career, and again charged bis lance which had 
remained unsplintered, while his page rode np behind, asking, 
**May I fight too, noble sir?" 

*^ ISOj boy, no ! Keep back !** cried the knight; and at the 
same moment a more nnmerous party appeared to the sup- 
port of the Armagnacs, led by a baron^s banner. They bore 
down straight towards him, some one still calling upon him 
to surrender; and, seeing that farther resistance was vain, 
Woodville raised his lance and took off his gauntlet as a 
sign that he yielded. 

^' After them, like lightning !" cried the voice of a gentle- 
man in a suit of richly ornamented steeL ** A knight is a 
good exchange for a squire ; but we must not let the other 
escape. — Now, fair sir, do you yield, rescue or no rescue ?" 

'^I do," answered the young knight; ^' there is my glove, 
and I give you my faith." 

^^Pray let us see your face," continued the nobleman, rais- 
ing his own vizor, while the greater part of his troop rode on 
after the young Lord of Croy. Bichard of Woodville fol- 
lowed his example; but neither was known to the other, 
though as it afterwards proved they had once met before. 

** May I ask your name, fair sir ?" demanded the captor, 
in the courteous tone then used between adversaries. 

'^ Richard of Woodville," replied the young knight; and a 
smile instantly came upon the countenance of the other, who 
replied, '* A follower of Burgundy, or I mistake. I regret I 
was not up sooner, good knight; for if the heralds gave me 
the name truly, I owe you a fall. When last we met, I was 
neither horsed nor armed for combat properly. The chance 
might have been different this time." 

"Perhaps it might, my Lord the Count," answered Wood- 
ville; "fortune is one man's to-day, another's to-morrow. 
Mine is the turn of ill luck, else hctd I not been here a 
prisoner." 

" I bear no malice, sir," rejoined the Lord of Vaudemont; 
"but if you please, we will ride back to Montl'heny; and 
following the invitation, which was now a command, the 
young knight accompanied his captor, saying to himself, '^ I 
felt that this enterprise would end ill, for me at least" 

He knew not how far the evil was to extend. 



AGINCOURT. 327 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

THE CAPTIVITY. 

Oh, the long and tedions hours of imprisonment! how 
thej weigh down the stoutest heart ! How soul and mind 
seem fettered as well as body; and how the chain grows 
heavier erery hour we wear it ! Days and weeks passed 
by; weeks and months flew away; and, strictly confined to 
one small chamber in the castle of Montrherry, Richard of 
Woodville remained a prisoner. 

The Count of Yaudemont, courteous in words, showed 
himself aught but courteous in deeds. Every tone had been 
knightly and generous while he stayed in the chateau; but no 
results had followed. He would never fix the ransom of his 
eaptive ; he would never hold out any prospect of liberty ; 
and ere long he departed for Paris, leaving WoodviUe in the 
hands of the Chsltelain of the place, who, severely blamed for 
the escape of the young Lord of Croy, revenged himself 
upon him, by whose aid it had been accomplished. To that 
one little room, high up in the ch&teau, was Woodville re- 
stricted; no exercise was permitted to him, but the pacing 
up and down of its narrow limits: no relaxation but to sing 
snatches of the old ballads of which he was so fond, or to 
gaze from under the pointed arch of the window over the 
changing scene below. No one was permitted to see him 
but his own page, who had been captured vrith him, and one 
of the soldiers of the castle; no book existed within the 
walls ; and materials for writing, purchased with difficulty in 
the town, were only granted him in order to write to the 
Lord of Yaudemont concerning his ransom. 

At first he remonstrated mildly; but when no other an- 
swer arrived, but that the Count would think of it, he took 
another tone, reproached him for his want of courtesy, and 
reminded him, that though he had surrendered rescue or no 
rescue, the refusal of reasonable ransom, justified him in 
making his escape whenever the opportunity might occur. 

The Count's reply consisted of but four words, '* Escape if 
you can,'* and from that hour the guard kept upon him be- 
came more strict than before. The weary hours dragged 
heavily on. Summer succeeded to spring, and autumn to 
summer, without anything occurring to cheer the lonely 
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vaoancy of his captivity, but an occasional rumour, brought 
by the page or the soldier who acted as jailer, either of 
tlie great events which were then agitating Europe, or of 
efforts made for I^is own liberation. The reports, however, 
were all vague and uncertain. He heard of war between 
France and Burgundy, but could with difficulty obtain any 
means of judging which party had gained the ascendancy. 
Then he heard of a new peace, as hollow as those which had 
preceded it; and with diat intelligence came the tidings, 
which the page gained from the soldiers of the garrison, that 
a large ransom had been offered for him ; but whether by the 
Duke of Burgundy himself, or the Lord of Croy, he could 
not correctly ascertain. Next came a rumour of dissensions 
between France and England, and of a probable war; but 
none of the particulars could be learnt, except that the de- 
mands of Henry V. were in the opinion of the Frenchmen 
extravagant, and that the greater part of the nation looked 
forward with delight to an opportunity of wiping away the 
disgrace of Cressy and Poitiers, and blotting out for ever the 
treaty of Bretigny. 

Oh, what would he have given for his liberty then ! All 
his aspirations for glory and renown, all his hopes of 
winning praise and advancement, all the dreams of young 
ambition, all th^ bright imaginations of love, rose up before 
him as memories of the dead. Those prison walls were 
their cold sepulchre, that solitary chamber the tomb of all 
the energies within him. He had well nigh become frantic 
with disappointment ; but he struggled successfully with the 
despair of his own thoughts, as every man of a really powerful 
mind will do. No one can obtain full mastery of the minds 
of others, without having full mastery of his own. He would 
not suffer his fancy to dwell upon sad things; he strove to 
create for himself objects of interest; and from the arched 
window he made himself acquainted as a friend with every 
object in the wide-spread scene beneath his eyes. Every 
church spire, every castle tower, every belt of wood, every 
stream and every road, every hamlet and every house, for 
miles around, were described and marked as if he had been 
mapping the country in his own mind. But it was only that 
he^was seeking for objects of interest; and he found them; 
and varie^ too, he found; for every hour and every season 
brought its change. The varying shadows as day rose or 
declined; the different hues of summer and of winter, of 
autumn and of spring; the changeful aspect of the April 
day; the frowning sublimity of the thunder storm; the cold. 
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Stern, desolate gloom of the wintry air, all gave food to 
nonrish fancy with, and from which he extracted thought and 
occupation. 

He had withal, one grand support and consolation: the 
best after the voice of religion, a conscience clear of offence. 
He could look back upon the past and say, I have done 
well. There was no reproach within him for opportunities 
missed, advantages wasted, or ill deeds done; and often and 
often, he thought of the first song that poor Ella Brune had 
sung him, and of that stanza in which she said, 

" In hours of pain and grief. 
If such thou most endure, 
Thv breast shall know relief 
In honour tried and pure; 
For the true heart and land. 
Its recompenee shall find ; 
Shall win praise, 
* And golden days. 
And five in many a tale.'* 

In the meanwhile his treatment varied greatly at dif- 
ferent times. Sometimes the Chatelain was harsh and severe, 
refusing him almost everything that was necessary to his 
comfort; at others, witli the caprice which is so common 
amongst rude and uncivilized people, he would seem joyous 
and good-humoured: would visit his prisoner, talk wi& him, 
and send him dishes from his own table, permitting many a 
little alleviation of his grief, which on former occasions he 
denied. In one of these happier moods he allowed the 
page to buy his master a cithern, which proved one of the 
prisoner's greatest comforts and resources; and not long 
after, in the summer of 1415, a still greater change of con- 
duct took place towards him. His table became supplied 
with princely liberality; rich wines and dainty meats were 
daily set before him ; and the page was suffered to go at 
large about the town to procure anything his master might 
require. 

One day the boy returned very much heated with exercise, 
and moved with what seemed pleasurable feelings; and look- 
ing round the room eagerly, he closed the door with care. 

" You have tidings, Will," said the young knight, " and 
joyful tidings, too, or I am mistaken." 

^^ I have better than tidings," replied the boy. *^ I have a 
letter. Bead it quick, and then hide it I will go out into 
the passage and watch, lest Joachim come up. He was 
loUing at the foot of the stairs. 
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Bichard of Woodville took the letter from the boy eagerly, 
and read what was written in the outer cover. The words 
were few, and in a hand he did not know. ^^ Nothing has 
been left undone," the writer said, '^ to set you free. A 
baron's ransom has been offered for you and lefdsed. The 
Duke of Burgundy required your liberation as one of the 
terms of peace, but could not obtain it The Lord of Groy 
offered two prisoners of equal rank, and a ransom besides, 
but did not succeed. But fear not; friends are gathering 
round you. Be prepared to depart at a moment's notice, 
and you shall be set free as others have been. The moment 
you are free, hasten to England; for you have been 
belied.*' 

Within this was a short letter from Mary Ghrey, full of 
tenderness and affection, with words and avowals which she 
might have scrupled to utter for any other purpose but the 
generous one of consoling and supporting him she loved, in 
sorrow and adversity. Beneath her name were written a few 
words from her father, expressive of more kindness, confi- 
dence, and regard, than he had ever previously shown; but 
he, too, spoke of the young knight's return to England, as 
absolutely necessary for his own defence; and he too alluded 
to the rumours against him, without stating what those ru- 
mours were. 

If there was much to cheer, there was much to distress and 
grieve ; and Woodville paused for several minutes to think 
over the contents of these letters, and to consider what could 
be the nature of the calumnies referred to, believing that he 
had frdly refuted the charge of having neglected to obey the 
King's command to return to England, before he set out on 
the expedition which had been attended by such an unfor- 
tunate result. At length the page looked in, to see if he bad 
done; and Woodville, bidding him shut the door, inquired 
from whom he had received the letters. 

^* It was from the young clerk, noUe sir," replied the boy, 
** who was with Sir John Grey at Charleville. I saw a youth 
in a black gown wandering about the castle gates some days 
since ; and as I stood alone upon the drawbridge, about half an 
hour ago, he passed me again, and seeing that there was no 
one there, made me a sign to follow. I walked after him 
into the church, and then he gave me the letter for you; but 
bade me tell you to be upon your guard, for that ^ere are 
enemies near as well as friends. To make sure that you 
were not deceived, he said, you were to put trust in no one 
who did not give you the word, " Mary Markham." 



AGINCOURT. 331 

'^ Haxk !^' cried Woodyille, rising and going to the window. 
^* There are trumpets sounding !^ 

*^ I heard the Lord of Vaudemont was expected to-day,** 
replied the boy. 

'^ And there he is,*^ said Richard of Woodville, watching a 
body of horse coming up the hill. *^ On my honour, S I 
hare speech with him, he shaU hear my full thoughts on his 
discourteous conduct. But now, hie thee away, Will. Seek 
out this young clerk in the town, and ask if he can convey 
my answer back to the letters which he brought. I will find 
means to write if he can.'^ 

" Oh, I can find him," replied the boy, ** for he told me 
where he lodged : in the house of a widow woman, named 
Chatain." 

" Away, then !" answered Woodville ; " let them not find 
you here." 

When he looked forth from the window again, the young 
knight could no longer perceive the body of horse he had 
seen advancing ; but the noises which rose up from the court 
of the castle below, the clang of arms, the gay tones of voices 
laughing and talking, the word of command, and the shout of 
the warder, showed him that the party had already arrived. 
About an hour passed without his hearing more ; but then 
came the sound of steps in the passage ; the door opened, 
and three gentlemen entered, of whom the first was the 
Count of Vaudemont. The next was a man several years 
younger ; and the third, a stout ill-favoured personage, of 
nearly fifty years of age. None of them were armed, except 
with a dagger, usually worn hanging from the waist ; and tdl 
were dressed in the extravagant style of the French court in 
that day, with every merely ornamental part of dress exag- 
gerated till it became a monstrosity. Every colour, too, was 
the brightest that could be found ; each contrasted with the 
other in the most vivid and inharmonious assortment, green 
and red, amber and blue, pink and yellow, so that each man 
looked like some gaudy eastern bird new feathered. 

The Lord of Vaudemont was evidently in a light and 
merry mood, or, at least, afiected it ; for he entered laughing, 
and at once held out his hand to his prisoner, as if a familiar 
friend. 

Richard of Woodville, however, drew back, sajdng, "Your 
pardon, my good lord. I am a captive, for whom ransom 
has been refused. — You forget !" 

" Nay, I remember it well, sir knight," replied the Count, 
laughing again ; ^' and that you intend to escape. You have 
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not suoceeded yet, I see. Howerer, let me set myself right 
with you on that head. 'Tis not I who refuse your ransom. 
'Tis my lord, the Duke of Aquitaine, who will not have you 
set free just yet, so that I risk my angels if you hare wit 
enough to find your way out. His commands, however, are 
express, and I must obey. My lord the Duke of Orleans, 
here present, will witness for me, as well as my lord of 
Armagnac, that I would far rather have your gold in my 
purse, where it is much needed, than your person in Montl^- 
herry, where it could be well spared." 

The young knight regarded the famous nobles, of whom 
he had heard so much, with no slight interest ; and the Duke 
of Orleans, drawing a settle to the table, leaned his head 
upon his arm in a thoughtful attitude, saving, ^ It is quite 
true, sir; but perhaps &at may be remedied ere long. If 
you be willing to renounce the cause of Burgundy, and agree 
to serve no more against the crown of France, the difficulty 
may be removed." 

^ I have no purpose, sir, to ride for that good lord, the 
Duke, any more," answered Richard of Woodville ; ^* I did 
but seek his Court to win honour and renown ; but now I 
am called to England by many motives, so that I may well 
promise not to serve with him again ; but if your proposal 
goes farther, and you would have me give my knightly word, 
not to fight for my Sovereign against any power on earth 
where he may need my arm, I must at once say no. I am 
his vassal, and will do my duty according to my oath, when- 
ever he shall call upon me. He is mv liege lord ; and — ^ 

*^ There are some Englishmen, and not a few," said the 
Count of Armagnac, in a harsh and grating tone of voice, 
'^ who do not hold him to be such, but rather an usurper. 
Edmund, Earl of March, is your liege lord, young knight." 

^* He has never claimed that title, noble sir," answered 
Richard of Woodville ; '^ and indeed, has renounced it, by 
swearing allegiance himself to his great cousin." 

** Compulsion, all compulsion," said the Duke of Orleans ; 
'^ we shall yet see him on the throne of England." 

^' I trust not, my lord the Duke," answered the English 
knight ; '^ but if ihe plea of compulsion can, in your eyes, 
justify the breach of an oath, how could you expect me to 
keep a promise made, not to serve against this crown of 
France, here in a prison?" 

** But why say you, that you trust not to see him on the 
throne ?" asked the Count of Armagnac, evading the part of 
Woodville's reply which he would have found difficult to 
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answer. '* He is surely a noble and courteoas gentleman, 
full of high virtues.'* 

^* Far inferior in all to his royal cousin/^ answered the 
knight ; ^* but it is not on that account alone I say so, but 
for many reasons. We Englishmen believe that our crown 
is held by somewhat different rights from yours of France. 
At the coronations of our kings, we by our free voices confirm 
them on their throne. The people of England have a say 
in the question of a monarches title ; and without that reco- 
gnition they are not kings of England. To our present 
sovereign, die nobles of the land offered their homage ere 
the crown was placed upon his brow ; but he, as wise in 
this as in all else, would receive none till he was pro* 
claimed King, not by a herald's trumpet, but by the tongues 
of Englishmen. Besides, I say, I trust I shall never see the 
Earl of March wearing the English crown, because I hope 
never to see an honourable nobleman forget his oath, nor a 
perjured monarch on the throne." 

" And yet your fourth Harry forgot his," said the Duke of 
Orieans. 

^* Not till intolerable wrongs and base injustice drove him 
to it," answered the knight ; ^ not till the monarch so far 
forgot his compact with die subject, as to free him from re- 
membrance of his part of the obligation. Besides, I was 
then a boy ; I found a sovereign reigning by the voice of 
the people; to him I pledged my first oath of fealty. I 
have since pledged it to his son ; and I will keep it." 

The two Counts and the Duke looked at each other with a 
significant glance ; and after a moment's consideration, the 
Count of Yaudemont changed the subject, saying, '^ Well, 
good knight, such are your thoughts. We may judge dif- 
ferently. But say, how have you fared lately? I heard 
that our worthy CMtelain here had been somewhat harsh 
with you, resolving that you should not play him such a trick 
as the boy of Croy; and I ordered that such treatment 
should be amended. Has it been done ? I would not have 
you used unworthily." 

^'It has been done in some points, my lord," replied 
Richard of Woodville, " but not in all." 

'^ Nay, good faith, with warning from your own lips that 
you sought to escape," answered the Count, *^ he was right 
not to relax on all points." 

*^ But some he might have relaxed, yet held me safe," re- 
joined the young knight. "I have been cut off from all 
means of holding any communion with my friends, though 
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it was most needful that I should urge them to offer what 
terms might find favour for my liberation. I have been kept 
more like some felon subject of this land, than a fiEur prisoner 
of war." 

'^ Nay, that must be changed," said the Duke of Orleans ; 
'^ such was not your intention, I am sure, De Vaudemont ?** 

''By no means, noble Duke," answered the Count ^ I will 
take order that it be so no more. You shall have liberty to 
write to whom you will, sir knight; and, indeed, having a 
oourier going soon to England, you will have the means 
right soon, if you will, of sending letters. I have heard," he 
added with a laugh, '' that there is a certain noble gende- 
man of the name of Grey, with whom you have some dear 
relations — ^much in King Henry's confidence, if I mistake 
not Perchance, were he to use his influence with that Prince, 
something might be done to mitigate the Dauphin's stern- 
ness. We are still negotiating wit£ England, though, by my 
faith, these preparations at Southampton, and this purchase 
of vessels from the Hollanders, looks more warlike than one 
might have wished." 

'' If my liberation, noble Count, depends on Sir John Grey's 
using his influence for ought but bis Sovereign's interests,** 
replied Richard of Woodville, '' I fear I shall be long a captive. 
However, to him will be, perchance, my only letter; for he 
can communicate with other friends." 

" Do as you will, noble lords," cried the Count of Armagnac^ 
who had been sitting silent for some time, gnawinff his nail in 
ffloomy meditation ; '' but were I you I would suffer no such 
letters to pass. They will but tend to counteract all that you 
desire. Here you nave in your hands one of the hearty 
enemies of France : that is clear from every word, — one who, 
at all risks, would urge his sovereign to deeds of hostility 
a^nst us, when we are already wrung by internal discord. 
Why should you suffer him to pour sucn poison into the 
hearts of his countrymen ?" 

" Nay, nay," replied the Count of Vaudemont; " my word 
is given, and I cannot retract it We are less harsh than you, 
my lord, and doubt not that this noble knight will say nothing 
against the cause of those who grant him this permission." 

*^ On no such subjects will I treat, sirs," answered Richard 
of Woodville ; " the matter of my letter will be simple enough^ 
my own liberation being all the object" 

" You must be quicic, however," said the Lord of Vaude* 
mont; ^* for, at morning song, to-morrow, the messenger 
departs." 
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The youne knight replied that his letters woald be ready in 
an hour^ and the three noblemen withdrew for a moment ; 
but he could hear that they continued speaking together in 
the passage ; and the next instant, the Duke of Orleans and 
the Count of Armagnac returned. ** We cannot suffer long 
letters, sir knight," said the latter, as soon as he entered; ^^ if 
all you wish is to treat for your ransom, and to induce your 
friends to exert themselves for your liberation, you can 
send messages by woid of mouth, which we can hear and 
judge ot" 

" But how will my friends know that such messages really 
come from me ?" demanded Woodville, with deep mortification. 

'^ Why," replied the Count, after a moment's thought, ^^you 
may send a few words in the French tongue, in our presence 
— ^tor we have heard of inks and inventions which escape the 
eye of all but the persons for whom they are intended — ^you 
may send a few words, I say, merely telling the gentlemen 
to whom you write » to give credit to what the bearer shall 
speak." 

Woodville paused and meditated ; but then, having formed 
his resolution, he replied, *' Well, my good lord, if better may 
not be, so will I do. Send me the messenger when you will, 
and I will give him the credentials required." 

'^ Call him now, my fair Lord of Armagnac," said the Duke 
of Orleans, with a significant look. ^* He is below." 

The count soon reappeared with a stout, plain-looking man^ 
habited as a soldier ; and Woodville, after inquiring if he had 
ever been in England before, and finding that such was not 
the case, gave him directions for seeking out Sir John Grey 
in Winchester, from which town the letters that had been 
conveyed to him were dated. He then gave him messages 
to Mary's father; and, pointing out that it would be better to 
lose any amount of money, rather than remain longer in 
prison, ne besought the knight to borrow a sum for him, to 
the value of one-half of his estates, and offer it to the Lord of 
Vaudemont as his ransom, adding somewhat bitterly, ^^ Tell 
the good knight that I find, in Trance, the fine old spirit of 
chivalry is at an end, which led each noble gentleman to fix 
at once a reasonable ransom for an honourable prisoner, and 
that nothing but an excessive sum will gain a captive's 
liberty." 

The Duke of Orleans frowned, but made no observation in 
reply, merely speaking a few words in a low tone to the Count 
oi Armagnac, who went to the door and called aloud for a 
strip of parchment and some ink. 
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What he required was soon brought; aud he laid before 
the young knight a narrow slip, not lance enoush to contain 
more than a sentence or two, sajine, ^* Inere, fau* sir, you can 
write in the usual form, as follows, 

Richard of Woodville took the pen and addressed the letter 
at the top to Sir John Grey : the Duke of Orleans coming 
round and looking over his shoulder, while the Count of 
Armagnac stood on the opposite side of the table, and dictated 
what he was to write. 

" You can say,'* he proceeded, ** * These are to beg of you, 
by your love and regard for me, to hear and believe what the 
bearer will tell you on my part ;' and then put your name." 

Richard of Woodville wrote as he directed, word for word, 
till he came to the conclusion, but then, he added rapidly, 
*' touching my ransom," and a£Sxed his signature so close, 
that nothing could be interpolated. 

** What, have you written more ?" cried the Count, whose 
eye was fixed upon his hand, 

'^ Touching my ransom," said the Duke of Orleans, gazing 
across. The Count snatched up the parchment, and read it 
with a fix>wning brow, as if angry that his dictation had not 
been exactly followed ; and then, beckoning to the Duke of 
Orleans and the messenger, he hurried abruptly out of the 
room. The door was not yet shut by the inferior person, who 
went out last, when the young prisoner heard the Count of 
Armagnac say to the Duke, in a low growling tone, '* This 
will not do." 

*^ Let me see," said the voice of the Lord of Vaudemoot, 
who had apparently been waiting behind the door. A blas- 
phemous oatn followed ; and Richard of Woodville heard no 
more ; but a smile crossed his countenance, for they had 
evidently sought to use him for some secret purpose of their 
own, and had been firustrated. 



CHAPTER XXXVm. 

THB FLIGHT. 



A MONTH had passed, and Richard of Woodville sat alone in 
his solitary chamber, on a dark and stormy night, towards the 
end of September, reading by the glimmering Iamp*light, a 
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book which had been procured for him in the town by his 
page. The rain blew, the wind whistled, the small panes of 
glass in the casement rattled and shook, and the howlinff of 
the breeze, as it swept round the old tower, seemed full of 
melancholy thoughts. His own imaginations were heavy and 
desponding enough — and he eagerly strove to withdraw his 
attention, both from the voice of the storm without, and from 
the dark images that rose up in his own heart. But he could 
not govern his mind as he desired ; and still from the pages 
of the book, he would lift his eyes, and gazine into vacancy 
revolve every point in his fate, gaining, alas ! nothing but fresn 
matter for sad reflection. He bad seen no more of the Count 
de Vaudemont, the Duke of Orleans, or the Count of Ar- 
magnac, and had learned that they had quitted Montl'herry 
earl^ on the day following that during which he had received 
their visit He little heeded their departure, indeed, or desired 
to see them ; for he felt convinced that their only object had 
been to make a tool of him for secret purposes of their own ; 
and that, disappointed therein, they were in no degree dis- 
posed to show him favour, or even to listen to just remon- 
strance. 

What grieved and depressed him more, was the unaccount- 
able disappearance of the young clerk who had brought him 
the letters from Sir John Grey, but who had been no more 
seen by the page, after the arrival of the Count de Vaudemont 
in the town. The boy inquired at the widow's where the 
clerk had lodged, and was told he had left the place : and no 
farther trace could be discovered of the course he had pursued, 
or whither he had turned his steps. The distracted state of 
the country, indeed, the young knight thought, might have 
scared the novice away; for the page brought him daily 
reports of strange events taking place around, of factions, 
strife, and bloodshed, in almost every province of France, and 
of rumours that daily ffrew in strength and consistency, of 
foreign wars being speemly added to the miseries of the land. 
Large bodies of armed men passed through the town at 
different times ; the garrison ot the castle was diminished to 
swell the forces preparing for some unexplained enterprise ; 
and the Ch&telain himseu was called to lead them to the 
field. 

But a stricter guard was kept upon the prisoner than ever. 
Of the scanty band that remainea in the castle, one always 
remained in arms at his door ; and another was stationed at 
the foot of the stairs. Night and day he was closely watched; 
and the page himself was not permitted to go in and out. 
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except at certain hours. All chance of escape seemed 
removed ; and bitterly did Richard of Woodville ponder upon 
the prospect of long captivity, at the very time when, under 
other circumstances, opportunity must have occurred for the 
exertion of all those energies by which he had fondly hoped 
to win glory, station, and renown. 

He stru^led hard against such thoughts, and all the bitter* 
ness they brought with them ; and, after indulging them for a 
few minutes, turned ever to the page of the book he was 
reading, and laboured through the crabbed lines of the ill- 
written manuscript; finding perhaps as much interest in 
making out the words as in their sense. It was after one of 
the fits of meditation we have spoken of, that he thus i^ain 
applied himself to read, and turned over several pages care- 
lessly, to see what would come next in the dull old romaunt, 
when, suddenly he saw a fresher page than any of the others, and 
found upon it, written in English, and in a different hand 
firom the rest, but in Unes of equal length, so as to deceive a 
careless eye, and lead to a belief that the words were but a con- 
tinuation of the poem, the following warning and intelligence : 

"Be prepared. Lie not down to rest Take not off your 
clothes. King Henry is in France. The Earl of Cambridge^ 
the Lord Scrope, ana Sir Thomas Grey, have been executed 
for treason. Haifleur has been taken; and the King is 
marching on through the land." 

There ended the lines, and the youn^ knight, closing the 
book, started up and clasped his hands with imitation and sur- 
prise. " Harfleur taken, and I not there I" he cried. " This 
IS bitter, indeed ! I shall go mad if they do not free me soon 
— Sir Thomas Grey ! surely it cannot be written by mistake. 
I remember one Sir Thomas Grey, a powerfiil knight of North- 
umberland. The Lord Scrope, too; why, he was the 
chamberlain I What can all this qpean ? Prepared — I will 
prepared, indeed. Hark, they are changing the guard at the 
door. I must not let them see me thus agitated, if they look 
in;" and seating himself again, he opened the book and 
seemed to read. 

No one came near, however, for another hour, and Richard 
of Woodville gathered together all that might be needful in 
case his escape should be more near than he ventured toh<^ 
— ^the little stock of money that remained, a few jewels, and 
trinkets of gold and silver, and a dagger which he had kept 
concealed since his capture ; for the rest of his arms and his 
armour had been taken firom him as &ir spoiL After this was 
done, he sat and watched; but all was suent in the di&teau» 
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except when the guard at his door rose and paced up and 
down the passage, or hummed a verse or two of some idle 
song to while away the hours. 

At length, however, after a long, dead pause, he heard 
a whisper ; and then the bolt of the door was undrawn without, 
and rising quietly, he gazed towards it as it opened. The 
only figure that presented itself was that of the guard, whom 
he had often seen before, and noticed as apparently a gay, 
good-humoured man, who treated him civilly, and asked after 
hia health in a kindly tone whenever he haa occasion to visit 
him. The man's face was now grave, and Woodville thought 
a little anxious, and besides his own arms, he bore in his hand 
a sheathed sword with its baldric, and a large coil of rope upon 
his arm. Without uttering a word, he crossed the cnamoer, 
came close up to the young knight, and put the sword in his 
hands. Then advancmg to the window, he opened it, fastened 
one end of the rope tight to the iron bar which ran up the 
centre of the casement, and sufiered the other to drop gently 
down on the outside. Richard of WoodviUe gazed with some 
interest at this proceeding, as may be supposed. In the state 
of his mind at tnat moment, no means ot escape could seem 
too desperate for him to adopt ; and although he doubted that 
the rope, though strong, would bear his weight, he resolved 
to make the attempt, notwithstanding the tremendous height 
of the window fiK>m the ground. 

Approaching the man, he whispered, '* Would it not be 
better for you to turn the rope rouna the bar and let me down ? 
My hands have been so long in prison, that I doubt their 
holding their grasp very tightly." 

The roan merely waved hb finger and shook his head, 
without reply, finished what he was about, and, taking from 
the table one of the gloves which the young knight had worn 
under his gauntlets, much to the spectator's surprise, dropped 
it out of the window. 

*^ Now come with me," he whispered ; '* it is needfiil for us 
who stay behind, to have it thought for a day or two that you 
have made your escape without help. The demoiselle has 
paid us half the money, as she promised; and we will keep 
our word with her. There shall no danger attend you. We 
have better means of getting you out than breaking your neck 
by a fall from the casement." 

'^But you were to give me a word," said Richard of 
Woodville. 

*'Ay," answered the man, ^^I recollect: it was Mary 
MarkhEun — ^Follow me." 

z2 
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Without hesitation, the prisoner accompanied him; bat 
paused for an instant in some surprise on finding two armed 
men at the back of the door, one holding a kmp m his hand. 
The guard who was with him, however, took no notice ; but, 
receiving the lamp firom the other, led the way in a different 
direction from the staircase up which Woodville had been 
brought, when first he was conducted to his chamber of cap- 
tivity. Then opening a door on the right, he entered a room, 
in the wall of wtiich appeared a low archway, exposing to the 
eye, as the light flashed forward, the top of a steep, small 
staircase. 

'* I will go down first with the lamp," whispered the man, 
*' that you may see where you are going. Give a heed to 
your footing, too, for it is mighty slippery, especially on such 
a damp night as this." 

Thus saying, he led the way; and Richard of WoodviUe 
followed down the winding step, cut apparently in the thick- 
ness of the walL Green moula and clammy slime hung upon 
all the stones as they descended, except where, every here and 
there, a loophole admitted the free an: of heaven and chased 
the damp away. The steps seemed interminable, one after 
another, one aifler another, till Woodville became sure that 
they were descending to a greater depth than the mere base 
of the castle ; and, looking round, as the lamplight gleamed 
upon the walls, he beheld no more the hewn stone work which 
had appeared above, but the rough excavation of the solid 
rock. At length the steps ceased, as passing along a vault of 
masoniT, perhaps forty or fifty feet long, the man unbolted 
and unoarred a small but solid door covered with iron plates ; 
and in a moment the lamp was extinguished by the blast from 
without All seemed dark and impenetrable to the eye ; the 
wind roared through the vault; the rain dashed in the faces 
of Woodville and his companion; but, giving the lamp an 
oath, as if it had been to blame for what the storm had done, 
the man set it down behind the door, and then walked on, 
saying, '^ Keep close to me, for it is steep here." 

Following down a little path as the man led, the young 
knight's eyes became more accustomed to the gloom, and he 
thought he descried, at a short distance, a group of men and 
horses standing under a light feathery tree. Hunying on, 
with eager hope, he demanded of his guide who the persons 
were whom he saw before him. 

" Your saucy page is one," said the guard; "but who the 
others are I do not know. The young clerk, I suppose, is 
one, and bis servant the other; for I dare say the demoiselle 
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would not come out on such a night as this, and faitb^ I cannot 
well see whether they be men or women in this Ught;" and 
he shaded his eyes with his hands, with very needless pre- 
caution, where scarcely a ray pierced the welkin. 

At that moment, however, one of the figures moved towards 
him, asking, *' Is all right?" 

"All, aff,** answered the guard; "have you brought the 
rest of the money, master clerk? Here stands the prisoner 
free ; so my part of the bargain is done." 

" And tnere is the rest of the gold, good fellow," replied the 
other speaker; "all right money, and well counted." 

" Ay, I must take it on your word," said the man who had 
brought Woodville thither, " my lamp has been blown out ; 
but I may well trust you ; for the other half was full tale and 
a piece over." 

" That was for chafiage," replied the youth ; " and if this 
noble knight gets safe to the Kine's camp, you shall have a 
hundred pieces more; so go, ana keep bis escape, and the 
way he has taken, as secret as possible." 

"That I will, for mine own sake," answered the soldier; 
<< or I should soon know gibbet and cord. Good niffht, good 
night I" and waving his hand, he turned away, while the young 
clerk addressed Woodville, saying, " You must put yourseff 
under my guidance, noble sir, for a few hours, and then we 
shall be safe." 

" I have much to thank you for, young gentleman," answered 
Woodville, following, as the other humed on to the horses; 
and in a few minutes the knight, his page, the clerk, and the 
clerk^s servant were on their way. But to Woodville's sur- 
prise, instead of taking any of the by-roads that led on through 
the country to remote villages and hamlets, they followed tne 
direct high road towards Paris, which he had gazed upon for 
many a day fix>m his solitary chamber in the tower. 

After proceeding some way in silence, without hearing any 
sounds which could lead them to believe that the knight s 
escape had been discovered, and that they were pursued, 
Woodville endeavoured to gain some information from the 
clerk of Sir John Grey, as to the means which had been taken 
to effect his liberation, and more particularly, as to the lady 
who had been mentioned by the guard. 

On the latter point the youth replied not; and on the 
former he merely said, ^ The means were very simple, noble 
knight, and you yourself saw some of them employed. Money, 
which unlocks all doors, was the key of your prison. The man 
who refuses ransom to a captive, had better see that he guard 
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him sure ; for that which is a small sum to him, may be a 

Jrreat one to a gaoler^ and one quarter of the amount offered 
or your redemption, served to set you free. But I think, sir," 
he added, ^* we had better speak as little as possible upon any 
head, till we have passed the capital, for the tongue of an 
escaped prisoner, like the track of gore to the bloodhound, 
often brings him within the &ngs of his pursuers. 

Richard of Woodville judged the caution too wise not to be 
followed ; and on they rode in silence at a brisk pace, with 
the wind blowing, and. the rain dashing against them, tlurpugh 
the darkness of the night, for somewhat more than two hours, 
following the broad and open road all the way, till the young 
knight tnonght they must be approaching Paris. More than 
once, indeec^ he fancied that he caught a glimpse of some 
large dark mass before him ; and imagination shaped towers 
and pinnacles in the black obscurity of night; but at length 
the clerk's man, who seemed to act as guide, pronounced the 
words, ^^ To the left I" and striking into a narrower, though 
still well beaten path, they soon came upon a river, flowing on 
dull and heavy, but with a glistening light, in the midst of its 
dark banks, which they followed for some way, till a bridge 
presented itself, which they crossed, and then, turning a litUe 
to the right again, continued their course without drawing a 
rein, till the faint grey streaks of morning began to appear in 
the east 

Shortly after, a bell was heard ringing slowly, apparently 
at no great distance ; and the young clerk said alouc^ with a 
sigh of relief, " Thank God 1" 

^' You are fatiffued, young gentleman, with this long stormy 
ride, I fear?" said Richard of Woodville. 

** A little," was the only reply; and in a few minutes they 
stopped at the gate of a small walled building, bearing the 
aspect of some inferior priory of a rel^ious house. The beU 
was still ringing when they approached ; but the door was 
closed; and the clerk and his attendant dismounted and 
knocked for admission. A board was almost immediately 
withdravTn from behind a grating of iron, about a palm in 
breadth and twice as much in length, and a voice demanded, 
" Who are you ?" 

'* Bourg(^ne," replied the clerk ; and instantly the door 
was opened without further inquiry. The arrival of the party 
seemed to have been expected ; for two men, not dressed in 
monastic habits, took the horses without further inquiry ; a 
monk addressed himself to Woodville, and bade him follow ; 
and, before he could ask any questions, he and his companions 
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yfexe led in different directions, the one to one part of the 
bu3dingy and the others to another. 

With the same celerity and tacitnmity» his guide introduced 
him to a small but comfortable chamber, provided him with 
all that he could require, and bidding him strip off his wet 
dothes, and lie down to rest in peace, returned with a cup of 
warm ^ced wine, '* to chase the damp out of his marrow,'* 
as he termed it The young knight drained it willingly, and 
then would fiiin have asked the old man some questions ; bnt 
the only information he could sain imported, that he was at 
Triel, the old man always rep^riiig» *' To bed, to bed, and 
sleep. Yon can talk when you have had rest." 

^oodville finding he coutd obtain no other answer, followed 
his counsel : and, wearied with such a journey after a long 
period of inactivity, but with a heart lightened by the feeling 
that he was free, he had hardly laid his limbs on the pallet 
before he was asleep. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE PBI80NER FBEB. 

Thb onlv true calm and happy sleep that man can ever obtain, 
is given by the heart at ease. Slumber, deep, profound, and 
heavy, may be obtained by fatigue of body or of mind ; bat 
even dioee great and tranquil spirited men, of whom it is re- 
corded that, at any time, they could lie down, banish thought 
and care, and obtain repose m the most tiying circumstances, 
must have gained the power, from that consciousness of having 
done all to ensure success in the course before them that 
human wisdom can achieve, or by that confidence in the 
resources within, which are the chief lighteners of the load of 
life. 

Richaid of Woodville slept soundly, but it was heavily. It 
was the sleep of weariness, not of peace. His mina waa 
agitated even during slumber, with many of the subjects which 
might well press for attention in the circumstances in which be 
was placed; and unbridled fancy hurried him through innume* 
xable dreams. Now he saw her he loved standing at the altar 
with another ; and when the figure turned its tace towards 
him, he beheld Simeon of Boydon. Then he stood in the 
presence of the King ; and Henry, with a frowning broi^ 
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turned to an executioner, with the countenance of Sir Henry 
Dacre, but gigantic limbs, and ordered him to strike off the 
prisoner's head. Then came Isabel Beauchamp to plead for 
his life ; and suddenly, as the King was turning away, a pale 
shadowy form, through which he could see the figures on the 
arras behind, appeared before the monarch, and he recognised 
the spirit of tne murdered Catherine. Old times were 
strangely mingled with the thoughts of the present; and 
sometimes he was a boy again ; sometimes still a prisoner in 
the castle of Montl'herry : sometimes in the court of a strange 
prince, receiving high rewards for some imaginary service. 
He heard voices, too, as well as saw sights ; and the words 
rang in his ears, 

For the true heart and kind. 
Its recompence shall find; 

Shall win praise, 

And golden days, 
And live in many a tale. 

At length when he had slept long, he suddenly started and 
raised himself upon his arm, for some one touched him ; and 
looking round he saw the clerk with his black hood still drawn 
fiur over his head, and the page who had been his fellow 
captive, standing by the side of the pallet 

*' You must be up and away, sir knight," said the young 
clerk, in the sweet musical tones of youth. '^ In an hour, a 
party of the Canonesses of Cambray, who arrived at noon 
under the escort of a body of my Lord of Charolois' men-at- 
arms,* are to depart for Amiens, and you and your page can 
ride forward with them. I must here leave your fair company ; 
for I have other matters to attend to for my good lord." 

^* But I shall see you again, young sir, I trust ?" said Wood- 
ville; **I owe you guerdon, as well as thanks and deep 
gratitude." 

*' I have only done my duty, noble knight," replied the 
clerk ; *^ but we shall soon meet again ; for I suppose your 
first task will be to seek Sir John Grey, who is with the 
King ; and I shall not be long absent from him, — so fiire you 
well, sir.** 

** But where am I to find him ?" demanded Woodville ; 
^* remember I am in utter ignorance of all that has hap- 
pened." 

** Nor do I know much," answered the clerL <* Rumour 

* Hie actual remoTal of the Canonesses of Cambray took place a few 
months later. 
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is my only soarce of information ; for I have been cut off from 
all direct communication for many weeks. The only certainty 
iS) that King Henry and his friends are now in France ; 
that Harfleur surrendered a few weeks ago, and that he is 
marching through the land with banners displayed. You will 
hear of him as you go ; and as soon as jou know which way 
his steps are bent, you can hasten to join him. But ere you 
discover yourself to any one else, seek out Sir John Grey, 
and take counsel with him, for &lse reports have been spread 
concerning you, and no one can tell how the King's mind 
may be affected." 

^* But tell me, at least, before you go," said Richard of 
Woodville, '' who was the lady spoken of by the man who 
aided my escape at Montllierry ; and also, who it is that has 
ffenerotisly paid the high sums which were doubtless demanded 
ror my deliverance ?* 

*^ m truth, noble sir," replied the clerk, " I must not stay 
to answer you ; for the people with whom I go are waiting for 
me; and I must depart immediately. You will know all 
hereafter in good time. It was the Lord of Croy who fur- 
nished the money needful. Now, fare you well, and Heaven 
give you guidance !" 

Thus saying, he departed, without waiting for farther ques- 
tion ; and Richard of Woodville rising, dressed himself in 
haste in the same clothes which he had worn the day before, 
but which he now found carefully dried and ready for hi& 
use. 

'* I must have slept sound, boy,'* he said, speaking to the 
page, who remained beside him ; ^* for I do not think that at 
any other time my clothes could have been taken away from 
my bed side, and I not know it" 

** You did sleep sound, sir knight," replied the page, laugh*^ 
ing ; *^ and talked in your sleep, moreover, while we were 
looking at you. But I can tell you who the lady was at Mont- 
rherry, if you must needs know, as well as the clerk, for I saw 
her once speaking with the guard." 

" Say, say !" cried Richara of Woodville, impatiently. " I 
would fain know, for she must be in peril, if left behind." 

^* Why, it was the fair demoiselle," answered the page, 
** who went with us from Nieuport to Ghent. I caught but 
a glimpse of her, indeed ; but that bright face is not easily 
forgotten when once it has been seen." 

** And yet I never thought of her I" murmured Richard of 
Woodville to himself: <^ poor girl, her deep gratitude would 
have merited better remembrance. Why smile you, boy? 



346 AGINCOURT. 

Every honourable man is bound to recollect all who trust 
«nd all who serve him." 

'< Nay, sir,'' replied the page, resuming a grave look, ** I did 
but smile to think how often ladies remember knights md gen- 
tlemen, when they are themselves forgot.'' 

** A sad comment on the baseness of man's nature," an- 
swered Woodville ; ^* let it never be so with you, boy. Now, 
see for the old monk; my purse is very emp^, but I would not 
that he should call me ninard.'' 

Some minutes passed ^fore the page returned; but when 
he appeared he came not alone, nor empty handed, for the 
old man was with him who had conducted the fugitive to his 
chamber the night before ; and the one carried a large bottle 
and a tin cup, while the other was loaded with a pasty and a 
loaf of brown bread. Such refreshment was very acceptable 
to the young knight ; but the good monk hurried him at his 
meal, telling him that his party were waiting for him; and, 
finishing the repast as soon as possible, Woodville rose and 
put a piece of sold into his good purveyor's hand, sayings 
^* That for your house, father. Now I am ready." 

On going out into the litde court between tne priory and 
the abbey, he found some twelve or fourteen men mounted; 
and at the call of the monk who accompanied him, a party of 
six Canonesses and two novices, all closely veiled, came forth 
firom the litde lodge by the gate. They were soon upon the 
mules which stood reaay for them; but the good ladies eyed 
with an inquiring glance the young stranger who was about 
to join theur party; and one of t£em, as she marked the 
knighdy spurs he wore, turned to her companions, and made 
some observation which created a light-hearted laugh amongst 
those around. The moment after, they issued forth from me 
gates, and rode on at a quick pace in the direction of Gisors. 

The day was evidendy far advanced, but the sun, though 
somewhat past his meridian, was still very powerful, so that 
the horses were distressed with the heat The commander of 
the men-at-arms, however, would permit no relaxation of their 
speed, much to the annoyance of the fair Canonesses, who 
had every inclination to amuse the tedious moments of the 
journey by chattering with the young knight, and the other 
persons who escorted them. In reply to their remonstrances, 
the leader told them that if they did not make haste, they 
would get entangled between the two armies, and then worse 
might come of it. 

<' Besides," he said, '^ we have strict orders from our lord 
the Duke to take part with neither French nor English ; and 
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it would be a hard matter to fall in with either, and not strike 
one stroke for the honour of our arms." 

Judging from his reply that he must have some knowledge 
of the relative position of the two hosts, Richard of Woodvilfe 
endeavoured to gain intelligence from him, as to both the 
events which haa latelv taken place in France, and those 
which were likely to follow; but the man seemed sullen, and 
unwilling to communicate with his companion of the way, 
replying to all questions merely by a monosyllable, or by the 
assertion that he did not know. 

Thus passed by hour afler hour, during their first and 
second day's journey, which brought them to the small town 
of BreteuiL They had hitherto paused either for the purpose 
of seeking repose, or of taking renreshment, at religious houses 
only; but at jSreteuil they took up their lodging for the night 
at the inn of the place, which they found vacant of all guests. 
The town, too, as they entered it, seemed melancholy and 
nearly deserted; but the tongue of the eood host made up for 
the stillness which reigned around ; and from him Richard of 
Woodville discovered that the apparent abandonment of the 
place by its inhabitants was caused partly by the dread which 
some of the more wealthy townsmen had felt on the near 
approach of several lai^e detachments of EngUsh troops, and 
partlv by the zeal of the younger portion of the population, 
which had led them to proceed m arms to join tne royal 
standard raised i^ainst the invaders. From him, too, the 
voung knight found that the King of England, at the head of 
his army, was marching rapidly up the Somme, in order to 
force the passage of that river, but that, as all the fords were 
strictly guarded, and French troops in immense multitudes 
were gathering on the opposite bank, it was scarcely possible 
that many days could pass without a battle. 

^' 'Twas but vesterday at this hour,'' said the host, *^ that 
news reached the town that a fight had taken place at Fre- 
mont ; and then, this morning we heard it was all false, and 
that the English Eang has not yet passed the river." 

^^ Where was he when last you beard of him ?" demanded 
Richard of Woodville, taking care to use the French tongue, 
which he spoke with less accent, perhaps, than most of the 
inhabitants of distant provinces. 

^* Oh, he was at Bauvillers," answered the landlord of the 
hostel, *'and he wont get much farther without fighting, I 
fancy; for he has got St Quentin on his right, and our people 
before him. Heaven send that he may not march back agam; 
for then, he would come right through BreteuU; and we are 






348 AGINCOURT. 

poor enough without being pillaged by those vagabond Eng- 
lish. I wonder your Duke does not come to the King's help, 
with all his gallant roen-at«arms, for then these proud islanders 
would be caught in a net, and could not get out'* 

" It is a wonder," answered Richard of Woodville. " But, 
hark ! and, as he listened, he heard two sweet voices talking 
in the hall, in a tongue that sounded like English to h'ls ear. 

" I am sure of it," said the one, " and if it be so, I beseech 
you own it My heart beat so, I can scarcelv speak ; but, I 
say again, I am sure of it ; and that if you will, you have the 
power not alone to punish the guilty, lor that, perhaps, you 
may not desire — ^ 

Yes I do," replied the other, in a somewhat sharper tone; 
and in my own good time, I will do it" 

" To punish the guilty, die time is your own," replied the 
first voice ; *' but, to save the innocent from utter destruction, 
there is no time but the present" 

*^ Ha I you must tell me more," said the second, in a tone 
of surprise; "fix)m utter destruction, did you say? Let us 
to our chamber. There we can speak at ease." 

Richard of Woodville heard no more; but what he did 
hear cast him into deep thought ; and when the next morning 
they again set out upon their journey, he gazed with an in- 
quiring eye at the Canonesses and their companions — ^and, 
minglinff in their conversation, endeavoured to discover if the 
voices which he had heard were to be distineuished amongst 
them. They all laughed and talked gaily wiui him, however, 
in tlie French tongue ; and he came to the conclusion, that 
thouffh the host had assured him the inn was vacant when he 
and his party arrived, some other guests must have passed the 
night within its walls. 

On their way during this day, he remarked that the leader 
of the men-at-arms inquired often and anxiously, in every 
town and village, for news of the two armies. Little informa- 
tion did he gain, except from vague reports; but some of 
these, it would appear, induced him to alter his course towards 
Amiens, and strike off to the right, in the direction of Peronne. 
The young knight had not been inattentive to everything that 
was said, and he heard that the Eling of France, and all his 
nobility, were certainly gathered together in the direction of 
Bapaume, while the rumour grew stronger and more strong, 
that the English army had effected the passage of the Somme 
at some unffuarded ford, in the neighboiurhood of St Quentin, 
and was boldly marching on towards Calais. 

Such tidings, as the reader may well suppose, caused not a 
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little agitation in the mind of the younff soldier. Appre- 
hension, lest a battle should be fought and he be absent, was 
certainly the predominant sensation ; but, still he had to ask 
himself, even if he arrived in time, where arms were to be 
procured, and a horse fit to bear him through such a strife as 
that which was likely to take place? The beast he rode, 
though swift and enduring, was iar too lightly formed to carry 
a kmght equipped according to the fashion of that day ; ana 
no weapons of any kind did he possess, but the dagger which 
he had retained when captured. 

It seemed clear to him, also, that the leader of the Bur- 
gundian men-at-arms, had, in common with most of his 
countrymen, a strong inclination to take part with the French, 
who were naturally considered as kinsmen and allies, against 
the English, who were looked upon as strangers and enemies; 
and he felt convinced that the soldier s course had been altered 
in the hope, that, by falling in with the troops of the King of 
France, he might find a fair excuse for disobeying the more 
politic orders of his Prince, and take a share in the approach- 
ing combat 

Such thoughts brought with them some doubts of his own 
safety; and assuredly the dull, taciturn, and repulsive de- 
meanour of the commander of the troop, was not calculated 
to win confidence. It was evident, however, that orders — 
which he trusted would meet with some respect — had been 
laid upon his sullen companion, to treat him with deference, 
and attend to his comfort and convenience; for, at every 
place where they stopped by the way, the best chamber, after 
their fair charge had been attended to, was assigned to him- 
self; and it was not without permission that the men-at-arms 
sat down to the same table with him, afiecting much to 
reverence his knightly rank. 

At length, after a long and hard day's ride, the party 
reached reronne, on the evening of the second day after 
quitting Breteuil; and as they approached the gates, the 

iroung knight's confidence was somewhat restored, by the 
eader of the men-at-arms riding up to his side, and saying, 
in a low tone, '' I pray you, sir Knight, be carefiil here, and 
give no hint of your being an Englishman ; for we are coming 
on dangerous ground." 

**I will be careful, my good firiend," replied Richard of 

Woodville; ''and to say the truth, if we can discover where 

the King of England is, it may be as well for me to quit your 

party soon, as I may bring danger upon you for no purpose." 

"We shall soon bear more," replied the soldier, ''but you 
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had better be beyond the walls of Peronne, before you part 
from us." 

The scantiness of the band, and the title of Borgundian 
soldiers, soon obtained admission for the little party; but all 
was found in a state of bustle and activity within the town; 
and every tongue was full of the late passage of the King <^ 
England, at a short distance from the place. Great was the 
bravado of the inhabitants, who universally declared, that they 
wished he had sat down before their walls, to afford them an 
opportunity of showing what glorious deeds they would have 
performed; and all spoke of the condition of the English 
troops as lamentable, and their fate sealed. The approaching 
battle was looked forward to as a certain triumpn for the 
arms of France, and rather as a great slaughter of a flying 
enemy, than a conflict with a powerfril force. The very 
monks of the monastery where the men-at-arms received en- 
tertainment, while the Canonesses were lodged in the adjoin- 
ing nunnery, were fiill of the same martial spirit ; and a few 
years earlier, it is probable, their superior would have put 
nimself in armour to aid in the destruction of the foe. Fre- 
quently was Richard of Woodville appealed to as a knight, to 
pronounce upon the likelihood of King Henry surrendering 
at discretion; and some difficulty had he so to shape his 
answers as to escape suspicion. 

From the conversation which took place, however, he 
learned that his own sovereign was in the neighbourhood of a 
small town at no great distance ; and he resolved, as soon as 
he was free from the walls of Peronne, to hurry thither 
without any farther delay. He ventured, during the evening, 
to issue forth for a short time into the city, in the hope of 
being able to purchase arms; but scarcely any were to be 
found in the town; and such had been the demand for good 
armour, that the price had risen far beyond his scanty means. 
All that he could afford to buy was a strong, well-tempered 
sword of a somewhat antique form, which he found in the 
shop of an armourer; and even for that the price demanded 
was enormous. 

Returning to the monastery, he soon escaped from a sort 
of conversation that was by no means pleasant to his ear, by 
retiring to rest ; and though for some time he did not sleep, 
yet when slumber did visit his eyelids, she came soft and 
balmy. The troubled thoughts died away — the anxious 
questioning of the unsatisfied mind ceased — the wild throb- 
bing of the eager heart for the coming of the undeveloped 
hours, found repose ; and be woke calm and refreshed with 
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the first dawn of day, to meet whatever might be in store, 
with a spirit prepared and ready, and a body reinvigorated by 
the alternation of exertion and rest* 

The monastery was one of those, not at all uncommon in 
those days, in which the vow of seclusion did not by any 
means exclude contrivances for enjoying at least some com- 
munion with the world* It was not surrounded by stern 
walls, and a large wing of the building rested upon the street, 
with windows small and high up indeed, and onty lighting the 
chambers appropriated to me use of visitors, but wnich often 
afforded the monks themselves an excellent view of what was 
passing in the town without In dressing himself with as 
much care as circumstances would permit, Kichard of Wood- 
ville approached one of these narrow casements, and gazed 
out upon the gay scene that was enacted below ; and, though 
so eany, multitudes of people were to be seen passii^ along. 
While some stood for a moment gossiping with their neigh- 
bours, some were hunying forward to their busy day, and 
others pausing to watch a considerable body of men-at-arms, 
who, in somewhat bad array, and without the display of much 
soldier-like order, came down from a house farther up. 

When he saw them at a distance, the young knight's first 
thought was, " If all the French troops are like these, it will 
be no very difficult task to win a fiela of them." But as the 
troop came on, and the three leaders riding in front, passed 
under the window, he was struck by the arms of one ot them 
who appeared in the middle. Ue could have sworn that the 
armour in which the knight was habited was familiar to his 
eye; and it must be recollected that the ornaments which 
covered the harness of a man-at-arms in those days were 
rarely the same, so that means of identification were always at 
hand, such as we do not possess in the present times. But 
there, before his eyes, if he could believe their testimony, was 
the identical suit which had been sent to him by good Sir 
Philip Beauchamp, shorUy before he left the shores of Eng- 
land. There were the &n-shaped palettes, with the quaint 
gilt figures in the comers, and the upturned pauldrons with 
the eSgie of gold, and the bacinet shaped like a globe, with 
the enamelled plate on the forehead bearing *^ Ave, Maria T 

There could be no doubt that it was the same ; and Wood- 
ville's brow knit for a moment, and his teeth closed tight* 
But the next instant he smiled again, asking half aloud, '* How 
could a prisoner of near two years escape pillage? If I meet 
you in the field, my fiiend, I will have that harness back 
again for Mary's sake, or I wiU lie low." 



352 AGINCOURT. 

Thus saying, he resumed his toilet, and the troop passed on. 
A moment after, he heard a voice singing, and turning to the 
window again he looked out The sounds did not come from 
below ; but there was a large projecting mass of building, with 
loopholes on the three sides, which protruded into the street 
on his right; and it seemed to him that the sounds came 
thence. He listened, and caught some of the words; but 
every now and then they died away in the cadence of a wild 
French air of the period, but those he could distinguish seemed 
so well suited to his situation at the time, that he strove 
eagerly to hear more: — 

" Away, away, to the field of fame, 

Gallant knig^ht, gallant knight, hie away," 

were the first sounds he could make out ; but the next stanza 
was more distinct, and went on thus, in the French tongue : — 

" Think of thy lady at home in her bower, 
On her knees, for her lord to pray. 
Think of her terror and hope in the hour 
When your banner floats proud in aiTay, 

Well adayl 

" Away, away, to the field of fame, 

Gallant knight, gallant knight, hie away! 
For King, for country, and deathless name 
Ib each stroke that is stricken to-day, 

Trara la, trara la, trara lay! 

" The hopes of years and the fame of life 
Are lost or won ere evening's ray» 
Thy father's spirit looks down on the strife, 
And bids thee to battle away, 

^Vell aday! 

"Away, away, to the field of fame, 

Gallant knight, gallant knight, hie way! 
For king, for country, and deathless name 
Is ea^ stroke that is stricken to-day, 

Trara la, trara la, trara lay! 

As he was listening for more, a knock was heard at the 
door of his chamber, and bidding the applicant come in, 
Richard of Woodville was somewhat surprised to see the 
personage whom we have designated as the clerk*s man, enter 
m some haste. 

"I thought you were still sleeping, sir knight," he said; 
** but I ventured to wake you, as, by Heaven's good will, it 
seems there will be a battle shortly, and methought you would 
like to hear such tidings, and be present at such a deed.'' 

" I have heard that such is likely to be the case,'' answered 
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Woodville, ^' and am eager enough to set out, my friend. But 
how came you here ? and where have you left your master?^ 

"Oh, I have followed you close," the man repUed; "I only 
waited to see that the enemy's hounds had not got scent of 
the deer; but the slot has been crossed by so many other herds, 
that they soon lost the track. I have wakened master Isam- 
bert, who leads the Duke's party, and he will be in the saddle 
in half an hour. As to my master, he has gone by the other 
road, and I dare to say has joined Sir John at Brettenville, or' 
Beauvillers, or where they passed the Somme." 

" Is this Isambert very faithful, think you ?"" asked the young 
knight 

"Not too much so," replied the man, calmly; "but in your 
case he dare as soon give his throat to the knife, as do you 
wronff ; for the Duke, and the Count, and the Lord of Croy, 
would all have bloody vengeance, if aught of evil befel you ere 
you are with your own people. However, it will not be amiss 
to quit him soon ; for I fina a body of his own folks have just 
marched out under Robinet de Boumonville— as wild a 
marauder as ever a wild land brought forth ; and it is well to 
get out of such company when they are too many ; for what 
one man dare not do, a number think nothing of. 

"Then," said the young knight, "this good Isambert's 
arrival at Triel was not a matter of chance, as I thought it?*' 

" Oh, no!" replied the other; "he came thither on purpose 
to give you aid. He might have saved fifteen leagues by 
another road; but the Duke's commands were not to be 
disobeyed. However, noble knight, you had better get some 
breakfast ; for Heaven only knows when we shall have an 
opportunity of putting anything into our mouths again. You 
might as well follow a flight of locusts, they tell me, as our 
army. The refectioner is serving out meat to the men, and 
mead, too, for we have quitted the land of wine." 

The young knight bade him go and provide for himself; 
and, soon following, he took a hasty meal before he mounted 
with the rest The whole party were speedily in the saddle ; 
the streets of the town were soon passed, and the gates of 
Peronne closed behind them. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

THE MT8TBRY. 

It is quite right and proper to suppose that the reader is 
thoroughly acquainted with the position, situation, and pecu- 
liarities of every town, to which we maj be pleased to lead 
him ; and, therefore, it may be unnecessary to remind him, 
that Peronne is surrounded by marshy ground, which soon 
gives way to a hilly country, which, at the time I speak o( 
was of a very wila and desolate character. The party of 
Burgundian norse, with Richard of Woodville and the fidr 
Canonesses, rode on through this track towards Arras, at the 
same quick pace as during the preceding part of their journey; 
and even the ladies themselves were glad to keep their mules 
at a rapid amble ; for the weather had undergone a sudden 
change, and a fi>ul north-easterly wind was olowing sharp, 
cutting them to the marrow. The troop was now increased 
by the presence of the clerk's servant ; and with him, as they 
went, the young English gentleman held more than one con- 
sultation, which resmted in Woodville adopting the resolution 
of quitting the escort, shortly after passing the Abbey of 
Arrouaise, where it was proposed that they should stop to 
dine. 

The whole par^, however, were destined to be disappointed 
of their comfortable meal ; for when, after passing FeuiUan- 
court, Rancourt, and Sailly, they approached the gates of the 
monastery, and ran^ the great bell, no one responded to the 
summons for some time. As they sat upon their horses wait- 
ing for admission, the sight of a neighbouring bam burnt to 
the ground, and still smoking, showed them that some party 
of pillagers had passed that morning; and they began to 
think that the monastery was deserted, which was certainly 
the case with the little village itself. The sound of voices 
within, however, at length induced them to make another 
application to the bell ; and, after a short pause, a monk's 
head appeared at the window over the gate, exclaiming, 
^' Get you gone, brothers, get you gone, i ou cannot enter 
here." 

The leader of the troop remonstrated, and announced his 
name as Isambert of Agincourt ; but the reply was still the 
same, the monk adding, by way of explanation, <^We have 
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«aflered too raadt from you all already this morning. We 
will open our gates to none, and we have cross-bow men 
within, who wilTshoot if you do not retire. Do you not see 
the bams burning?^ 

^ But that was done by the savage Englishmen," replied 
Isambert ; ^ we are friends. We are men of Burgundy.'' 

*' So were these," answered the monk; ^but the Duke and 
the English understand each other; for that sacril^ous 
villain, Kobinet de Boumonville, had Englishmen with mm. 
Get you gone, I will hear no more ; and if you do not go, the 
men shall shoot" 

The siriit of several men upon the wall, with cross-bows in 
their hands, gave effect to the old man's words ; and Isambert 
withdrew slowly, muttering curses at his friend, Robinet de 
Boumonville, K>r depriving him of his dinner. When he 
reached the bottom of the next slope, he halted to consult his 
companions and Richard of Wood^e, as to what was to be 
done to procure food for themselves and for their horses ; and 
he finally determined to return to Sailly, where a good hostel 
had been observed as they passed. 

But Richard of Woodville took this opportunity of separat* 
ing himself from the rest of the party, and announced his in- 
tention to Isambert of A^court, who seemed by no means 
sorry to get rid of him. The clerk's man and his own page 
were the only companions whom the young gentleman ex* 
pected to go with him ; and he was not a little surprised when 
the two novices drew aside from the ladies of Cambray, and 
the taller of the two begged that he would have the kindness 
to give them the benefit of his escort as far as Hesdin, saying 
'* We were on our way to Amiens, and thence to Montreuu, 
and not to Arras, whitner, it seems now, this noble gentleman 
is bending his steps." 

One of the Canonesses interposed a remonstrance, repre- 
senting the danger of falling in with some party of English 
troops; but she did not venture to use a tone of authority, as 
the novices belonged to another Order; and the young lady 
who had already spoken, replied briefly, in a resolute and 
somewhat haughty tone, *^ that she had no fear, and, knowing 
what it was her duty to do, should do it" 

*' Well, settle the matter as you please, fair ladies," cried 
Isambert of Agincourt; ^<only be quick, for I have no time 
to lose ;" and no farther opposition being made, Richard of 
Woodville undertook to protect, as far as he could, the two 
novices on the way, only warning them in general terms, that 
as soon as he discoveredl the exact position of the armies, he 
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must join them ; promisingy however, to send on his page and 
the man with them to Hesdin. This being understood, he 
todc leave of the commander of the men-at-arms ; and choos- 
ing the first road to the left, under the direction of the clerk's 
man, who seemed thoroughly acquainted with the whole 
country, he proceeded for some way at a quick pace, till thej 
reached a village, which seemed to have escaped the jnredatory 
mropensities of the soldiery on both parts, and there paused to 
feea his horses, and to procure some refreshment for himself 
and his companions. 

Though he had tried to entertain the two young ladies to 
the best of his power as they rode along, either their notions 
of propriety, or some anxiety in regard to their situation, ren- 
dered them cold and taciturn in their communications ; and, 
unlike the gay Canonesses from whom they had just parted, 
they neither seemed inclined to converse with the knight or 
witn each other, nor ever raised their veils to take a coquettish 
look at the country through which they passed. They now 
refused refreshment, also, saying, *^ It is not our habit to eat 
with men ;" and as the house, at which they had bought some 
bread and mead, had but one public room, Richard of Wood- 
ville, with his two male companions, retired to the door while 
the horses fed, and left the shy novices to partake of what was 
set upon the table if they thought fiL 

While there, the young knight entered into conversation 
with the good peasant who supplied them, and, though the 
jargon which the man spoke was scarcely intelligible, made 
out, that the English army had marched from Acheuz on the 
preceding day, and had encamped the night before amongst 
the villages near the source of the Canche. Of the move- 
ments of the French army he could learn nothing, however, 
which led him to a false belief, that he was likely to meet 
with no interruption from the enemy in following the march 
of his own sovereign. 

As the young knight rode on, and came into the country 
through which the English army had passed, the sad and terrible 
effects of that barbarous system of warfare, which was universal 
in those times, made themselves visible at every step. Houses 
and villages burnt, cattle slaughtered and left half consumed 
by the wayside, and fruit trees cut down for the purpose of 
lighting fires, presented themselves all along the roaa ; and 
the painful feelings which such a scene could not but produce 
were aggravated by the lamentations of the villagers, who felt 
no terror at the appearance of a party consisting of vh omen 
and of men without any arms except those usually worn in 
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time of peace, and who poured forth their complaints to 
Woodville's ear, pointing to their rained dwellings, and their 
little property destroyed, and cursing the ambition of kings, 
and the ferocity of their soldiery. 

The young knight felt grieyed and sorrowful ; but he was 
surprised to find that the bitterness of the peasantry was less 
excited against the English themselves, than he had expected; 
and, on guiding the conversation with one of these poor men 
in a direction which he thought would lead to some explana- 
tion of the fact, the villager replied vehemently, " The English 
are not so bad as our own people. They are enemies, and 
we might expect worse at their hands; but, wherever the 
King or his brothers were, they destroyed little or nothing, 
and only took what they wanted. But, since they have 
passed, we have had two bands of Frenchmen, who have de- 
stroyed everything that the English left, on the pretence that 
we mvoured them, though they knew that we could not resist. 
The Duke of York took my meat and m^ flour; but he lefi; 
my house standing, and injured no one m the place. That 
cursed Robinet de Boumonville, and his companion the cap- 
tain Vodeville, burnt down my house and carried off my 
daughter.'' 

The young knight consoled the poor man as well as he could, 
and gave him a piece of silver, thinking it somewhat strange^ 
indeed, that one of Boumonville's companions should have a 
name so nearly resembling his own. He and his companions 
rode on, however, still finding that the band, which he had 
seen issue forth firom Peronne in the morning, had gone on 
before them, till they reached the town of Acheux, which 
was well nigh deserted. Most of the houses were closed and 
the doors nailed up; but they had evidently been broken 
into by the windows, and had been rifled of all their contents. 
In the mere hovels, indeed, some cottagers were seen; and 
on inquiring of one of these where they could find any place 
of rest, as night was coming on, the man led them to a large, 
ancient, embattled mansion in the centre of the town, which, 
though stripped of everything easily portable, still contained 
some beds and pallets. An old woman was found in the 
house, which she said belonged to the Lord of Acheux, and 
for a small piece of silver she agreed to make the strangers as 
comfortable as she could, seeming — ^perhaps, firom old experi- 
ence of such things — perhaps, from the obtuseness of age — to 
feel the horrors of war less keenly than any one they had yet 
met with. Money, however, made all her faculties alive, and 
declaring that she knew, notwithstanding the pillage which 
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the place bad undeigone, where to procuie com for the cattle, 
and bread, em, and even wine, for the par^, she set cot 
upon her seard^ while WoodviUe and his two male companions 
led the horses and mules to the vacant stable, and the two 
novices remained in one of the desolate chambers up the great 
fli^t of stairs. 

When the beasts had been tied to the manger, the yooog 
knight returned with the man and the boy to their fidr com- 
panions ; but the old woman had not yet returned ; and as 
night was falling &st, he lighted a small lamp which he finmd 
in the kitchen, and returned with it to the chamber above* A 
few minutes aAer, while he was expressing his sorrow to the 
two maidens that he could find no better lodraig for them, 
the sound of a onall party of horse was heard below, and a 
voice exclaimed in iWlish, ^' Ah I there is a light — ^I will 
lodge here, Matthew. Take my casque. This cursed cuirass 
pinches me on the shoulder: unbuckle this strap. Keep a 
watch for Ned, or any one he may send." 

The voice was not unfamiliar to Richard of Woodville; 
and a heavy firown gathered upon his brow. His first impulse 
was to lay nis hand upon his sword, and take a step towards 
the door; but then, remembering what fearful odds there 
might be against him, he turned to the window and looked 
out. He could distinguish little but that there were ten or 
twelve men below ; and as he gazed, a step was heard upon 
the stairs. The youn^ gentleman turned hastily to close and 
bolt the door; but to nis surprise he beheld the taller of the 
two novices with the lamp in her hand, walking rapidly 
towards the entrance; and turning towards him, she saia in a 
stem and solemn tone, '* Leave hmi to me !" 

The next instant she had passed the door; and when 
Bichard of Woodville reached it and looked out into the 
ffloomy corridor, he could see her, by the lamp that she held 
in her hand, meet Simeon of Roydon, upon whose fiu» the 
fiill light feU, as he was iust reaching the top of the 8taii& 
Her back was towards ihe young knight, but he perceived 
liiat she suddenly raised her vei£ and he heard her say, in 
English, and in a deep and solemn tone, ** Hal Have you 
come at length ?" 

Whatever might have been the import of those words on 
the ear of him to whom they were addressed, he staggered, 
fell back, and would have been precipitated from the tcm to 
die bottom of the stairsi, had he not by a convulsive enort 
srasped the rope that ran along the wall The light was 
instantly extinguished, and the moment after Richard felt the 
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nonce's band laid upon his ann, drawing him back into the 
room. They all listened, and steps were heard rapidly de- 
scending the stairsy followed by the voice of Simeon of Roy don 
ezdaiminffy ^ No, no, 1 cannot lodge here — ^I will not bxlge 
here I Mount, and away. We will go on." 

'^ But, noble knight," said another voice, — 

** Away, away !" cried Simeon of Roydon again. " Mount ! 
or by Heaven — " and immediately there came the sound of 
armed men springing on their horses, the tramp of the chargers 
as they rode away, and the fisdnter noise or their departing 
leet 

<* In the name of Heaven, who are you?" demanded Richard 
of Woodville, addressing her who had produced such a strange 
efiect. 

^ One whom he bitterly injured in former days," replied 
the novice ; ** and whom he diunes not fiu» even now. Ask 
no more : that is enough !" 

^ It were well to qmt this place," said the other girl, in a 
low voice. And the clerk's man urged the same course, add- 
ing, « He may take heart and retuni,-be8ide8, he spoke of 
some one commg.^ 

Richard of Woodville remained in silence, meditating 
deeply for several minutes, with his arms folded on his chest, 
and his eyes bent down. The fiiint outline of his figure was 
all that could be seen in the dim semi-darkness that pervaded 
the room ; but the novice who had proposed to go, approached 
hin^ gently, and kying her hand upon liis arm, again urged it, 
aayi^, ^' Had we not better go r 

^ Well," said the young krusht, starting from his reverie as 
if suddenly awakened from a cueam, ** let us go. But yet a 
cold night ride, with no place of shelter for two young and 
tender things like you, is no sli^t matter. Run down, boy, 
and liffht the lamp again — ^ 

^'NoyUOyno!" cried one of the two ladies, eageriy. '* Light 
it not ! let us go at once. — ^Hark I there is some one below." 

*^ The did woman's step," cried the page; ^I will run down 
and see what she has got." 

He returned in a moment with the good dame, bearing 
more than she had promised* She easily understood the 
leaaon why "the light whidi she offered was refused; and 
after takins feme wine and bread, the whole party descended 
to the stable, whence the hones were brought forth; and 
Richard of Woodville, paying her well for her trouble and her 
provisions, bade the paee take the remainder of the bread to 
Ked the poor beasts, vmen they coold venture to pause. In 
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less than a quarter of an hour the young knight and his com- 
panions were once more on their way, under the direction of 
the clerk's man, who proposed that they should bear a little 
towards Doulens, which would lead them out of the immediate 
track that the English army had followed. 



CHAPTER XLL 

THB CAMP. 

September days are short and bright, like the few hours of 
happiness in the autumn of man's career. September niffhts 
are long and dull, like the wearing cares and innrmities of life's 
decline ; but often the calm grand moon will shed her cold 
in>lendour over the scene, solemn and serene, like the light of 
those consolations which Cicero su^ested to his friena, for 
the privation of the warmer joys and more vivid hopes that 
pass away with the spring and summer of existence, and with 
the departure of the brighter star. 

The wind was sinking away, when Richard of Woodville 
rode out with his companions from the ruined village of 
Acheux, and soon fell into a calm soft breeze ; the moon rose 
up in her beauty, and cleared away the dull white base that 
had spread over the sky, during the whole day ; and, as the 
travellers wended on in silence, the features of the scene 
around were clearly marked out by the rays, every bold mass 
standing forth in strong relief, every deep valley seeming an 
Abyss, where darkness took refuge from the eye of light. For 
about eight miles farther they pursued their way almost in 
total silence ; but at the end of^ that distance, the hanging 
heads and feeble pace of the horses and mules showed, that 
they would soon be able to go no farther: and the young 
knight looked anxiously for some place of repose. 

That part of the country, as the reader is aware, is famous 
for its rocks and caverns. There is a very remarkc^le cave at 
a place called Albert, but that was at a considerable distance 
benind them, and on their left In passing along, however, 
by the side of a steep cliff, which ran at the distance of a few 
hundred yards from the road, with a green sward between, 
the moon shone full upon the rocky face of the hill, and the 
eye of Richard of Woodville soon perceived the mouth of a 
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cavern, like a black spot upon the surface of the mountain. 
After some consultation with his companions, and some sug- 
gestions regarding wolves and bears, Woodville determined to 
try whether shelter could not be found in this ** autre vast," 
for a few hours ; and, riding up as far as the footing was safe 
towards the entrance, the whole party dismounted, and the 
joung knight entering first, explored it by the feel to the 
very farther end, which, indeed, was at no great distance, as 
it luckily happened, for in some cases, such an undertaking 
might have been attended with considerable peril. 

It was perfectly vacant, however, and Woodville brought 
the two novices within the brow of the rude arch, assuring them 
that they might rest on a large stone near the mouth in safety. 
He then led his own horse up, the others following, and 
taking the bits out of their mouths, the men distributed 
amongst them the bread they had brought from the village, 
which the Door beasts ate slowly, but with apparent gladness, 
and then fell to the green grass on the mountun side with 
still greater relish. 

AU the party were silent, for all were very weary; and 
while the clerk's man laid himself down on the sandy bottom 
of the cave, and the page sat nodding at the entrance, Richard 
of Woodville remained standing just within the shadow, with 
his arms folded on his chest; and the two novices remained 
seated on the stone where they had first placed themselves, 
with their arms twined together. The young knight thought 
that they would soon fall asleep ; but such was not the case ; 
and when, after the moon had travelled some way to the 
south, the sound of a horse's feet made itself heard' through 
the stillness of the night, trotting on towards Acheux, the 
slighter and the shorter of the two gurls rose suddenly, and 
cominff forward gazed towards the road, on which, at this 
time, the rays were foiling strong. A moment after a single 
h<n:seman rode by at a quick pace, but turned not his head in 
the direction of the cavern, and seemed litde to think that he 
was watched ; for the figure of the slumbering page miffht 
well have passed for some stone of a quaint form, in that aim 
light, and the horses had been gathered tc^ether under the 
shadow of a rock. 

She strained her eyes upon the passing traveller; and then, 
as he rode on, she returned to her companion and whispered 
something to her. The other replied in the same low tone, 
and, after a brief conversadon, tney relapsed into silence; 
and the young knight stripping off his cloak, gave it to them 
to wrap themselves in, ana counselled them to seek some 
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vmpose against tbe fiitigues of the coining day. They would 
fiun have excused themselves fiom tdung the mantle ; bat be 
insisted, sayine that he felt the air somy ; and then seatmg 
himself at a distance, he closed his eyes, strove to banisb 
dionght, and after several efforts doaed lightly, waking eveiy 
five or ten minntes and looking oat to the sky, till at Imgdi a 
fiynt grey streak in the east told him that morning was at 
hand. Then rousing his companions, he called tnem to 
repeat their matin prayers, ana after they were conefaided, 
hastened to prepare the horses and mules fbr their onwud 
journey. 

Day had not fidhr dawned ere they were once more on the 
way ; but a consi^nible distance still lay between them and 
Hesdin; and the few and scan^ villages that were then to 
be found in that part of the country, were in general deserted, 
so that but litde food was to be found for man or beast At 
(me finmhouse, indeed, the two weaiy girls found an hoar's 
repose on the bed of the good fiomer's wife. Some bread and 
meat, and, also, one feed of com was procured for the hoises 
and mules; but that was all that could be obtained during the 
whole day, till at length about Fremicourt, they met with a 
man fiom whom they learned the exact position of the two 
armies, which were now drawing nearer and nearer to each 
other, the head quarters of the one having been established 
at St Pol, and those of t» English at BUu^y. 

Shortly after, the clerk^^ man pointed out a narrow road to 
the left, saying, that leada to Hesdin ; and Woodville, drawing 
in his rein, turned to lus fair companions, saying, '< Here^ 
then, wef must part ; for I must on to Blangy with all speed. 
The man and the boy shall accompany you; and God guard 
you on your way." 

** Farewell, then, for the present, sir knight," replied the 
taller a£ the two girls. " We dbudl meet again, I think, when 
I may thank you lietter than I can now." 

'< 6ut take your pa« with you, at least, sir," said the 
other; *^ we shall be qmte safe, I doubt not" 

Richard of Woodville would not consent, however; and 
giving the boy some directions, he waved his hand, and rode 
away. Once — just as he was ffoing — ^he turned his head, 
heanng voices speaking, and thinking some one called him by 
name ; but the younger novice, as she seemed* was talking 
with apparent eagerness to the derk's man, and be caught the 
sounds— '* As soon as he is gone." — ^ Take pl^ii)^ with 

The young knight perceived that the words were not 
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addressed to him, and sparred forward. Eveoing was coining 
on apace; and Blangy was still ten or twelve miles distant; 
bat his horse was exhausted with long travelling and little 
food, and nothing would urge him into speed. At a slow 
walk he parsaed his way, till at length, just as the sun touched 
the ed^ of the western sky, the animal stopped altogether, 
with his limbs trembling and evidently imabie to proceed. 
Richard of Woodville dinnoanted ; and tiddng the bit out of 
the horse's mouth, he relieved him from the saddle, and led 
him a little way from the road, saying, ** There, poor beast, 
find food and rest if you can." He then left him, and walked 
on a-foot 

The red evening light at first slowed brightly in the sky ; 
bat soon it grew grey, and &int twmght was w that remained, 
when the road woimd in to a deep forest, covering the sides 
of a high hilL Woodville had heanl that Blangy was situated 
in the midst of woodlands, and his heart felt relieved as he 
approached ; but the darkness increased as he went on, and 
at length the stars shone out above. Soon after a bum as of 
a distant multitude met his ear; but it was lost again as the 
road wound round the ascent amidst the tall trees; and all 
was silent and solemn. About a quarter of a mile onward, 
where the hill was steep, the path rose above the scrubby 
brushwood on his left, and he could see over the forest to a 
spot where a reddish glare rose up from the bottom of the 
valley. But somewhat farther in the forest itself on a spot 
where the taller trees had &llen before the axe, and nothing 
but thin underwood remwied, he caught a sight of three or 
Ibar fires, the light of which shone upon some half dosen 
tents; and the figures of men moving about across the blaze 
were apparent, notwithstanding the darkness of the niffht. 

The distance miirht be three or four hundred yards ; and 
Ricl^urd of Woodville, wearied and exhausted, resolved to 
make his way thither, rather than take the longer and nx»e 
tedious course of following the road to the bottom of the hilL 
Plunging in, then, sometimes through low copse, sometimes 
amongst tall trees, he hurried on, feeling fiunt and heavy- 
beMted again^ tx the first joy of rejoining his countrymen 
had passed away, and fi^m the rumours he nad heard, he not 
a little doubted of his reception. He knew, indeed, that he 
had nothing to reproach himself with, and felt sure that he 
should easi^ prove the felsehood of any chai^ against him: 
but it was painfiil to think that, after long imprisonment^ 
and the loss of many a brijzht day and fond hope, be should be 
met with coldness and nowns upon his first return. The 
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body, too, weighed upon the spirit as it always does in eveiy 
moment of lassitude and exhaustion, so that aU things seemed 
darker to his eye than they would have done at another 
moment. 

On he walked, however, his feet catching in the long brien, 
or striking against the stumps of felled trees, till at length a 
man started up before him, and exclaimed, ** Who goes there?'' 

''A friend!" answered the young knight^ in the same 
English ton^e. 

" What finend?" deiAanded the soldier, advancing;. 

" My name is Woodville. Lead me to your lorcC whoever 
he is," replied Richard. 

** Here, Mark T cried the man to another, who was a little 
farther down, *' take him to Sir Henry's tent ;" and 8u£feriDg 
the knight to pass on, he laid himself down again amongst the 
leaves. 

The second soldier gazed at the young knight steadily for 
a moment by the blaze of the bumuig wood, and then told 
him to follow, murmuring something to himself as he led the 
way. They passed the two fires without any notice from the 
men who were congregated round, and approached the tents^ 
while firom the valley below, rose up some wild stnuns of 
instrumental music, the flourish of trumpets and clarions, 
mixed with the sound of many human voices* talking, laughing, 
and shouting. 

" Have you seen the enemy yet?" asked Richard of Wood- 
ville. 

'' No, sir," replied his ^uide ; *^ but we shall see him to- 
morrow, they say. Here is the knight's tent You may go 
in, I know." 

The man laid a strong emphasis on the word '* vou," and 
turning to look at him, as held back the hanginas of the tent, 
the young knight thought he recognised an old fimuliar (ace. 
The next instant he was within the canvass, and beheld before 
him a man of about his own age, seated at a board nused upon 
two trestles, with a lamp burning, and a book spread out 
under his eyes. His head was bent upon his hand, and the 
curls of his thick short hair were black, mingled here and 
there with a silvery thread. He was deep in stuKly, and beard 
not the nistle of the tent as the stranger entered, nor his foot- 
fall within; and Richard paused for an instant and gazed 
upon him. As he did so, his eye grew moist ; and he said in 
a low voice, " Dacre ! — Harry !" 

Sir Henry Dacre started, and raised his worn and care- 
wrought countenance; and springing forward, he clasped 



AGINCOURT. 365 

WoodviUe in his arms, exclaiming, *^ Oh, Richard — can it be 
you?" 

Then looking with an apprehensive eye round the tent, he 
said, " Thank God, there is no one here ! — ^Did they know 
you? — Did any one see you?" 

"Yes," replied Richard of Woodville; **two of your men 
saw me, Dacre. But what means all this? — Why should 
Richard of Woodville fear to be seen by mortal man ?" 

** Oh, there are strange and false reports about, Richard," 
replied Dacre, with a sorrowful look; — ''false, most false, I 
know them to be. I am too well aware how men can lie and 
calumniate. But you will find all men, except some few true 
friends, against you here ; for day by day, and hour by hour, 
these rumours have been increasmg, and every one, even to 
the peasantiy of the land, seem to be leagued against you." 

''Give me but some food, Dacre, and a cup of wine," 
answered Richard of Woodville, " and I will meet them this 
minute face to face. Why, Dacre, I have nought to fear. I 
have had neither time nor opportunity to do one base act, if I 
had been so willed. I am but a few short days out of bonds, 
— and my first act will be to seek the King, and dare any man 
on earth to bring a charge against me.^' 

"Not to-night, not to-night," cried Sir Harry Dacre; "let 
there be some preparation mrst — Hear all that has been said." 

" Not an hour will I lie under a stain, Harry," replied his 
friend. "I am weary, faint, and exhausted for want of food. 
Give me some wine and bread — ^throw open the door of your 
tent ; and let all your men see me. Let them rejoice that I 
have come back to do myself right I fear not to show my 
face to any one." 

Dacre, with a slow step and thoughtful brow, went to the 
entrance of the tent and called to those without, to bring food 
and wine ; and the board was soon spread with such provisions 
as the camp could afibrd. Seating himself on a coffer of 
arms, Woodville ate sparingly, and drank a cup of wine, asking 
from lime to time, "where is Sir John Grey? — ^Where is my 
good uncle? — He will not be absent from an enterprise like 
this, I am right sure." 

"Here, here; both here," answered Sir Henry Dacre; 
"and Mary and Isabel are even now at Calais, — but be 
advised, my friend. Do not show^ourself to^nicht The 
whole court is crowding round the King in the village down 
below. Let the battle be first over. You will do good 
service, I am sure. You can fight in armour not your oym, 
and then — ^ 
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''Armoury Hanry T cried the yoong kni^t, ''I hove no 
armour; but the armour of a true heart; and that is prorf 
aoainst the ahafb of caliuimy. It never diall be sud that 
Kchard of Woodville paused when the straightfoniard coone 
of honour was before him. Thought, pmantiony cave, woold 
be a dander on my own good name — I need no meditated 
defence. I have done nought on earth that an Ei^Ush 
knight should blush to do ; and he who says so lies — . Now 
I am ready for the task— Ha» Hush of Clatford, is that pa?" 
he continued, as some one entered the tent. ** Yoa have just 
c(Mne in time to be my messenger.'* 

'' Full glad I am to see yon, noble mr," answered the stout 
yeoman ; ** we have a worid of liars amongst us^ which is the 
only thing that makes me fimcy these Frenchmen may win 
the day. But, now you are come, you will put them to 
nlence, I am sure." 

** Right, Hu^h, risht T replied Woodville. << But you have 
some word for Sir l£urry. Speak your message; and then I 
Will give mme. 

<' 'Tis no great matter, sir," said Hugh of Clatfiird. '' Sir 
Philip begp you would send him two loads of arrows, Sir 
Henry, if you have any to spare ; that is all," he continued, 
addressing Daoe; and when the knight had answered, 
Woodville resumed eagerly, '^ If you aze a true friend, Hugh, 
you will go do down for me to the King's quarters, and say to 
the first high officer that you can speak to, that Sir Richard 
of Woodville, just escaped from a French prison, is here in 
camp, and beseeches his Grace to grant him audience, as he 
hears that fidse and calumnious reports, to whidi he gives the 
lie, have been spread concerning him, while he has been 
suffering captivity.'' 

*<I will call out our old knight himsel^^' replied Hugh; 
<*he is now with the King at the castle, and will do the 
errand boldly, I am sure." 

*^ Away then, quick, good Hugh, for I am all impatience,'* 
said Woodville ; and the yeoman retired. 

When he was gone. Sir Harrv Dacre would fiun have 
spoken with his friend regarding all the reports that had been 
circulated of him during his araence; but Woodville woald 
not hear ; and, taking another cup of wine, he said, ** I shall 
learn the fidsehoods soon enough, Harry. — Now tell me of 
yourself and Isabel." 

But Dacre waved his hand. ** I cannot talk of that,** he said, 
'^ 'tis the same as ever. She knows how I love her, and her 
father too ; but the phantom of a doubt still crosses her— even 
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her; that I can see, and good Sir Philip aaawers bluffly as is 
his wont, that he knows it is false ; but yet — ^bnt yet I Oh, 
that accursed * but yet,' Richard. The plague spot is upon 
me stilL That is enouffh. The breath of one foul vapour 
can obscure the son, ana the tongue of one &lfie villain can 
tarnish the honour of a life.^ 

^'Poo, nonsense, Harry,'* answered his companion; ''I will 
show you ere many hoars be over, how lightly I can shake 
fiilsehood off. Tis still your own heart that swdls the load. 
I had not thought my uncle was so foolish — so unkind." 

He whiled hmi on to speak £mher; but the same ckmd 
was still upon Sir Henry Dacie's mind. It was unchanged and 
dark as ever. Study, to which he had given himself i^ had 
done nought to clear it away ; reflection had not chaised it 
thence ; time itself had not lightened it 

Half an hour passed, and then there came a tramp as of 
armed men. Dacre looked anxiously on his friend's &ce; 
but WoodviUe heard it calmly ; and when the hangings were 
drawn back and a royal officer entered, followed by a party of 
archers, no change came upon his countenance. 

*' What is your jdeasnre. Sir William Porter?" asked Dacre, 
looking at him earnestly. 

'^I am sorry, sir, to have this duty," replied the officer; 
*^ but I am sent to arrest Sir Ridiard of WoodviUe^ diarged 
with high treason." 

Woodvilk smiled; '^Are your orders, sir, to bring me 
before the Kine?" he demanded. 

^^ No, sir knight," answered Sir William Porter, ''I am to 
hold you a prisoner till his Grace's pleasure is known." 

''Then I must ask a boon," replied WoodviUe; *' which is 
simply this, that you will keep me here in ward, till one of 
your men convey this to the King. He gave it me long ago, 
and bade me in a strait like this^ make use of it. Let your 
messenger say, that I claim his royal promise to be heard when 
I ask it." At the same time, he took a ring from his finger; 
but then, recdlecting himselt^ he said, " But stay, I will write 
— so he commanded/' 

" You must write (juickly, sir knicht," replied Sir William 
Porter; ''for the King retires early, and I must not wait 
long." 

" My words shall be very few," answered WoodviUe ; and 
Sir Harry Dacre, with hasty hands, produced paper and ink. 
The young knight's words were, indeed, few. " My Liege," 
he wrote, " I have returned from long captivity, and find that 
I have been charged with crimes whue my tongue was silent 
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in prison. I know not what men laj to my account; but I 
know that I have done no wrong. Your Grace once promised, 
that if I needed aught at your royal hands, and sealed my 
letter with the ring you then gave me, you would read the 
contents yourself and at once. I do so now ; but I have no 
boon to ask of you, my Liege, but to be admitted to your 
presence, to hear the cnarf^ made against me, and to ^ve 
the lie to those who made them. Love to your royal person, 
zeal for your service, honour to your crown, I own 1 have 
ever felt; but if these be not crimes, I have committed none 
other against you, and am ready to be sifted like chaff, sure 
that my honesty will appear. God grant you, royal Sir, his 
great protection, victory over all your enemies, and subjects 
as fidtnfiil as 

" RiCHABD OF WOODVILLB." 

He folded, sealed it, and delivered it to the royal officer, 
saying, ** Let the King be besought to look at the seal. His 
royal promise is given that he will read it with bis own eyes.*" 

Sir William Porter examined the impression with a thought- 
fiil look, and then replied abruptly, " I will take it myself.— 
Guard the tent," he continued, turning to his men, and with- 
drew. 

With more speed than Woodville or Dacre had thought 
possible, he returned, and entering, bade the prisoner follow. 
*'The King will see you, sir knight," he said; '^your letter 
has bad its effect." 

''As all true words ever will have on his noble heart," 
replied Woodville, rising. 

** I will go with you, Richard," exclaimed Sir Harry Dacre. 
"Who is with the Kin^, Sir William?" 

** His uncle, noble sir, his brothers, the Earl of Warwick, 
Sir Philip Beauchamp, Sir John Grey, Philip the Treasurer, 
and some others. But we must speed, for it is late ;" and, 
leading the way from the tent, he walked on towards the 
small town of Blangy, with Woodville and his friend, followed 
by the archers, and one or two of Dacre's servants. 
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CHAPTER XLn. 

t 

THE CHAB6E8. 

" We shall see, my good lord, we shall see/' said Henry V. 
to the Earl of Stimbrd as he stood surrounded by his court 
in the hall of the old castle of Blangy. ** I have, it is true, 
learned sad lessons, that those we most trust are often the 
least worthy. — Nay, let me not say * often,' but rather, some- 
times; ana yet," he added^ after a pause, '^ perhaps I am 
wrong there, too ; for it has not happened to me in life, that 
one, of whom I have had no misgivings, has proved fiUse. — 
May it never happen. Those, indeed, of whom I would not 
believe the strange and instinctive doubts which sometimes, 
from a mere look or tone, creep into the heart — those whom I 
have trusted against my spint, may have, indeed, betrayed 
me; but there is something in plain straightforward honesty 
that may not always suit a monarch's humour, but which 
cannot well be suspected — ^and besides — but it matters not 
We shall see." 

It was evident to all, that his thoughts turned to that dark 
conspiracy against his throne and life, which had been detected 
and punished at Southampton ; and as every one knew it was 
a pamful and a dangerous subject with the King — the only 
one, indeed, that ever moved him to a hasty burst of passion, 
all were silent ; and while the King still bent his eyes to the 
ground in meditation. Sir William Porter, afterwards raised to 
the then high office of grand carver, entered and approached 
his Sovereign. 

" The prisoner is without, royal Sir," he said. 

** Let him come in," answered Henry ; and raising his face 
towards the door, he r^arded Woodville as he walked forward, 
followed by Sir Henry Dacre, with that fixed unwavering 
glance that was peculiar to him. His eyelids did not wink, 
not the slightest movement of the lips or nostril could be 
observed by those nearest him ; but the light of his eye fell 
calm and grave upon the young knight, like the beams of a 
wintry sun. 

The demeanour of Woodville was not less like himselC 
With a rapid step, firm and firee, with his broad chest ex- 
panded, his brow serene but thoughtful, and with his eyes 
raised to the monarch without looking to the right or left, he 

B B 
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advanced till he was within two steps of Henry, and then 
bowed his head with an air of calm respect He was quite 
silent, however, till the King spoke. 

'^ You have asked to be admitted to our presence, Sir 
Richard of Woodville," said the King ; ^* and, according to 
the tenour of a promise once made, we have granted your 
request What have you to say to the charges made against 
your 

** I know not what they aie, mv Liege,^ replied Woodville; 
^ but, whatever they auy be, if they lay to my account anght 
af didoyalty to you, I sar that they we tsiae* 

*' And httre you heaid nothing?'' asked the King, in a tone 
ef surpnse; ^ has no one told you?'* 

*^ B^ would not hear me, we," said Dacie^ stenptng fb^ 
wavd. ^ He said he would meet them uBprepana in your 
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<* it is weU," rejoined Henry; *' then yon shall hear tfaoa 
fiom my lijpa, sir ui^t ; and God gPfot you dear yourself; 
fcr none wishes it mote than I dob--i)id I not ooraraand yoii» 
m, now well nig^ twen^ months am, to retire fiom die 
fiMEces of our cousin of Bursundy and return to your natote 
land, for our especial service r* 

'< Such commands may have been sent, my Liege, but they 
never reached me," replied the young kni^t; ^ and when a 
mere rumour found its way to me, I was on the eye of seltiDg 
out on that fiital enterprise in which I lost my liberty. I can 
appeal to the noble Lord of Croy when the tidinffs came, to 
K>eak how much pain they gave me, and how ready I was to 
anwdon all and follow your commands." 

** Be it so," answered Henry; ** that point shall be inquired 
into. You say you have been a prisoner. How long^ is it 
since you were set at liberty?" 

** But five days, Sire," replied the knight; ** no longer than 
was neediiil to journey fix>m Montl'herrv hither." 

<* And did you come alone T* demanded the King. 

'' No, Sire,*^' said Bichard of WoodviUe ; '' fix>m the abbey 
at Arrouaise, I was accompanied by my page, a man yAo 
aided in my escape jfirom prison, and two young novices 
journeying to MontreuiL I sent the two ladies fix>m Fremir 
court on to Hesdin, under the escort of the man and the page, 
and rode on hitherward myself, till my horse would go no 
fiuther. The rest of the way I walked on foot" 

** But before you reached Arrouaise, were you alone ?" 
inquired the Kinff • 

*^ No, Sire ; as for as Triel» I had but the man, the boy, and 
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a clerk of Sir John Grey's with me, who effected my liberation 
between them; but after that I was accompanied by a 
small body of Burgundian horse, who were escorting some 
Canonesses and these two novices on the way.'' 

*^ Add, and burning monasteries, plundering villages, and 
cutting off the stragglers of your Sovereign's army, sir Knight,** 
rejoined the King, sternly. 

Richard of Woodville gazed in his &ce fer an instant in 
surprise, and then broke into a gay laugh, saying, 

" ' I avow to God, auoth Hany, 
I ahall not lefe oehynde. 
May I mete with Bernard 
Or Bajard the blynde.' 

Now I understand your Grace, for I have come upon the 
track of these men, and somewhat wondered to hear in the 
mouth of hinds and peasants, the name of Woodville, or Vode« 
ville as they called it, coupled with curses. Nay, more, my 
liege, I saw in the good town of Peronne, throuffh which i 
passed, a man in my own armour, at the head of a laige troop 
of men-at-arms." 

*' I saw him, too, Dickon ;" cried the voice of old Sir Philip 
Beauchamp, *' as he followed our rear at Pont Sl Remie ; 
and would have sworn that it was thyself, had I not known 
thy true heart from a boy." 

** A strange tale, sir knight," said the King, without relaxing 
his grave frown ; '* and the more strange, when coupled witfi 
the &cts of your having never received my commands to 
return, sent long ago, and my messenger having brought me 
word, as if from your mouth, that you could not obey, as you 
had taken service with the Duke of Burgundy for two years 
and a da^." 

*^ He IS a fiilse knave, my Liege," replied the knight ; " and, 
as to my ever having forgotten your Grace's commands even 
for a day, not to engage myself ior long, that I can prove, for 
thank God my contract with the gooil Duke John I have 
always kept about me. Here it is ; and if you look, royal 
Sir, you will see I have not been unmindful of my duty." 

Henry took the paper, which Woodville produced, from the 
young knight's hand^ and read it over attentively, pausing at 
one clause and pronouncing the words aloud, *'And it is, 
moreover, agreed between ue said high and mighty Prince 
Philip, Count of Charolois, and the said knight, that should 
the King of England, Henry the Fifth of that name, require 
the aid and service of the said Sir Richard of Woodville, he 

bb2 
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shall be at liberty to retire at any time without let or hindranoe 
fix>m the forces of the said Count of Charolois or of his fiither 
and redoubted Lordj the Duke of Buigundy, t(»ether with all 
such men as have accompanied the said knight m>m England; 
and, moreover, that he shall receive all the passes, sa£e-con- 
ducts, and letters of protection which may be needful for him 
to return to his own land in safety, and that, without delay or 
hesitation, but even at a moment s notice.'' 

The King when he had read these words gave a momentaiy 
glance around ; but then, turning to the young knight again, 
after examining the date of the paper and the signature, 
<' You were at this time assuredly in your devoir,^ he said; 
** and this was but a month before ray messenger set out; but 
we have heard from Sir Philip de Morgan some stranse tales 
of adventures in the town of Ghent, which may have daanged 
your purposes.*' 

** My Lord, I do beseech your Grace," answered Woodville, 
gravely, ** to give ear to no strange tales till they be fully 
provea. I have already suffered from such stories, and have 
disproved them to one here present much interested to know 
the truth ;" and he turned his eyes towards Sir John Grey, 
who stood beside the Earl of Warwick. ^ For one so long a 
prisoner, not knowing where to find a single person who was 
with him at a remote period, it is not easy in a moment to 
show the real state of every fact alleged ; but if your royal 
time may serve, I am ready to tell the simple tale of the last 
two years ; and if I afterwards prove not to your own clear 
conviction, that every word I speak is truth, send my head to 
the block when you will." 

''You shall have full time, sir knight," replied the Kins; 
'* at present, it is late ; and though we must sleep but litw, 
yet some repose every man must have. Your tale cannot be 
heard to-night. However, you now know that you are 
charged first with refusing to serve your Kins in arms against 
his enemies, which may, perhaps, be false. Tnis paper affords 
some presumption agamst the accusation — Secondly, you are 
charged with following our royal host with men of Buigundy, 
and in arms levying war against your Sovereign. You have, 
we are told, been seen by many, so traitorously employed, and 
your name, you yourself allow, is in the mouths of all the 
peasantry." 

Henry paused a moment, as if expecting assent ; but Wood- 
ville only replied by a question, " May I ask. Sire," he said, 
** if a certain Sir Simeon of Roydon is in your host?" 

" Ha I" cried the King, his face lighting up, ^* what would 
you say on that score ?" 
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^' Simply that I have suspicions, mighty Prince^'' replied 
the young knight; ^'but J^ill charge no man without proof. 
These two charges are false, and I will make it manifest they 
are so ; first by testimony ; then by my arm. Is there aught 
else against me ?" 

** ^asy there is,'' answered the King ; " and the most grave 
of all. Have you brought that letter which I sent for, my 
lord?" 

** Yes, Sire," replied the Earl of Arundel, stepping forward 
and placing a paper in the Ring's hands. ** That is the one 
your Grace meant, I believe." 

'^ The same," answered Heniy, gazing upon it with a coun- 
tenance both stem and sad. '* Come forward. Sir Richard of 
Woodville. Is this your hand- writing?" 

Woodville looked at it, and recognised at once the letter 
which he had written to Sir John Grey whilst in prison. '^ It is, 
my Liege," he replied boldly, looking in the Kmg's face with 
surprise. ** I wrote that letter ; but I know not how it can 
affect me." 

*' That will be proved hereafter, sir," answered the Kinff, in 
a stem tone ; ** but remember, I have doomed my own olood 
to death for the acts which this letter prompted ; and, by my 
honour and my life, I will not spare the man that wrote it* 
According to the right of every Englishman, you shall be 
tried and judged by your peers; but when the axe struck the 
neck of Cambridge, it crushed out the name of mercy from 
my heart. In me you find no grace." 

^ My Lord, I need none," replied Richard of Woodville, in 
atone firm, yet respectful, *^ for I have done no wrong. I 
never yet did hear that there was any crime in a captive 
writing to a firiend for ransom. This letter prompted nothing; 
and I am in much surprise to hear your royal words announce 
therein a matter of complaint against me." 

'' The man to whom it was written, sir," said the Kinff, 
'< proved himself a traitor, and took the gold of France to seu 
his sovereign's life, and his country's welSve to the enemy." 

Richard of Woodville gazed in surprise and bewilderment 
from the King to Sir John Grey, and from Sir John Grey to 
the King, whde the &ther of her he loved looked not less 
astonished than himself. But Henry after a short pause 
added aloud, *' Remove him. Sir William Porter. If God 
^ve us good success in the coming fight, he shall have fiur 
trial and due judgment If the vrill of heaven fight against 
us, though perchance he may escape to live, I do bdieve, 
firom what i have known of him in former days, that he wiU 
find bitter punishment in bis own heart for this dark deed ;" 
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and he struck bis fingers sharply upon the paper, miiich be 
still held in his hand 

'* Some way— I know not what — ^you are deceived, my 
Lieffe/' said Kicbard of Woodville, with perfect calmneaii 
^ However, I have but one £Eivour to ask, and that is, that 
you will not let a fiJse and lying accusation so weigh against 
me as to deprive me of my right and glory — that of fighdnt 
for my King, I would say ; and I pledge you my honour ana 
my soul that, if the day be lost, which God forfend, I will not 
survive the battle; if it be won, I will bring my head to your 
Grace's feet, to do with as seems meet to you; for I am no 
traitor, so help me heaven ! and on that score I fear neither 
the judgment of man nor that of God." 

** I know that you are brave right well, Sir Richard," an* 
swered the King; ** but we will have no traitors fight upon 
our side." 

The young knight cast his eyes bitterly towards the ground; 
and Henry could see the fingers of his hand clenched ti^ 
into the palm ; but Sir Henry Dacre stepped forward, and 
said, ^* I will be his bail, my Lieae." 

^* And I too, royal sir," cried old Sir Philip Beauchamp; 
** I will plight land and liberty, life and honour, that he is as 
true as my good sword* Have I not known him fix>m a 
babe?" 

^* You are his uncle, sir," answered the King ; ^* and, in 
this case, cannot judge*" 

*' I am in no way akin to him, my gracious Sovereign," 
said Sir John Grey, advancing fit)m the side of the Earl of 
Warwick ; ^< but I fear not also to be his baiL My life fer 
his, if he be not true." 

Richard of Woodville crossed his arms upon his chest ; and, 
raising his head as his fiiends spoke, looked proudly round, 
saying, ^^ There is something to live for, after all." 

At the same moment, Henry turned to the Duke of York, 
and spoke a word or two with him and the Duke of Clarence. 

'* Your request cannot be granted," he said, in a milder 
tone; **but yet, we will deal with you in all lenity. Sir 
Richard ; and, therefore, we will commit you to the ward of 
Sir John Grey, with strict orders, however, that he hold yoa 
as a close prisoner till after your triaL And now, I can hear 
no more ; for the ni^ht is well spent, and we must march at 
dawn. Take him, Sir John ; you have a guard, and answer 
to me for him with your life*" 

^* I will, my Liege," replied Sir John Grey, advancing 
and taking the young knight's arm. << Come, Richard, yoa 
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shall be my guest I kave no doobts ;** and, bowing to thft 
SiD^ he retired from the pieaenoe. 

Sir Philm Beaadiamp and Sir Hany Dacre foUowed 
quickly, ana overtook them on the stairs; and the old knu^ 
anookhis nepbewplayfiiliy bj the shoolden, exclaiming, ** We 
will confoimd the uia^es yet, Dickon, Bat what is thia 
letter ?' 

*' Merely one I wrote to Sir John Grey," replied Richard 
€xf WoodviUe; ^beseeching him to oommonicate with dia 
bearer touching my ransom." 

^^ I never received it,'' replied Sir John Grey. ** It did 
not readi my hands ; but, please God, I will see it ere I stecOb* 

<< I must fight at this battle," said Richard of WoodyiUe» 
tfaon^tfully ; ** I must fight at this battle, my noble fiienda.* 

Sir John Grey replied not, but shook his head gravely, and 
led the way to the house where he was lodged. 



CHAPTER XLm. 

THE FOX IN THE SNABfi. 

Spread out in a long line over the face of the country, the 
English army occupied a number of villafles, keemng a good 
watch lest the enemy, laige bodies of whom had ^en ap- 
parent during the morning, should take them by surprise and 
overwhelm them by numbers. Small parties of the fiieshest 
men were lodged in tents between tne d^eient villages, so 
that a constant communication might be kept up^ and support 
be ready for any point attacked ; and, throughout the wnde 
host, reigned that stem and resolute spirit, the peculiar cbarao* 
teristic of the English soldiery, and which has assured them 
the victory in so many fields, i^ainst more impetuous, but leas 
determined, adversaries. Yet none, however resolute and 
brave in Henry's army, could help feelins that a great and 
perilous day was before them, when it was Known, that at least 
a hundred and twenty-five thousand men, comprising the 
most renowned chivalry of Europe, were collected to oppose 
a force of less than twenty-five thousand, wcmi with a tcmg 
and difficult march, and weakened by sickuess and want <h 
provisions. 

Nevertheless, during the whole night of Thursday, the 
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24th of October, from hamlet and village, from priory and 
castle, from tent and field, wherever the English were qnartered, 
rose up wild bursts of martial music floating on the air to the 
French camp, as, round the innumerable watch-fires which 
lighted the whole sky with their lurid glare, sat the myriads 
of the enemy in their wide extended position at Roussauville 
and Agincourt 

In one of the small villages near the head-quarters of the 
Kins, was stationed Sir John Grey, who now having recovered 
all the great possessions of his fiunily, appeared in the field at 
the head of a laige body of men, whose services under his 
banner procured for him, at an afterperiod, as the reader is 
probably aware, the earldom of Tankerville. The house 
which he inhabited during that night, was the dwelling of a 
fanner ; and in one of the small rooms thereof sat Richard of 
Woodville, at about eleven o'clock at night, conversing widi 
Mary's &ther, with a somewhat eloomy and anxious air. 

*^ I have seen it myself, Richard," said Sir John Grey ; 
''the superscription is clear and distinct — 'To Sir Thomas 
Giey, Kniffht,' — and not one word is mentioned therein of 
anything like ransom." 

'^Then it has been fidsifiedl" cried Richard of Woodville; 
''for my letter was to you. Why should I write to Sir 
Thomas Grey, a man I know nought of? I never saw him— 
hardly ever heard of him. Even now I am scarcely aware of 
who he was, or what he did." 

"He was an arch villain, Richard," replied the knighu 
" The only one, of all the three, who took the gold of France. 
Cambridge and Scroop has other views, which they nobly hid 
within their own bosoms, lest they should injure others ; but 
this man was a traitor indeed, and he, ere his death, gave this 
letter, it seems, into the King's own hands, as that which 
began his communication with the enemy. He even laid hb 
death at your door, for having written to him by the French 
suborner. — But here is Sir Henry Dacre. — What is it you seek, 
good knight? You seem eager about something." 

" There are people without requiring to speak with you. 
Sir John," answered Woodville's fiiencL " They have got a 
man in their hands, who, they say, is a knave, sent to you by 
one you know." 

" I want no knaves," replied Sir John Grey ; " bat I will 
see who it is ;" and he went out 

" Now, what speed, my firiend ?" continued Dacre, grasping 
Woodville's hand ; *' what says Sir John?'* 

" That it must not be," said Richard of Woodville. " That 
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his duty to the King would not suffer it, even were I his 



son." 



^ Then we must try other means," answered Dacre hastily. 
** You shall fight to-morrow, Woodville. God forbid that you 
should lose a field like this. You shall take my armour, and 
I will ride in a different suit. Only be ready, at a moment's 
notice," he added ; ^^ for as soon as Sir John is in the field, I 
will bear you off from the men he leaves on guard." 

Woodville smiled gladly ; for certain of his own honour and 
of his own conduct, he scrupled not to take advantage of any 
means to iree himself firom the restraint under which he was 
held. He had no opportunity, however, of communicating 
fiuther with his friend ; for the next moment Sir John Grey 
returned, followed by several men-at-arms and archers, with a 
slight, but long-armed man in their hands, habited in a suit 
of demi-armour, such as was worn by the inferior soldiery, but 
with a vizored casque, which concealed his face. 

*^ Take off his bacinet," said Sir John Grey ; and the helmet 
being removed, displayed to the eyes of Richard of Woodville 
the countenance of his former servant Dyram. The man 
gazed sullenly upon the ground ; and Sir John Grey, after 
eyeing him for a moment, seated himself by Woodville, saying, 
" I have seen this man before, methinks." 

'* And so have I, too often," rejoined the young knight ; 
'^he was once a servant of mine, and shamefully betrayed his 
trust Keep him safe. Sir John, I beseech you ; for on him 
may greatly depend my exculpation with the King." 

The man turned round suddenly towards him, and ex- 
claimed, ''Ay, and so it does. On me, and me alone, depends 
your exculpation. Your fate is in my hands." 

^ Less than you think, perchance, knave I" answered Sir 
John Grey; ''for I hold here strange lights to clear up some 
dark mysteries. Yet speak, if you be so inclined ; you may 
merit mercy by a frank avowal. 

"Send these men hence," said Dyram, looking to the 
soldiers ; " I will say nought before them." 

" Go, Edmond," replied the elder knight, speaking to the 
chief of those who haa brought the prisoner in; " yet, first tell 
me where you found him, and how?' 

" Guided by Jim of Retford," said the soldier, " we caught 
him about a mile on this side of a place called Acheux, I 
think, some twenty miles hence or more. We found that 
letter upon him, noble sir, and that," he continued, laving 
down on the table two pieces of paper. " We might not have 
searched him, indeed, but he tried to eat that last one. You 
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may see the marks of his teeth in it; andJim of Retford forced 
his mouth open with his anekce to take it out He says 'tis 
treason ; but I know not, for I am no clerL'' 

Sir John Grey held the paper to the light and read. 
*^ Treason it certainly is," he saia, when he had done. ^* One 
fourth of the booty secured to Edward Dyram, if the scheme 
succeeds I — ^Ay, who are these? — Isambert of Agincourt, 
Robinet de Boumonville, and S. R. ? Who may he be, fellow ?^ 
But Dyram was silent ; and Sir Harry Dacre cried eagerly, 
" Let me see it^ sir ; let me see it I — Ay, I know it wclL — 
Woodvilleyour suspicions are true." 

^^ Go, iidmond, and guard the passage," said Sir John 
Grey; "I will call when you are wanted. — ^Now, sir, will 
you speak ?" 

*^ Ay," answered Dyram, as he saw the man depart, and the 
door close ; *^ I will, sir knight First, I will speak to yon, 
Richard of Woodville, and will tell you that I have the power 
to sweep away every cloud that has &llen upon you, or to 
make them darker stilL — I know all: you need tell me 
nothing; — how you refused to serve your own monarch, they 
say ; how you wrote to aid in bribing Sir Thomas Grey ; how 
you have followed the English camp like a raven smelung the 
carrion of war — all, all — I Know all !" 

'' Then clear up all I" answered Woodville ; '* and yoa shall 
have pardon." 

** Pardon I" cried Dyram, with a mocking laugh ; and then 
suddenly turning to Sir Harry Dacre, he went on. ^* Next, to 
you I will speak, sir doleful knight, and tell you, that fiom 
your fair fame, too, I can clear away the stain that hangs upon 
it — black and indelible as you think it I can take out the 
mark of Cain, and give you back to peace and happiness." 

Sir Hany Dacre gazed upon him for a moment in stem 
silence, ana then replied, ^^ I doubt it" 

"Doubt not," replied Ned Dyram. **I can do it, I will; 
but upon my own conditions." 

" What may they be ?" asked Sir John Grey. « If they be 
reasonable, such information as you may proffer may be worth 
its price. But, remember, before you speak, that your neck is 
in a halter, and that this paper conveys you to the provost, 
and the provost to the next tree, if your demands be insolent." 
" I am not sure of that," replied Ned Dyram, boldly. " Sir 
John Grev is not Kin^ in the camp. What say you. Sir 
Richard ot Woodville, will you grant my conditions, provided 
that I save you from your penl, and give you the means of 
proving your innocence within an hour r' 
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" I must hear them first, knave/' replied the young knight; 
^^ I will bind myself to nothing, till they are rooken*" 

^' Oh, they are easily said," answered Ned Dyram. '^ Firsts 
I will have twenty miles free space between me and the camp 
— So much for security. Then I will have your knightly 
word, that a fSeur maiden whom you know, named Ella Brune^ 
shall be mine*" 

"Where is she?'' demanded Richard of Woodville. «I 
know not where she is; I have not seen her for months, nay 
years." 

" Oh, she is not far off when Richard of Woodville is here," 
said the man, with a sneer. "I know all about it ; — ay. Sir 
John Grey, the smooth-faced clerk, the corrupter of the men 
of Montl'herry. Can you not produce her ?" 

" Perhaps 1 can ere long," replied Sir John Grey. " But 
what if I do?" 

Why, then," answered Dyram, in the same saucy tone, 

before I speak a word, I will have her promise to be mine. 
She will soon give it, when she knows that on it hangs Richard 
of Woodville's life. She has taught me herself, how to wring 
her hard heart" 

" She shall give no such promise for me," replied Wood- 
ville, sternly. " I tell thee, pitifiil scoundrel, that I would 
rather, with my bosom firee of aught like guilt, lay my head 
upon the block, than force a grateful and high-hearted girl to 
wed herself to such a vile slave as thou art. If your insinua- 
tions should be true, and she has done for me all that you say, 
fiill well and generously has she repaid the little I ever did to 
serve her. Sue shall do no more, and least of all make her 
own misery to save my life." 

" Then die, sir knight," rejoined Ned Dyram; " for you will 
find, with all your wit, you cannot struggle through the toils 
in which you are caught" 

" It may be so," said Sir John Grey ; " but by my life, bold 
villain, you shall die too." 

'' Perhaps so," answered Dyram, with sneering indifference; 
" but I can die in silence like a wolf." 

^^ As you have lived," added Richard of Woodville ; " so be 
it" 

" Stay," said Sir Harry Dacre; <'are these the only con- 
ditions you have to propose ? Will nought else serve your 
purpose as well? Gold as much as you will." 

*^ Nought, nought," replied Dyram. '^ You know the terms, 
and can take or reject them as you think fit If you like them 
well, sir knight, and would have your innocence of the crime 
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laid to you proved beyond all doubt — ^if you would save your 
fiiend too, you have nought to do but seek out this fair maiden. 
She is not far, I am right sure — and if you but bring her in 
your hand to me, I will condescend to accept her as my wife, 
and set you free of all calumny. You struck me once, Richard 
of WooQville. You cannot expect that I should forget that 
bitter jest, without a bitter atonement" 

''Send him away. Sir John, I do beseech you,^ cried 
Woodville, warmly. ^ My temper will not long hold out ; and 
I shall strike him i^ain.'* 

** Ho, without there !" cried Sir John Grey. " Take this 
man away, Edmond, and put gyves upon him. Have him 
watched night and day ; for I now know who he is ; and a more 
dangerous knave there does not live. He will escape if Satan's 
own cunning can effect it." 

** Well, you know the terms," said Ned Dyram, turning his 
head as two of the soldiers drew him away by the arms. 
<' Think better of it, noble knights. Ha, lu^ ha ! What a 
story to tell, that the &ir fame of Sir Harry Dacre, and the life 
of Sir Richard of Woodville, both mighty men of war, should 
depend upon one word of poor Ned Dyram !" and with this 
scoff he was led away. 

Dacre paused in silence, leaning his brow thoughtfully 
upon his hand ; and Richard of Woodville for several moments 
conversed with Sir John Grey in a low tone. 

*' Ay, you may well think it strange, Richard,'' said the 
elder knight aloud, '^ that I, who at one time was taught to 
fency this girl your paramour, should suddenly place such 
trust in her, as to let her follow her will in all things, and put 
means at her disposal to effect whatever she thought fit. But 
do you see that ring?'' and he pointed to a circle of gold set 
with a laige sapphire on his finger; *^ it is a record, Kichaid, 
of a quality, which in her race, though it be a humble one, is 
beremtary. I mean ffratitude. I once rescued from injury 
the wife of a good soldier, named Brune, the son of one of 
Northumberland's minstrels. 'Twas but a trifling service 
which any knight would have rendered to a woman in dis- 
tress; but that eood man, her husband, in gradtude for this 
simple act, sacrificed his own life to save mine. It was on 
Shrewsbury field twelve long years ago; and when I left him 
with the enemy on every side, I gave him that ring, in the 
hope that he might still escape; but he was already sorely 
wounded in defending me; and ere he died he sent it as a 
last gift to his daughter. When I saw it by mere accident, 
and neard that daughter tell her feelings towards you, I re- 
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cognised the spirit of her race ; and had it cost me half the 
laras I had just recovered, she should not have wanted means 
to cany out her plan for serving you. What now ?" he con- 
tinued, turning to one of his attendants, who entered. 

*^ The King, sir knight, desires your presence instantly, to 
consult with & Thomas of Erpingbam ror the ordering of to- 
morrow's battle." 

** I come," replied Sir John Grey ; and then turning to 
Richard of Woodville, he added, *^ This is fortunate ; per- 
chance what I have to tell him this night, may make nim 
somewhat soften the strictness of his orders." Thus speakings 
he withdrew, leaving Richard of Woodville alone with Sir 
Harry Dacre. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE ORDBRIMO OF THE BATTLE. 

We must follow, for a short space, the steps of Sir John Grey, 
who hurried after the messenger, to the quarters of the Kin^ 
which lay at about half a mile's distance nom his own. As I 
have shown, he intended to speak with the monarch upon the 
intelligence regarding the young knight, which he nad re- 
ceived that night; but an opportunity for so doing was not 
so easily found as he had expected. 

The moon was shining bnght and unclouded ; not a vapour 
was in the sky; and, as he approached the guards, wnich 
were stationed round Henry's temporary residence, be could 
hear the sound of voices, and see distinctly a small party 
walking slowly up the road. One was half a step in advance 
of the rest ; and there was something in the air and tread 
which told the knight at once that there was the King. Hur- 
rying after, he soon overtook the group, and joined in their 
conversation in a low voice : but far more weighty thoughts 
than the fate of any individual, now occupied all. Tlieir 
speech was of the morrow's battle, their mmds fixed upon 
that which was to decide the destiny of thrones and empires, 
— which was to deal life and death to thousands ; and Richard 
of Woodville seemed forgotten by all but Sir John Grey 
himself. 

The King, too, walked on before in silence, with his eyes 
bent upon the ground, and his look grave and thoughtful; 
and it was not till, passing out of the village, he came upon 
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the brow of a small accliyity, from which the whole of the 
enemy's line of watch-fires could be descried, that he paosed 
or spoke. The moment that he stopped, the distinguished 
soldiers who followed him gathered round; and, tumins 
towards them with a countenance now all smiles, the monarch 
said, *' Somewhere near this spot must be the place — ^I marked 
it tins afternoon. Ha! Sir John Grey, I hardly thought you 
would have time to come." 

** A little more in advance. Sire,'' replied Sir Thomas of 
Eroingham, answering the former jpart of the Kins's speeds 
« If you take your stand here, the Frenchmen will have space 
to spread out theur men beyond the edge of the two woods; 
but, if you plant your van within a half-bowshot of the edge 
of those. trees, they must coop themselves up in the narrow 
space, where their numbers will be little good" 

*' You are right, renowned knight," said the King, li^ng 
his hand familiarly upon Erpinffham's shoulder. ** i did not 
mean just here. The standard shall be pitched where yon 
low tree rises; the vanward a hundred paces fiurther down, 
the rearward where we now stand." 

** Does your Ghrace mark that meadow there, upon the 
right?" asked Sir John Grey; ** dose upon the edge of the 
wood." 

** I do, good friend," answered Henry; '< and will use it as 
I know you would have. But, go down first, and see how it 
18 defended; for we must not expose our foot-men to the 
French horse." 

Sir John Grev and the Eari of Suffolk hurried on, while 
Henry examined the rest of the field; but they soon returned 
with information that the meadow was defended by a deep 
and broad ditch, impassable for heavy horses; and Henry 
replied, '* Well, then, we will secure it for ourselves by our 
ffood bowmen. Though we be so few, we can spare two 
hundred archers to gaU the Frenchmen's flank as they come 
up." 

** Ay ! would to Heaven," cried one of the gentlemen pre- 
sent, " that all the brave men, who are now idle in England, 
could know that such a field as this lies before their Eong, and 
they had time to join us." 

" Ha! what is that?" cried Henry. " No, by my life! I 
would not have one man more. If we lose the day, which 
God forbid we should, we are too many already; and if we 
win this battle, as I trust in Heaven we shall, I would not 
share the glory of the field vrith any more than needfuL 
Come, my good lords and noble knights, let us go on and 
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view the ground fEurther, and when all is decided we will place 
ffuards and light fires to insure that the enemy be not before- 
hand with us." Thus saying he walked on, conversing prin- 
cipally with Sir Thomas of Eipingham upon the array of his 
men; while the other sentlemen followed talking together, 
or listening to the consultation between the Eling and his old 
and expenenced knight. As they went on, various broken 
sentences were thus overheard — as, ** Ay, that copse of brush- 
wood will ffuard our left right well — and the hedges and 
ditches on we right, will secure ns finom the charge of men- 
at-arms. Their bowmen we need not fear, my liege." 

*' I have bethought me, my old fnend, of a aefence, too, for 
our archers in the front. We have all heard how at Bannock- 
bum, in the time of good King Edward, j^itfalls were dug to 
break the charging horse. We have no time for that; but I 
think, if we should plant before our archers, long stakes pointed 
with iron, a little leaning forward towards the foe, the British 
bows would be secure against the chivalry of France ; or, if 
they were assailed and the enemy did break through, 'twould 
be in wild disorder and rash disarray, as was &e case at 
Cressy." 

^* A marvellous good thought, my liege ; but eveiy battle 
has a change. Those who were once attacked, become the 
attackers, and should such be our case, how will you clear the 
way for our own men from the staJces that were planted 
against the enemy ?" 

** That must be provided against. Sir Thomas. Each man 
must pull up the stake near him." 

*' Nay, my Liege," said Sir John Grey, joining in. '* Let 
a hundred billmen be ranged with the second line of archers ; 
and, at a word given, pass through and root up the stakes." 

^^ Right, right. Sir John," answered the King. *^ Then the 
fiiry of our chaige, when charge we may, will not be checked 
by our own defences. Our van must be all archers, with the 
exception of the brown bills — and I think to give the com- 

mana ^ 

** I do beseech you, my lord the King," said the Duke of 
York, advancing from behmd, ^' to let me have that post, and 
lead the van of your battle. Words have been spoken, and 
rumours have been spread, which make me eager for a place 
of danger. You must not refuse me, royal prince." 

" Nor will I, cousin," answered Henry. ** On your honour 
and good faith, I have as much reliance, as on your skill and 
courage, which no man dares to doubt. Are you not a Plan- 
tagenet ?" 
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The Duke caught his hand and kiased it; and if he had 
taken any share, as some suspected, in the conspiiacj of 
Southampton, he expiated his fault on the succeeding day, by 
glorious actions and a hero's death. 

** Now," said the King, after some further examination of 
the field, ** you understand our disposition, noble kni^ts ; 
and to you I entrust it to secure the ground during the nig^t, 
and to make the arrangements for to-morrow. Cousin of 
York, you lead the van. I myself, with my young brother, 
Humpnrey of Gloucester, will command the main battle. 
Oxford and Suffolk, you and the Lord Marshal shall cive us 
counsel. My uncle of Exeter shall lead our rearwara line, 
and this good knight of Erpingham shall be our marshal of 
the field. I^et all men in the centre fight on foot: and let 
the cavalry be ranged on either wing to improve the victory I 
hope to win. When all is ready, back to your beds and sleep, 
first praying God for good success to-morrow. Then, in the 
morning early, feed your men. Let them consume whatever 
meat is left; for if we gain the day, they shall find plenty cm 
before; and if we lose it, few methinks will want provi- 



sions." 



Thus saying, the King turned and walked back towards the 
village ; and Sir John Grey choosing that moment, advanced 
and addressed him in a low tone in regard to Richard of 
Woodville. Henry soon stopped him, however — " We cannot 
speak on that to-night, my noble firiend," he said. *' It grieves 
me much, I own, to debar a gallant gentleman from sharing 
in a field like this* I know that it wul grieve him more than 
death ; but yet — Nay, no more. We will not speak of this. 
Set watch upon him; — ^but not too strict You understand 
me ; and you who taught my voSaivt hands first to draw a bow, 
shall fight by my side to-morrow. Now, good night — ^I will 
tell you mv belief; it is, that this youth is guiltless. I do not 
often rashly judge men's characters; and X formed my esti- 
mate of his, long, long ago. Farewell, and God shield us all 



to-morrow." 



Sir John Grey hurried home, and found, that, during his 
long absence, all in the house where he was quartered, except 
one or two of his own personal attendants and the necessary 
guard, had retired to rest Ere he sought lus pillow also^ 
however, he sat down and wrote some hurried lines, which he 
signed and sealed ; and then, with a silent step seeking the 
chamber where Richard of Woodville slept, with two or three 
yeomen across the door, he went in, and gazed for a moment 
at the young knight, as he lay upon his little pallet, with his 
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arm under his head, and a well-pleased smile upon his slum- 
bering &ce. 

*^ That is not the sleep of guilt," said Sir John in a low 
murmur to himself. <^ There, that gives him my Mary, if I 
fall to-morrow;" and thus saying, he laid the paper he had 
Mrritten upon Woodville^s bosom, and retired to his own 
chamber. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

THB BATTLE. 

The rooming of the twenty-fifth of October, St Crispin's day, 
dawned bright, but not altogether clear. There was a slight 
hazy mist in the ur, sufficient to soften the distant objects ; 
but neither to prevent the eye from ranging to a great distance, 
nor the sun, wnich was shining warm above, from pouring his 
beams through the air, and tinging the whole vapour with a 
golden hue. jBarly in the morning, both armies were on foot ; 
but more bustle and eagerness were observable in the French 
camp, than amongst the English, who showed a calmer and 
less excited spirit, weighing well the hazards of the day, and 
though little doubting of victory, still feeling that no light 
and loyful task lay before them. 

The French, however, were all bustle and activity. Men- 
at-arms were seen hurrying frt>m place to place, gathering 
around thek innumerable banners, ranging themselves under 
their various leaden, or kneeling and taking vows to do this 
or that, of which inexorable fate forbade, in most cases, the 
accomplishment Nothing was heard on any side but accents 
of triumph and satisfaction, prognostications of a speedy and 
almost bloodless victory over an enemy, to whom they were 
superior by at least six times the number of the whole English 
host, — and bloody resolutions of avenging the invasion of 
France, and the capture of Harfleur, by putting to death all 
prisoners except the King and other princes, from whom large 
ransoms might be expected ; for a vain people is almost always 
a sanguinary one. A proud nation can better afford to for- 
give. Nothing was heard, I have said, but such foolish boast- 
ings, and idle resolutions: but I ought to have excepted some 
less jocund observations, which were made here and there in 
a low tone, amongst the older, but not wiser of the French 

c c 
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nobility, prompted by the superstitious spirit of the times^ 
which was apt to draw auguries from veiy trifling indicationsL 

** Heard you how the music of these islanders made the 
whole air ring throughout the night ?'* said one. 

*^ And ours was quite silent," said another. 

*^ We have no instruments," rejoined a third. *' This Kiiifl; 
of theirs is fond of such toys, and plays himself like a minstre^ 
I am told 7 but I remarked a thmg which is more serious ; 
their horses neighed all night, as if eager for a course, and 
ours uttered not a sound." 

*' That looks bad, indeed," observed one of the others. 

*' Perhaps their horses, as well as their men, are fiightened," 
answered another. 

"I have seen no sign of fear^" replied one of the first 
speakers, with a shake of the head. 

''Why the rumour goes," said the first, '^that Henry of 
England sent on Wednesday, to announce that he would give 
up Harfleur, and pay for all the damage he has done, it we 
would but srant him a firee passage to his town of Calais.'* 

" It is false," replied the first speaker. <^ I asked the Con- 
stable last night myself, and he said that there is not a word 
of truth in Uie whole tale, and that Henry will fight like a 
boar at bay: so every Frenchman must do nis devour; for if, 
with six times his numbers, we let the Englishmen win the 
day, it must be by our folly or our own fiuilt" 

As he spoke, the Constable D'AIbret, followed by a gallant 
train of knights and noblemen, rode past on a splendid 
charger, horse and man completely armed ; and, tumins his 
head as he passed each group, he shouted, ^^ To the standard^ 
to the standard, gentlemen! Under your banners, men of 
France ! You wiU want shade, for the sun shines, and we 
have a hot day before us." 

Thus saying, he rode on, and the French lines were speedily 
formed in three divisions, like the English. The nrst, or 
vanguard, comprised eight thousand men-at-arms, all knights 
or squires, four thousand archers, and fifteen hundred cross- 
bowmen, and was led by the Constable, the Dukes of 
Orleans and Bourbon, with some twenty other high lords of 
France, while upon either wing appeared a large body of 
chosen cavalry. The whole line was glittering with gilded 
armour, and gay with a thousand banners of embroidered 
arms; and, as the sun shone upon it, no courdy pageant was 
ever more bright and beautiful to see. 

The main body consisted of a still larger force, under the 
Dukes of Bar and Alen^on, with six counts, each a great 
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vassal of the crown of France. The rear guard was more nu- 
merous still ; but in it were comprised the light armed and 
irregular troops, and a mixed multitude upon whom little de- 
pendence could be placed. 

When all were arranged in orderj on the side of the hill, 
the Constable addressed the troops, in words of high and 
manly courage, tinged perhaps with a little bombast; and 
when he had done, the whole of that vast force remained 
gazing towards the opposite slope, and expecting every mo- 
ment to see the English army appear, and endeavour to force 
its way onward towards Calais. As yet, but a few scattered 
bodies of the invaders were apparent upon the ground, and 
some time passed, ere the heads of the different corps were 
descried issuing forth in perfect order to the sound of martial 
music, and takmg up their position on the field, marked out 
by Henry during the niffht before. Their appearance, as 
compared with that of the French host, was poor and insignifi- 
cant in the extreme. Traces of travel and of strife were 
evident in their arms and in their banners ; and their numbers 
seemed but as a handful opposed to the long line which 
covered the hill before them. Yet there was somethins in 
the firm array, the calm and measured step, the triumphant 
sound of their trumpets and their clarions, the regular lines 
of their archers and of their cavalry, the want ot all haste, 
confusion, or agitation, apparent through the whole of that 
small host, which was not without its effect upon their 
enemies, who b^an to feel that there would be indeed a 
battle, fierce, bloody, and determined, before the day, so 
fondly counted theirs, was really won. 

Prompt and well-disciplined, with their bows on their 
shoulders, their quivers and their swords at their sides, and 
their heavy axes m their hands, the English archers at once 
took up the position assigned to them, with as much precision 
as if at some pageant or muster. Each instantly planted in 
the earth a heavy iron-shod stake, which he carried in his left 
hand, and drove it in with blows from the back of his axe; 
and then each strung his bow, and drew an arrow firom the 
quiver. Behind, at a short distance, came the battle of the 
King, consisting of heavy armed in&ntry, principally billmen, 
with a strong force of cavalry on cither hand. The rearward, 
under the Duke of Exeter, appeared shortly after on the hill 
above; and each of the two last divisions occupied its ap- 
pointed ground with the same regularity and tranquil order 
which had been displayed by the van. 

The preparations which they perceived, the pitching of the 

cc2 
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Stakes, the marshalling of the Eoglish forces, and the portion 
which they had taken up, showed the French commanders 
that the King of England was determined his battle should 
be a defensive one; and the appearance of some bodies of the 
enemy in the neighbourhood of the village of Agincourt, with 
the burning of a mill and house upon the same side, led them 
to believe that some stratagem was meditated, which must be 
met by prompt action with Sie principal corps of Henry's army. 

That there were difficulties in attacking a veteran force m 
such a position, the Constable D'Albret clearly saw, but he 
was naturally of a bold and rash disposition; his enemies of 
the Burgundian party had more than once accused him of his 
irresolution and incapacity; and he resolved that no obstacle 
idiould daunt, or induce him to avoid a battle, with such an 
overpowering force at his command. He gave the order then 
to move forward at a slow pace, and probably did not perceive 
the full perils of his undertaking, till his troops had advanced 
too fiu*, between the two woods, to retreat with either honour 
or safety. When he discovered this, it would seem an order 
was given to halt, and for some minutes the two armies 
paused, observing each other, the English determined not to 
quit their ground, the French hesitating to attack. 

A solemn silence pervaded the whole field; but then Henry 
himself appeared, armed from head to foot in gilded armour, 
a royal crown encircling his helmet, covered with precious 
stones, and his beaver up, displaying his countenance to bis 
own troops. Mounted on a magnificent white horse, he rode 
along the line of archers in the van, within half a bow shot of 
the enemy, exhorting the brave yeomen, in loud tones, and 
with a cheerful face, to do their duty to their country and 
their King. Every motive was held out that could induce 
his soldiery to do gallant deeds; and he ended by exclaiming, 
*^ For my part, I swear that England shall never pay ransom 
for my person, nor France triumph over me in life ; for this 
day shau either be famous for my death, or in it I will win 
honour and obtain renown." 

Along the second and third line he likewise rode, followed 
close by Sir Thomas of Erpingham, with his bald head bare, 
and the white hair upon his temples streaming in the wind ; 
and to each division the Eang addressed nearly the same 
words. The only answer that was made by the soldiers was, 
'' On, on ! let us forward I" and the only communication 
which took place between the King and his marshal of the 
host occurrea when at length Henry resumed his position in 
the centre of the main battfe. 
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*' They are near enough, my LiegCj" said the old knight 
*^ Is your Grace ready ?'* 

'^ Quite," replied Henry* '* Have you left a guard over the 
baggage?" 

As many as could be spared. Sire," zeplied the Marshal. 

ShaU we begin?" 

Henry bowed his head; and the old kniffht, setting spurs 
to his horse, galloped along the face of the three lines, wavine 
bis truncheon in his hand, and exclainung, ** Ready, ready I 
Now, men of England, now I" 

Then, in the very centre of the van, he stopped by the side 
of the Duke of York, dismounted from his horse, put on his 
casque, which a page held ready; and then, hurling his lead- 
ing staff high into the air, as he glanced over the archers with 
a look of fire untamed by age, he cried aloud, ** Now strike P 

Ysch English yeoman suddenly bent down upon his knee 
and kissed the ground. Then starting up, thev gave one 
loud, universal cheer, at which, to use the terms of the French 
historian, " the Frenchmen were greatly astounded." Each 
archer took a step forward, drew nis bow-string to his ear; 
and, as the van of the enemy beean to move on, a cloud of 
arrows fell amongst them, not omy from the fix>nt, but from 
the meadow on their flank, piercing through armour, driving 
the horses mad with pain, and spreading confusion and dis* 
array amidst the immense multitude which, crowded into that 
narrow field, could onlv advance in lines thirty deep. 

" Forward, forward I shouted the French Imights. 

'< On, for your country and your King I" cried the Constable 
D* Albret ; but his arehers and cross-bowmen would not move ; 
and, plunging their horses through them, the French men-at- 
arms spurred on in terrible disarray, while still amongst them 
fell that terrible shower of arrows, seeming to seek out with 
unerring aim every weak point of dieir armour, piercing their 
visors, entering between the gorget and the breast-plate, trans- 
fibung the hand to the lance. (X eight hundred chosen men- 
at-arms, if we may believe the accounts of the French them- 
selves, not more than a hundred and forty could reach the 
stakes by which the archers stood. This new impediment 

Eroduoea still more confusion: many of the heavy-armed 
orses of the French goring themselves upon the iron pikes, 
and one of the leaders, who cast himself gallantly forward 
before the rest, being instantly pulled from his horse, and 
slain by the axes of the English in&ntry ; whilst still against 
those that were following were aimed the deadly shafu, till, 
seized with terror, they cbrew the bridle and fled, tearing their 
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way through the miogled mass behind them, and increasing 
the consternation and confusion which ahready reigned. 

At the same moment, the arrows of the English archers 
being expended, the stakes were drawn up ; and encouraged 
by tne evident discomfiture of the French van, the first line of 
the English host rushed upon the struggling crowd before 
them, sword in hand, renaering the disarray and panic ine* 
mediable, slaughtering immense numbers with their swords 
and axes, and chansing terror into precipitate flight. 

Up to this perio<^ Henry, sunounded by some of his prin- 
cipal knights, stood immoveable upon the slope of the hill, bat 
seeing his archers engaged hand to hand with the enemy, he 

Eointed out with his truncheon a knight in black armour with 
nes of gold, about a hundred yarcb distant upon his left, 
saying, *^ Tell Sir Henry Dacre to move down with his com- 
pany to support the van. The enemiy may rally yet" A 
squire galloped off to bear the order; and instantly the band 
to which he addressed himself swept down m firm array, while 
the Ring, with the whole of the main body, moved slowly on 
to insure the victory. 

No further resistance, indeed, was made by the advanced 
ffuard of the French. Happy was the man who could save 
himself by flight; the archers and the cross-bowmen, separating 
fix>m each other, plunged into the wood ; many of the men- 
at-arms dismounting from their horses, and casting off their 
heavy armour, followed their example ; and others, flying in 
small parties, rallied upon the immense body led by the Dukes 
of Bar and Alenf on, which was now advancing, in the hope of 
retrieving the day. It was known that the Duke of Alenf an 
had sworn to taxe the King of England, alive or dead, and 
the contest now became more fierce and more regular. Pour- 
ing on in thunder upon the English line, the French men-at- 
arms seemed to bear all before them; but though shaken by 
the charge, the Enelish cavalry gallantly maintained their 

fxiund ; and, as cahn as if sitting at the coundl-table, the 
nglish King, firom the midst of the battle, even where it was 
fiercest anound him, issued his commands, rallied his men, and 
marked with an approving eye, and often with words of high 
commendation, the conduct of the foremost in the fight 

^* Wheel your men. Sir John Grey," he cried, ** and take 
that party in the green upon the flank. Bravely done, upon 
my life ; Sir Harry Dacre seems resolved to outdo us idL 
Give him support, my Lord of Hunfferford. See you not 
that he is surrounded by a score of lances ! By the holy 
rood, he has cleared the way. Aid him, aid him, and they 
are routed there !" 
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^* That is not Sir Ilarry Dacrc, my Lord the Kiug," said a 
gentleman near. ^' He is in plain steel armour. I spoke with 
him but a minute ago.'" 

" On, on," cried Henry, little heeding him. " Restore the 
array on the right. Sir Hugh Basset They have bent back 
a little. On your guard, on your guard, knights and gentle- 
men 1 Down with your lances. Here they come I" and at 
the same moment, a lai^ body of French, at the full gallop, 
dashed towards the spot where the King stood. In an instant, 
the Duke of Gloucester, but a few yaros from the monarch, 
was encountered by a knight of great height and strength, and 
cast headlong to the groimd. Henry spurred up to his 
brother's defence, and covering him with his shield, rained a 
thousand blows, with his large, heavy sword, upon the armour 
of his adversary, while two of the Duke's squires drew the 
younji Prince from beneath his horse. 

" Beware, beware, my Lord the King I" cried a voice upon 
his left; and turning round, Henry beheld the knight in the 
black armour, pointing with his mace to the right, where the 
Duke of Alen9on, some fifty yards before a lar^e party of the 
French chivaliy, was galloping forward, with his battle-axe in 
his hand, direct towaras the King. Henry turned to meet 
him; but that movement had nearly proved fatal to the 
English monarch ; for as he wheeled his horse, he saw the 
black knmht cover him with his shield, receive upon it a tre- 
mendous blow from the gigantic adversary who had overthrown 
the Duke of Gloucester, and, swinging high his mace, strike 
the other on the crest a stroke that brought his head to his 
horse's neck. A second dashed him to the ground; but 
Henry had time to remark no more, for Alen9on was already 
ujpon him, and he had now to fight hand to hand for life, 
few men, however, could stand before the English monarch's 
arm ; and in an instant, the Duke was rolling in the dust A 
dozen of the foot soldiers were upon him at once. 

^^ Spare him, spare him !" criea the King ; but, ere his voice 
could be heard, a da^er was in the unhappy prince's throat 

When Henry looked round, the main body of the French 
were flying in confiision, the rear guard had already fled ; and 
all that remaned upon the field of Agincourt of the magni- 
ficent host of France, were the prisoners, the dying, or the 
dead, except where here and there, scattered over the ground, 
were seen small parties of twenty or thirty, separated unom the 
rest, and fighting with the courage of despair. 

" Let all men be taken to mercy," cried the King, '^ who 
are willing to surrender. Quick, send messengers, uncle of 
Exeter, to command them to give quarter." 
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** My Lord the King! my Lord the Eingrcried the voice 
of a man, galloping up in haste, ** the rear-guard of the enemy 
have rallied, and are already in your camp, pillaging and 
slayine wherever they come.^ 

^^Ida, then, we will fiffht them too,'' cried the monarch. 
" Keep the field, my Lord Duke, and prevent those fugitives 
from collecting together;" and gathering a small force of 
cavalry, Heniy himself rode back at speed towards the village 
of Maisoncelles. But when be reached the part of the camp 
where bis baggage had been left, the King found that the re- 
port of the Franch rear-ffuard having rallied, was fiilse. Tents 
had been overthrown, it is true, nouses had been burnt, 
wagons had been pillaeed; and the work of plunder was still 
going on. But the only force in presence consisted of some 
six or seven hundred armed peasantry, headed by about six 
score men-at-arms, with three or four gentlemen apparently of 
knightly rank. The cavaliers, who hm dismounted, instantly 
sprang on their horses and fled when the English horse ap- 
peared; and Henry, fearing to endanger his victory, shouted 
loudly not to pursue. 

** i beseech you, my Liese, let me bring you back one of 
them/' cried the knight in me black armour, who was on the 
King's left ; and ere Henry could reply, digging his spurs 
deep into his horse's sides, he was haU a bow-Siot away after 
the fugitives. They fled fast, but not so fieut as he followed. 

<^ We must give him aid, or he is lost,'' cried the Kii^, 
riding after ; but ere he could come up, the kniffht had near^ 
reached the three hindmost horsemen, shoutingioudly to them 
to turn and fight. 

Two did so; but hand to hand he met them both, stunned 
the horse of one by a blow upon the head, and then turning 
upon the other, exclaimed, '* We have met at length, craven 
and scoundrel I We have met at lenath I" 

The other replied not, but by a thrust of his sword at the 
good knight's visor. It was well aimed ; and the point passed 
through the bars and entered his cheek. At the same moment, 
however, the black knight's heavy mace descended upon his 
foeman's head, the crest was crushed, the thick steel gave 
way, and down his enemy rolled — ^hung for a moment in the 
stirrup — and then fell headlong on the ground. 

Light as air, the victor sprang finom his saddle, and setting 
his foot upon his adversary's neck, gazed fiercely upon him 
as he lay. There were some few words enamelled aoove the 
visor; and crying aloud, ^'Ave, Maria!" the black knight 
shook his mace high in the air, then dropped it by the thong 
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mthout striking, and, unclasping his own helmet, as the King 
came up, exposed the head of Richard of Woodville. 
Such was the last deed of the battle of Agincoiut. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

THE CONCLUSION. 

In the same large and magnificent hall of the royal castle at 
Calais, in which Edward IIL entertained his pnsoners after 
his chivalrous, though imprudent combat witn the French 
forces under the walls of that town, was assembled the Court 
of Ensland on the arrival of his great descendant, Henry V., 
some days subsequent to the battle of Agincourt The scene 
was a splendid one ; for, though the monarch and many of his 
nobility had to mourn the loss of near and dear relatives in 
that glorious field, no time had yet been been given to prepare 
the external signs of grief; and the habiliments of ail were, 
cither the gay robes of peace and rejoicing, or the still more 
splendid panoply of war. As may be naturally supposed, the 
greater number of those present were men ; but, nevertheless, 
the circle round the King's person contained several of the 
other sex ; for, besides the wife and daughters of the Governor 
of Calais, and the ladies of several of the principal officers and 
citizens of the town, a number of the female relations of the 
conquerors of Agincourt, who had come over to the Enfflish 
city, on the first news of the army's march from Harneuri 
were likewise in the hall. 

No paceant or revel, however, was going forward; and| 
althougn Henry could not but feel the vast importance of the 
deed that he had achieved, and the great results which might 
be expected to ensue, both in strengthening his power at 
home, and extending it abroad, yet his countenance was far 
more grave and thoughtful than it had been before the battle ; 
and rejoicing, as was natural, at such vast success, he rejoiced 
with moderation, and repressed every expression of triumph. 

After speaking for some time witn the persons round him, 
he turned to Sir John Grey, who stood at a short distance on 
his left hand ; and noticing with a kindly smile the knight's 
fair daughter, he said, ^* Now, my noble friend, you besought 
me this morning to hear what you had to bring before me, 
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concerning Sir Richard of Woodville. Ere I listen to a word, 
however, let me at once say, that the good service rendered 
by that knight upon the fielcl of Agincourt wipes out whatever 
offence he may have before committed ; ana without prayer 
or solicitation, I free him from all bonds, and pardon every- 
thing that may be passed." 

As he spoke, Richard of Woodville advanced from behind, 
and standing before the King, exclaimed, *'I beseech you. 
Sire, to withdraw that pardon, and to judge me as if I had 
never drawn sword or couched lance in your service. If I am 
guilty, mv guilt is but increased by having dared to break 
ward, ana fight amidst honest Englishmen ; and I claim no 
merit for what little I have done, except in having brought to 
your Majesty's feet the traitor scoundrcl, Simeon of Roydon, 
who doubtless, with his own lips, will now confess his treason 
towards you, his falsehood towards me." 

'^ If he do not," said Sir John Grev, boldly, '* I have, thank 
God, ample means to prove it. Let him be called, my Lieee, 
and with him a certain knave, a prisoner likewise in my hands, 
named Edward Dyram." 

*^ Ha!" cried the King, with a smile — ^*has our old friend 
Ned Dyram, too, a share in this affair? I had thought the 
warning I once gave might have taught him to mend his 



manners." 



** They are past mending, my Liege," answered Sir John 
Grey. <^The villain wiU doubtless deny all, for he is a 
hardened knave as ever lived; but we can convict him 
notwithstanding." 

^' Well, call them in," answered Henry, ^< and have all things 
ready." And while Sir John Grey and Sir William Philip, 
the King's treasurer, quitted the circle for a moment, Heni^ 
turned to Mary Grey, and addressed her in a low tone, vnth 
a smiling countenance. The crowd drew back to let the King 
speak at ease; and the only words that made themselves 
heard were, *^ Methinks, fair uidy, you have some interest in 
tUs affair?" 

*^Deep, my Liege," replied Mary Grey, with a glowing cheek. 

What the "Kin^ answered was not distinct to those around ; 
but the lady raised her bright eyes to his face, replying 
eaeerly, <^ More for his honour than for his life. Sire." 

iXo time was lost, for Sir John Grey, expecting a speedy 
hearing, had prepared all ; and in less than five minutes he 
re-entered the hall, followed by a number of persons, some of 
whom accompanied him to the end of the chamber where the 
King was placed, and ranged themselves behind the circle. 
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while the rest, conabtitig of prisoners and those who guarded 
them, remained near the door by which they entered. 

Henry fixed his eyes upon tne group there standing, and 
seemed to examine tnem attentively for a moment in silence, 
then raising his voice^ be exclaimeJ, '^ Bring forward Simeon 
of Roydon, and Edward Dyram«" 

The two whom he called immediately advanced, with a 
man-at-arms on either side. The knight held down bis head 
and gazed upon the ground ; but the servant looked carelessly 
around, showing neimer fear nor doubt 

^^ Sir Simeon of Roydon," said the King, in a stem tone, as 
soon as the culprit stood within a few yards of his person, 
" You have been taken in arms against your country, and it 
were wise in you to make free confession of your acts. I 
exhort vou so to do, not promising you ai^ht, but for the 
relief of your own soul." 

The knight paused for an instant, looked to Dyram, and 
then to Richara of WoodviUe, and replied, ** I have nought to 
confess, Sire. Unjustly banished from my country, I had no 
right to regard myself as an Englishman ; but it was not 
against you, my Li^, that I bore arms. It was against my 
enemy, who stands u&ere. Him I sought, knowing him to be 
in your camp." 

'^ A poor excuse," replied the Kmg; *^and you must have 
had speedy intelligence, since he arrived there but the night 
before ; and you, fellow," continued Henry, turning to Dyram, 
*^ What know you of this knight, and his proceedings?" 

*^Very little, may it please your Grace," replied Ned 
Dyram ; " I have seen him before, I think ; but where it was, 
I cannot justly say." 

^<May I asK one question of the ^ard, my Liege?" de- 
manded Sir John Grey. Henry inclmed his head; and the 
knight proceeded — ^^ Have these two men held any communi- 
cation together in the anteroom?" 

^^They spoke together for a few moments in a strange 
tongue," answered the man-at-«rro8 whom he addressed; 
** and when we parted them, they still talked from time to 
time across the room." 

'<Well," replied the old knight, '*it will serve them but 
little. Have you the papers. Sir William Philip ?" 

<< They are here," said the treasurer ; and he placed a roll 
in the King's hand. 

Henry looked at the first paper casually, saying, ^* This I 
know ;" but regarded the second more attentively, and, after 
reading it through, turned to Sir John Grey, and inquired. 
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** What 18 this? I see it refen to the man befiiie ii& But 
how was it obtained?" 

** It is referred to, my Li^e, in the question, number ibar» 
which your Grace permitted me to draw np. Ton will find 
them further on. The two following letters I need not 
explain. The only question is, as to their authenticityi whidi 
can be proved*'' 

The King read them all through with care; and then taking 
a paper from the bottom of the roU, which appeared to contain 
a long list of interrogatories, numbered separately, and written 
in a good clerkly hand, he perused it firom the beginning to 
the end. Afler having reaa it, he turned to Sir Simeon of 
Roydon, saying, ** You are here charged with grave ofiences, 
sir, besides the crime in which you were taken. It is stated 
here, that you purchased the arms of Sir Richard of Wood- 
ville, when they were sold in Ghent, on his men leaving the 
service of Burgundy to return to England ; and that you took 
his name while followins our army up the Somme, and attack- 
ing our straggling parties with a leader of firee companions, 
named Robinet de JsoumonviUe. Is it so, or is it not so?'* 

*' This can be proved, my Liege,'' said Richard of Wood- 
ville ; ** for Sir Philip Beauchamp here present, saw the arms 
in which this caitiff was taken; and he can swear that they 
were a gift from himself to me." 

** I acknowledge, Sire, that I did purchase them," replied 
Simeon of Roydon ; ** and what my companions may nave 
called me, I know not; but if perchance they called me 
Woodville, it was in jest ; but no man can say that I was 
seen following your army firom Harfleur hither." 

*' It is enouffh, it is enough," said the Kinff. '' Of this 
charge, Richara, you are free," he continue^ turning to 
Woodville ; and then resuming his interrogatories, he went on 
to ask, << Did you, or did you not. Sir Simeon of Roydon, inter- 
cept a letter from me to this good knight, and counterfeitinff 
his signature, write a reply, reiusing to obey my commands?^ 

Sir Simeon of Roydon started, and turned a fierce look 
upon Ned Dvram, as if he suspected that he had been be^ 
trayed; but the surprise which he saw in the man's face, not- 
withstanding a strong effort to repress it, convinced him that 
Henry had other sources of information ; but resolute in his 
course to the last, he replied in a bold tone, ^* It is fiilse. Who 
is my accuser T' 

The Ring looked round ; and a sweet musical voice replied^ 
"lami" 

^< Stand forward, stand forward," said the King. ^* Ha I 
who are you ? I have seen that fair face before." 
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^' Once« my Li^^," said Ella Brune, advancing, dressed in 
the ffarments she had worn immediately after her grandsire's 
death, *' and then your Grace did as you always do, rendered 
justice bodi to the offender and the offended. I accnse this 
man of having done the deed that you have mentioned, and 
many another blacker still. I accuse him of having made use 
of him who stands beside him, Edward Dyram — pretending to 
be a servant of Sir Richard of Woodville, long after he nad 
been driven in disgrace from his train — to obtain from the 
messenger of the Oount of Charolois the letter which your 
Grace had sent Speak,'' she continued, turning to Dyram, 
" Is it not true?" 

The man hesitated, and turned red and white, but was 
silent. 

*' Speak," reiterated Ella Brune, *^ it is your last chance. 
Then read this letter, my Liege," she continued, *^ from the 
noble Count of Charolois, wherein he states, that he has 
traced out this foul and wicked plot, and " 

** I will confess I ifiV/," exclaimed Dyram ; '* I did get the 
letter. I did ud to forge the answer; but he, he — Richard 
of Woodville — ^struck me, and I vowed revenge." 

" What more ?" demanded the King, sternly. " If you 
hope for life speak truth. You have not defiled knightly 
rank; you have not degraded noble birth; you have not 
violated all that should keep men honest and true. There is 
some hope for you*" 

*^ Ha, knave I" exclaimed Simeon of Roydon, gazing at 
him fiercely; but Dyram hesitated and paused without reply; 
and Ella Brune proceeded, pointing wim her fair hand to the 
papers which the King held open before him, and demanding, 
while her dark eyes nxed stem on Dyram's &ce, *' And the 
letter from the prisoner of Montl'herry, to Sir John Grey, 
did you not erase the words with which it ended — ^they were, 
if I remember right, ' touching my ransom,' — and change the 
Christian name in the superscription ?" 

** No, no," cried the man vehemently, knowing that the 
chaige might well affect his life. No, I did not — nobody 
saw me do it; I say I did not." 

*^ Fool !" cried Ella Brune, after giving him a moment to 
consider; ^* Your hate has been dangerous to others, your 
love has been dangerous to yourself— -Give me that cup I My 
Lord the King, may I crave to see the letter I have named ?^ 

Henry took it fifom the rest, and placed it in her hand ; 
and, dipping her finger in a cup containing a clear white 
fluid, wnich the pa^pe of Sir John Grey brought forward, she 
ran it over the line immediately precemng Richard of Wood* 
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ville's si^atore. The King gazed earnestly on the parchment 
as she did so, and, to his surprise, he beheld the words she 
had mentioned reappear — somewhat faint and indistinct, it is 
true, but legible enough to show that the meaning of the 
whole paper nad been falsified by their erasure. 

*' That wretched man,'* said Ella Brune, pointing to Dynun, 
** in a foolish fit of tenderness towards my poor self, taught 
me the art of restoring writings long effaced ; and now, by 
his own skill, I show you his own knavery.'* 

Henry turned round with a cenerous smile of shicere plea- 
sure towards Richard of Woodville, saying, *^ I was sure I was 
not mistaken, Richard;** and he held out his hand* 

The young knieht took it, and pressed his lips upon it, 
replying, ** You seulom are. Sire; but there is more to come, 
or I am mistaken.** 

** Nay, with him I have done,'* said Ella Brune, looking at 
Dyram : '* unless he thinks, by free confession of the whole, 
and telling how a greater knave than himself led him on fiom 
fault to fault, to merit forgiveness, the matter affecting him 
is closed.'* 

^* It is vain to conceal it,** cried Dyram ; ^ not that I hope 
for grace, for that is past ; but there will be some satisfaction 
in punishine him who was never grateful for any service ren* 
dered him.^ 

^' It was yourselfyou served, villain, and your own pasuons 
— not me I" cried Simeon of Roydon, with his eyes flashing 
fire. 

" And how did you treat me ?** cried Dyram. " It is true, 
my Liege, to c:ain this girl — devil incarnate as she seems to 
be ! — I would have sacrificed aught on earth ; and when, after 
laying a plot with this man to win her — ^which, by his knavery, 
had well nigh ended in her ruin — ^I confessed, my fault to 
yonder knignt, and he spumed me like a doe, I would have 
done as much to take vengeance upon him. T found a ready 
aid in good Sir Simeon of Roydon, who loved him as dearly 
as I did. In turns we planned and executed. He devised 
the letter touching the ransom; he prompted the Duke of 
Orleans and the Count of Armagnac : I erased the writing, 
and changed the superscription. Then, again, I hinted that 
in the armour he had bought, and under the name of its first 
owner, he misht follow your camp, and clench the suspicion 
of Sir Richard's treason, by proofs that would seem indubitable; 
never doubting, indeed, that our enemy would be kept long 
in Montl'heny, but little caring whether the sword fell on the 
one knight or the other. To make all sure, however, I was 



AGINCOURT. 399 

sent to MontPherry ; but I arrived too late to prevent the 
prisoner's escape ; and only discovered by whose assistance it 
was effected — by that fair maiden there, now clerk and now 
demoiselle. My story is told» and I have nought to plead. 
We are both guilty alike ; we both loved, and we both hated : 
but I would not have willingly injured her, who has now 
destroyed me. In that, and that only, am I better than this 
noble Knight" 

^^ Have you aught more to sav, £ur maiden, concerning 
Sir Simeon of Roydon?^ asked Henry; ^^if not, I will at 
once deal with both of them as they merit" 

^^ Nay, I beseech you. Sire/' exclaimed Richard of Wood- 
ville, ** l>efore you act in any way, listen to me for one 
moment" 

** Speak — speak, my good friend," replied Henry ; '' I am 
always willing to hear anything in reason — ^what would you 
say?^' 

*^ I know not whether your Grace would wish it spoken 
aloud," said Woodville ; " it refers to a time before your 
accession to the throne." 

*^ Oh yes! speak, speak I" cried Henry; *' I have not for- 
gotten ael of HadnocK. What of those days?" 

" Why, Sire, you may remember," answered Woodville, 
^^ that, as that noble gendeman you have just named and I 
rode by the stream near Dunbury, one night in the spring of 
the year, we found the body of my poor cousin Kate orowned 
in the water. The man before you thought fit to 'cast foul 
doubts on as true and gallant a gentleman as ever lived, Sir 
Henry Dacre. He now lies at the point of death from 
wounds received near Agincourt, and if aught on earth can 
save him, it will be to know that his good name is cleared 
from all suspicion. If this man could but be brought to 
speak, and to acknowledge that the charges he insinuated 
were false^ it would be balm to a bruised heart." 

^* Nay," cried the Eling, '^ his frdsehood is so evident, his 
knavery so great, that charees from his mouth are now but 
empty air. Yet I have heard how Sir Harry Dacre has 
suffered the bare doubt to prey like a canker upon his peace. 
Speak, Simeon of Roydon ; and, if it be your last word, speak 
truth. Know you aught of Catherine fieauchamp's death ? 
— ^and, if you do, whose was the hand that did that horrid 
deed?" 

''Sir Hany Dacre*s," answered Roydon, with a malignant 
smile ; for he thought to triumph even in death. '' No one 
doubts it, I believe^ Does your Grace ?" 
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^' Ajf that I dOy" answered Henry ; *' and I have ^ood cause 
to doubt it That man was sent by me to make mqiiiriesy'* 
and he pointed to Dyram; '^ and everything that he discovered, 
I pray you mark, gentlemen all, tended to show that it was 
impossible Sir Henry Dacre could have done the deed. I 
have often fancied, indeed, that the knave had learned more 
than he divulged to me. Is it so, sir ? I remember your 
ways in times of old, that you would tell part, and keep back 
part Did you learn aught else ?" 

*' Oh, no. Sire,** replied Dyram, with a laugh, glancing his 
keen eyes towards Richard of Woodville ; ''1 know nought; 
but I suppose that Sir Henry Dacre did it" 

*^ My Lord the King," said Ella Brune, who had remained 
silent, with her dark eyes cast down, while this conversation 
took place, " I can give your Grace the information that you 
seek to have." 

*' Ha I— you r cried Roydon, gazing at her with glaring 
eyes. *' This is all pure hate. Mark, if she do not say I did 

itr 

'^You did!" answered Ella, fixing her eyes upon him. 
"Do you remember the night after the Glutton mass? — I was 
there I Do you remember hiding beneath the willows on the 
abbey side of the stream? — I was there! Do you remember 
the lady coming and asking for the information you had pro- 
mised to give, and your assailing her with words of love, and 
seeking to win her from her promised husband? — I was 
there r . 

« False! false I all false !" cried Sir Simeon of Roydon ; but 
his fiice as he spoke was deadly pale. 

** If you saw all, fair maiden," said the King, *^ why did you 
not at once denounce the murderer ?" 

'< I saw all but the last act, my Liege," replied Ella Brune. 
''Having wandered from Southampton with the poor old 
man, whom that knight afterwards slew, we founa kindly 
entertainment for our music in a cottage at Abbot's Ann. 
Wearied with the noise and merriment, I went out and sat 
beneath the trees ; I witnessed what I have said ; but then, 
not to be an eavesdropper, I stole away. When I heard of 
the murder, however, I well knew who had done it — ^for the 
lady answered him scornfully — and I should have told the 
tale at once, but the old man forbade me, showing that we 
were poor wandering minstrels, and that my story against the 
noble and the great would not be credited; yet I am certain 
that his hand did it" 

'' Out upon it !" cried Roydon ; '' will a King of England 
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listen to such an idle tale ? will he not drive from his presence, 
with contempt, a mountebank singer who, without one wit- 
ness, brings such a chaise in pure hate ?" 

^'Not without one witness,'^ answered Ella Brune. ^'I 
have one." 

^' Call him P said Henry ; ** if this man can clear himself 
from the accusation, he shall have pardon for all the rest'' 

Ella Brune raised her hand and beckoned to some one 
standing behind the circle, which had drawn somewhat closer 
round tne spot where this scene was going on. Immediately 
— while Sir John Grey made way — a hdy dressed in the habit 
of a novice, with her race closely covered, ^vanced between 
the King and Simeon of Roydon. 

*^ This is my witness,^' said Ella Brune; and as she spoke^ 
the other withdrew her veil. 

Simeon of Roydon started back with a &ce pale as death, 
exclaiming, '' Catherine I — She is living I she is living T 

" Ay, but not by your will,** answered Catherine Beau* 
champ ; *^ for you have long thought me dead — dead bj the 
act 01 your own hand. A^ Lora the King," she continued, 
*< aQ that this excellent girl nas said is true. On a night you 
well remember, eager to learn from this man who you really 
were, I sought him by the banks of the stream, where he had 
proniised to wait and tell me that and other matters, as he 
said, nearly affecting me. It was wrong of me to do so; but 
I had done much that was wrong ere then, and I had no 
scruples. He told me who you were ; and then, seeing that 
no great love existed between myself and poor Harry Dacre, 
he sought to win my wealth, by inducing me to violate the 
contract with my promised husband and wed him : what put 
such a vain notion in his mind, I know not ; but I laughed 
and taunted him with bitter scorn ; and he then told me that 
I should be his or die. At first I feared not: but when I 
found him lift his hand and grasp me bythe throat, I screamed 
aloud for help, and struggled hard. He mastered me, how- 
ever, in an instant, and plunged me in the stream. As I fell, 
I vowed that, if Heaven would send me help, I would make 
a pilgrimage to St. James of Galicia. The waters, however, 
soon closed above my head, and in the one dreadfhl moment 
which I had for thought — as if the past had been cleared up 
and illumined by a flash of lightning — all the &ult8 and follies 
of my former life stood out before me distinct and bright, 
stripped of the vain imaginations with which I had covered 
them. I rose again for a moment to the air ; and then I vowed 
that, if God spared me, I would pledge myself to the altar, 

D D 
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and renooncing all that ensnared me, live oat the rest of time 
in penitence and prayer. I soon lost all recollection, however, 
ana when first I woke as from sleep, in great feebleness and 
agony, I found myself in a litter, borne on towards the abbey. 
Consciousness was speedily gone again: and when next I 
roused myself from that dull slumber, my good unde Richard, 
the abbot, and an old monk of his convent, were the only 
persons near. As soon as I could speak, I told them of my 
vows, and engaged them to keep my recovery a profound 
secret, till I had taken the veiL The deeds that have been 
done, however, compel me to come forward now, and tell the 
truth. I have told it simply and without disguise ; but yet I 
would fidn plead for this man's life. To him, as well as to 
otheis, I have had great fisiults, and towards none more than 
poor Sir Ebffry Dacre. In a month, however, my vows will be 
taken, and he will be tree ; but I would fidn not cloud the 
peace with which I renounce the world, by bringing death on 
my bad cousin's head; and you. Sire, after such a mighty 
victory, can well afford to pardon." 

But Henry waved his hand: ** Not a word for him T he 
said ; ** loaded with so many crimes, I give him up to trial ; 
and by the sentence of his judges will i abide. Remove the 
prisoners, and keep them under safe ward ; one word more, 
&ir lady," he continued, as the men-at-arms led Simeon of 
Roydon and Ned Dyram from the presence, ^* how has it so 
fortunately chanced that you are here to-day ?" 

** I have travelled fiu-, my Liege,*' replied Catherine Beau- 
champ, in a gayer tone ; ^ have made my pilgrimage, and 
passed part otmy noviciate in a cell of the order I have chosen 
near Dijon. Coming back I met with some Canonesses, who 
were travelling under the escort of some troops of Buigundy, 
and with them joumeved to Peronne, whence, under the 
escort of Sir Richard of Woodville, and accompanied by this 
good maiden, I came hither. I will not waste your time, my 
Liege, by telling all the adventures that befel me bv the way ; 
but I have to asK pardon of my noble cousin Richard, here, 
for teasing him somewhat in Westminster and Nieuport, and 
doing him a still worse turn in Ghent by a letter to Sir John 
Grey. But, good faith, to say the truth, I thought he was a 
lighter lover than he has proved himself, and now that I know 
all, I crave his forgiveness heartily.'' 

" You have it, sweet BLate," answered Richard of Woodville; 
** but you have several things to hear yet," he continued, in his 
blunt way, ** and some perhaps that may not be very palatable 
to you." 
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^' Nay, I have heard all^" answered Catherine Beaochamp ; 
*' but I stand no more in the way of that love, which I had 
long seen turning to another, when I spumed it from me my- 
self My vows at the altar will remove all obstacles; and I 
trust that Dacre will see me as a sister and a friend, though it 
be but to bid me adieu for ever." 

** And I, Woodville," said the King, turning to the young 
knight, ** I, too, would ask you pardon, if I had ever truly 
suspected you. Such, however, is not the case ; and there are 
many here who can testify, that though I was willing that you 
should be made to prove your innocence, I never doubted 
that you could do so. For services rendered, however, and 
high deeds done, as well as in compensation for much that 
you have suffered, I give you one half of the forfeited estates 
of the traitor Sir Thomas Grey, to hold for ever of us and of 
our heirs, on presentation of a mace, such as that which beat 
down the adversary of my brother Humphrey upon the day 
of Agincourt Sir John Grey, my good old friend, I think 
you, too, have a gift to give. Cfome, let me see it given ;" 
and leading forward Richard of Woodville, he brought him to 
the side of Mary Grey. The old knight placed her hand in 
his, and the King said ** Benedicite." 

Ella Brune turned away her head. Her cheek glowed; 
but there were no tears in her eyes ; and, ere many months 
were gone, she was a cloistered nun in the same convent with 
Catherine Beauchamp. 



THE END. 
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